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CHAPTER I. 

Since you are desirous, my friends, that I should relate 
to yon, at length and in order, the things which happened 
to me during my journey to Rome in the time of Trajan, 
-•-notwithstanding the pain which it must cost me to 
throw myself back once more into many of the feelinffs 
of that eTeotiiil time, — I cannot refuse to eompTy 
with a request, the motiye of which, I doubt not, is as 
laudable as its expression is earnest. I am now an old 
man, and haye lived for threescore years in a remote pro> 
▼ince of an empire, happy, for the most part, in the pro-r 
tection of enlightened, just, and benevolent princes ; yel 
I remember, far more accurately than things which oe* 
curred only a few months ago, the minutest particulars of 
what I saw and heard while I sojourned — a young man, 
and more than half a stranger — ^among the luxuries and 
cruelties of the capital of the world, as yet very imper* 
fectly recovered from the effects of the flagitious tyranny 
of the last of the Flavii* You will not wonder, after you 
shall have beard my story, that I should be able to speak 
so distinctly about circumstances so remote ; for none of 
you, even now, my young friends, need to be informed, 
that out of some of those circumstances the main threads 
of my earthly destiny were evolved. To that period I 
refer the .commencement of a connection, which lonff 
formed the principal felicity of my domestic life ; and i^ 
in my conduct through the years either of business or of 
repose, I have exemplified any principles worthy of your 
adoption or imitation, for this also my gratitude is due to 
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the not lightly purchased experience of the same now dig-* 
tant period. 

My father, as you all have heard, had come with his 
legion into this island, and married a lady of British blood, 
some years before the first arrival of the great Ajgricola. 

In th^^ars of that illustrious commander, during the 
reigns of Vespasian and Titus, he had the good fortune 
to find many opportunities ordistinguishing himself; but 
when his general was recalled to the capital by the mean 
jealousy of Domitian he retired from public life, and de- 
termined to spend the remainder of his days in peace, on. 
the lands which belonged to him (chiefly in right of his 
wife) here in Britain. He laid the foundations of the 
house in which I have now the pleasure of receiving you ; 
and here, in the cultivation of his fields and in the 8uper<> 
intendence of my education, he found abundant employ- 
ment for the energies of a very active,, though by no 
means an ambitious mind. Early in the reign of Trajan, 
he died, after being confined to his apartment for a few 
days by an illness which neither my mother nor myself 
considered as seriously dangerous, till the very evening of 
its termination. Our grief knew at first no bounds ; noA 
well might it be so, for never did either Roman or British 
dwelling lament the departure of a more generous, kind, 
and affectionate master. My mother* who, in wedding 
him, had offended the greater part of her own kindred, 
now that he was gone, had no tie to bind her affections to 
the earth, excepting myself, her only child, who had 
scarcely yet entered the threshold of manhood. In my 
society, therefore, her only hope of human comfort re« 
sided ; while I, on my part, loved her with strong and> 
undivided filial love, of which (however that circumstance 
may be counterbalanced by other advantages) I have 
never seea any examples among sons educated at a dis^^ 
tance from the unwearied eye of parental affection. 

We were not rich — yet we had enough for all oup 
wants ; and the melancholy into which my mother gradu- 
ally declined was not of a nature so severe as to prevent 
us from spending many hours ef innocent happiness be- 
neath the shade of these then younger and greener elmsi. 
I look back, even no w, with a sad and sorrowml tenderaesa 
to the memory of that first summer and more cheerful 
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winter, which we passed together on this spot after the 
death of my father. I cannot pretend to regret the ac-> 
cident which immediately afterward separated me from 
the most gentle of mothers — Alas ! never to see her more 
upon the earth. Yet, how deeply was the happiness of 
my returning hour stained and imbittered by that sorrow- 
ful privation ! There was a void in my heart, which it 
was long before even the fulness of conjugal devotion 
could entirely fill up and satisfy. In losing her, I had lost . 
the last and strongest link that connected my contem- 
plation of the present with my memory of the past. My 
early yeai:s of infancy and boyhood now existed fof 
nobody but myself; and I could scarcely bear to look 
back upon them, now that those eyes were closed for 
ever in whose watchful light all their safety and almost all 
their happiness had consisted. But I was still young, 
and had bright hopes before me, that ere long withdrew 
my attention from the dark places of recollection. It is 
the common rule of nature, that our parents should pre- 
cede us to the grave ; and it is also her rule, that our grief 
for them should not be of such power as to prevent us 
from entering, after they are gone, into a zealous partici- 
pation both of the business and the pleasures of life. Yet, 
in all well-regulated spirits, the influence of that neces-^ 
sary and irremediable deprivation, however time may 
sooth and soften it, has a deep and an enduring resting* 
place. In the midst of the noisiest, busiest hours of after- 
life, the noemory of that buried tenderness rises up ever 
and anon ta remind us of the instability of all human 
things, and wins rather than warns us to a deliberate con- 
templation of futurity. " Such is the gentle and abiding 
effect of that, at first sight, grievous and altogether intol- 
erable affliction. Now, indeed, that every day brings ta 
me some new testimonial of the near approach of my own 
dissolution, I have begun to regard all these things with 
another eye, and to find, in the contemplation of my re- 
union with the dear friends I have lost, a far more thaa 
safQcient consolation for the inconvenience occasioned to 
me by reason of their temporary absence. But it must 
yet be long ere the course of nature shall bring this last 
source of happiness near to your eyes, and teach you, as I 
have of late been taught, how near to each other at times 
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may be found not only the physical effects but the prox* 
imate causes of pleasure and of pain. 

One evening towards the end of the winter following 
the death of my father, I was sitting with nay mother in 
the small room where we breakfasted this morning, wbeQ 
letters were brought to me by a messenger from Venta, 
which immediately engaged the most anxious considera* 
tion of us both. They were all from Rome, and written^ 
for the most part, by members of my father's family res- 
ident there, none of whom either my mother or myself 
had ever seen* It was mentioned in all of them, but most 
fully and distinctly in that of Caius Licinius, the lawyer 
(who was near of kin to our house), that by the death of 
a certain old patrician, Cneius Valerius by name, I had 
become legally entitled to a very considerable fortune, to 
claim and take possession of which demanded my im- 
mediate presence in the metropolis. My rights, said this 
jurist, were indeed called in question by another branch 
of the family, but were I on the spot, his professional ex* 
ertions, he had no doubt, would be able to gain for me a 
complete, if not an easy victory. He hinteo, at the same 
time, that whatever private interest he or any of his friends 
could command should be heartily at noy service, for the 
sake of my father and of my name. 

My mother and I endeavoured as well as we could to 
understand the nature of the case ; but the authority of 
Licinius, of whose character we had always heard great 
commendation, was sufficient of itself alone to determine 
us in the end. After ruminating for a long while in si- 
lence, my dear mother at last said to me, *' Yes, Caius, 
we must part for a season. You owe it to these kind 
friends, no less than to your father's memory and your 
own interest, to make a fair attempt for the recovery of 
this disputed inheritance. You are young, and have seen 
no cities, except Venta,*- which your father used to call 
a village ; but I trust to your good heart, and your love 
for me, that if you succeed you will immediately come 
back to enjoy your wealth here within sight of your mother, 
and at a distance from those sudden changes to which 
the great city is from time to time subjected. Take care 

* t. e. Venta Belgarum*- Winchester. 



that you abide in Rome no longer than is absolutely ne* 
cessary, for fearful reports have reached us of the increas- 
ing wickedness of its inhabitants. Despatch your busi- 
ness as speedily as the circumstances may permit, and do 
not grudge any expense which may enable you more 
quickly to see the end of it. To-morrow and next day 
must be spent in preparing you necessaries for so Ions a 
journey ; but on the third day I wish you to depart, for 
there is nothing more pernicious than delay in matters of 
importance ; and besides, my son, the sooner you ^ the 
sooner may I look for your return. And now, smce I 
know you are to depart, my dear Caius, it would be but 
a trifling consolation for me to keep you a few dajrs more 
lingering here. You will take the faithful Boto with you, 
and all will go well ; for the gods will have pity on a wid« 
ow, and the son of a widow," 



CHAPTER II. 

I WBNT to bed with a heart unequall^r divided between 
grief and joy. The idea of parting for such a length of 
time from my dear parent, whose whole happiness 1 knew 
was centred in myself, could not but be a painful one ; 
and this, I think, was uppermost within me while 1 was 
undressing, and even for a few minutes after 1 had laid 
my head upon my pillow. The natural thirst for novelty, 
however, for which so large a fund of gratification was 
now held up to my fancy, did not long suffer these mel< 
ancholy thoughts to predominate. The love of travel had 
never before been excited in my bosom ; but now that I 
knew I was so soon to embark for ftaly, the delights 
which I might there hope to experience came crowding 
and kindling upon my imagination. The dark and pine- 
clad banks of my native Anton, said I, shall now be ex- 
changed for that golden- waved Tiber, of which so many 
illustrious poets have sung — whose course is continually 
bearing the treasures of all nations to the common centre 
of earth— the imperial city ; or conveying from thence 
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to the remotest and most barbarous regions, the dictates 
of the most refined and exalted people, whose hands have 
ever been invested with the ^fominion of the world. In^ 
stead of moving here among the ill-cemented and nsotley 
fabric of an insulated colony, and seeing only the sullen 
submission of barbarians, on the one hand, or the paltry 
vanity of provincial deputies on the other, I shall tread 
the same ground with the rulers of the earth, and wear, 
among native Romans, the gown of my ancestors-^I 
shall behold the Forum, which has heard the eloquence of 
Cicero and Hortensius— I shall ascend to the Capitol, 
where Csesar triumphed — ^I shall wander in the luxurioua 
nrdens of Sallust, or breathe the fresh air in the fields of 
Cato — I shall gaze upon the antique [majesty of temples 
and palaces, and open my eyes on all that art and nature 
have been able to heap together through eicht long cen<» 
tunes, for the ornament of the chosen seat of wisdom and 
valour. It was thus that one splendid vision chased another 
across my fancy, till I fell asleep in a bewilderment of 
wonder and admiration — to dream of nothing but pomps 
I had never witnessed, and pleasures I had never betaken. 
I awoke next morning rather earlier than usual, my 
spirits I suppose having been too much excited to admit 
of a longer repose. I came down-stairs in a strange 
mood ; but I believe my demeanour might be one of at* 
most perfect indifierence ; for, to say truth, the melancholy 
idea of leaving home and parting with my mother on 
the one side, and the gay inspiriting prospect of visiting 
Rome on the other, had neutralized each other within me ; 
at least in so far as was necessary for producing an ap- 
parent absence of all keen emotion on my countenance. 
I could not help starting, however, when, on coming into 
the old hall in the back part of the house yonder, 1 found 
my mother already busily engaged with her maidens 
in preparing my wardrobe for the purposed journey. She 
was giving directions to one of them in a distinct voice 
when I entered ; but she broke off suddenly when she 
saw me, and I could observe that her eyes looked red and 
heavy. Shortly after, she made an excuse to go into an 
inner apartment, and then one of the more ancient fe- 
males said to me, ceasing from her occupation, " Oh yes, 
Caius ; it is one thing to have the appearance of bein^ 
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occupied among such matters, and another to have 
one^s heart really in them. , To my thinking, if your mo- 
ther had not slept little, she Would not have been so early 
astir, touching these new garments of yours. But the 

Eds grant you a fair voyage, and may you come soon 
ck. such as you now are, to your mother : for without 
you, her life will be a burden to her ; and if you returned 
from the great city full of such airs as we see in some of 
those young centurions and the like, none of us would be 
able to love you as we now do ; so that you would find a 
house not filled with friends (as you will now leave it), 
but with utter hirelings." 

While we were yet speaking, Boto entered the apart* 
ment, having been already warned by my mother con- 
cerning the journey on which he had been selected to 
accompany me. It was not certainly on account of his 
skill in the tongue of Rome that Boto had been chosen 
for this duty ; for although he had lived all his days in the 
vicinity of the Roman colonists at Yenta, there was 
scarcely a single person within the bounds of the British 
BdlgsB that spoke worse Latin than poor Boto. He was, 
nevertheless, a man of strong natural sagacity, possessing 
a shrewdness of discernment, concerning whatever things 
had fallen under his customary observation, such as I 
have seen excelled in few people of any station. It is 
true, that he was one of those who lean more to the evil 
than the good opinion concerning both the characters of 
mankind and the transactions of the world. But, although 
this defect had not escaped the observation of my mother, 
we may suppose that she thought a turn of that sort might 
be culpable in a British farm-yard, and yet higKly advan- 
tageous for a young stranger about to visit, for the first 
time, the great city — which was, and is, the centre of 
attraction to all the vices, as well as to all the wealth of 
the universe. 

Howbeit, the man entered with a countenance firm and 
cheerful, in which no one could discover any symptom 
either of diffidence respecting his own qualifications for 
this new ofiice, or of regret at being separated from these 
maidens (the truth is, few of them were either very young 
or pretty), in whose company so many years of gentle 
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servitude had already glided equably and comfortably 
over his sun-burnt countenance and thickly matted head 
of yellow bristles. He held in"his left hand a large broad- 
brimmed petasus of my father's, which he was polishing 
with his dexter, that it might assume a more respectable 
appearance on the meditated expedition ; over his shoulder 
hung an old tunic of dark-coloured cloth, a few rents in 
whose texture he was desirous of having sewed up by the 
nimble fingers of some of the damsels. His huge boots 
already flapped about his ankles. In short, it was visible 
to all present that the mind of the man was altogether 
engrossed with the great business of bis departure from a 
soil which, it may be, had, according to his opinion^ al- 
ready too long engrossed the whole of his accomplish- 
ments. The carelessness and indifference stamped upon 
his visage had in them, at first glance, something repul- 
sive to my feelings; but nothing is more effective, in 
situations of novelty, than the influence of a merry face ; 
and the high animal spirits depicted on the coarse features 
of Boto were not long in exciting again within me a full 
portion of that juvenile buoyancy which had been some- 
what lowered by my observation of my dear mother's 
sorrowful deportment. 

My mother, coming in soon after, partook, I think, in 
some measure of the general hilarity which had already 
been diffused over us all by the mirthful demeanour of the 
zealous Boto. From time to time, indeed, her countenance 
fell, and the tremours of her voice indicated how great 
was the internal conflict of her feelings. The work of 
the maidens, however, went on unweariedly, and the 
sounds of the wheel and spindle echoed all day long 
through the apartment. I myself, glad to escape now 
and then from the sadness of her looks and the din of their 
preparations, went forth into my fields, pretending that I 
bad certain necessary directions to give touching the 
management of the farm affairs previous to so long an 
absence. But Boto continually threw himself in my way, 
and discoursing loudly and triumphantly, in his own coarse 
and jocular manner, concerning the fine sights we were 
about to see, I found myself constrained not merely to 
tolerate, but to participate in the liveliness of his mood. 
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The airs of superiority he assumed in talking to such 
of the husbandmen as we met with gave them, indeed, 
vi^e dissatisfaction, but amused me more than I chose 
to admit by word or gesture. It was reported to me, 
that in the evening he invited several of these rustics to 
drink with him in one of the out-houses, where his exulta- 
tion knew no limits. He was going to Rome, he said ; for 
his young master very well knew he could never get on 
in such a journey without the helping eye and hand of 
Boto ; and he had a brother in Italy already (he had 
gone over with a certain illustrious Roman some ten 
years before), and from him (for he had no doubt he 
would meet with him as soon as our arrival should be 
known) he would doubtless receive all requisite informa- 
tion concerning the doings of the great city. The useful- 
ness which, he doubted not, I should be constrained to 
acknowledge in bis manifold qualifications, would, without 
all question, entitle him to some signal reward — perhaps 
nothing less than manumission on his return. '^ In that 
case, my jolly lads," cried the fervent Boto, '*I shall 
come back with a whiter tunic among you ; but, believe 
me, I shall still be the same man I leave you notwith- 
standing — we shall have a merry cup of mead at our 
meeting, and I shall tell you all I have seen of the fine 
things of Rome, and the wickedness of her inhabitants ; 
for, if we may judge froni what we see among these new 
legionaries, one will have need to keep all one's eyes 
about one in the midst of the gowned gentry." 

The two days passed more quickly than any I ever 
remember to have spent amid this strange mixture of 
mirth, and sorrow, and noisy preparation. I expected a 
very melancholy supper with my mother, on the evening 
of the second ; but, luckily for us both, perhaps, a few of 
our neighbours, who had heard the news of my approach- 
ing departure, came in to pay their respects, and offer 
their good wishes ; so that the night being far spent ere 
they went away, we took to our respective chambers 
without having any opportunity of indulging in needless 
lamentations together. I arose with a sad heart in the 
morning, and found breakfast already waiting, my mother 
having been up a full hour before me. She kissed me 

Vol. L— B 
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with silent tears when the meal was concluded ; and otu* 
horses being already at the gate, Bote and I took leare 
of them all, and, pushing on, were glad when the winding 
of the road shut us from the view of the group that re* 
mained stationary at the porch of this dwelhng. We 
could not forbear, however, from pausing for a moment 
when we had reached the height of yonder acclivity. 
Where that single tall naked pine now stands buffeted 
by the wind, then grew a thick grove, of which that stately 
relic alone survives. It was there that I turned round 
to gaze once more on the quiet verdure of these paternal 
fields, and our small pastoral stream glistening here and 
there beneath the shady covert of its margin. Boto 
turned himself with me, and, in spite of all the glee he 
had been manifesting in prospect of our journey, I could 
perceive, from the clouded eye of the peasant, that he too, 
when it had come to the point, was leaving, not without a 
struggle, the scene of all the happy years he had yet 
spent upon the earth. He said nothing, but I saw that 
his heart was full, and I interpreted the caresses he lavished 
from time to time on his mule, as so many symbols of 
the relenting tenderness with which he now regarded all 
he had left behind him. I, for my part, pushed my horse 
into a hard trot, being willing to lose something of my 
heaviness of spirit in the spring of animal exertion. They 
that knew us saluted us kindly and cheerily as we passed 
them on the way ; and the bustle of the seaport,* which 
we reached just as night was setting in, soon swallowed 
up or discomposed all our attention. 

I had at first intended to cross over to Gaul, and tra- 
versing that province, enter Italy, either by the route of 
the Alps, in case we could procure convenient gCiides and 
companions, or by some vessel sailing from Marseilles to 
Forum Julii to Ostium. But the advice of one of my 
neighbours, who Jiad himself been a great traveller, made 
me alter this plan, and resolve rather to commit myself to 
the care of a certain captain, who, as he said, was just 
about to sail for Italy by the way of the Pillars of 
Hercules, in a vessel laden with tin from the mines of 

* Probably Clausentum, which is supposed to be the same with oui 
Sputhampton ; or perhaps the ancient Port Peris — t. e. Portchester. 
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''Biitaio. We found this man, with aU hif pa8seiigei«» 
already prepared for the voyage ; and it was intimated to 
us that we should certainly set sail at an early hour in the 

.tiioming. 



CHAPTER III/ 

The cries of the mariners arranging the tackle of their 
ship, and the blowing of the pilot's trumpet at the ex- 
tremity of the pier, were the first sounds that met our 
ears in the morning. In a few minutes, we, and all our 
baggag^t were safe on board. The anclior was uplifted, 
and the sail hoisted, with the usual libations and other 
ceremonies. In a word, such was the hurry in which 
every thing was done, that I scarcely persuaded myself I 
was thorougbhr awake, till, rubbing my eyes, I perceived 
the white clifis already lessening behind us. The first 
throbs of nausea soon afterwai^ began to agitate my 
stomach, and I was ere long in too lamentable a condition 
to enjoy even the grotesque and rueful grimaces by which 
the visage of Boto signified his unwilUng submission to 
the same inexorable enemy. 

It were useless for me to detail to you at length the 
objects which met our eyes, during a voyage which is 
every day performed by so many of your acquaintance 
and the particulars of which therefore, (I doubt not), have 
been already abundantly explained to you all. For the 
first three or four days, indeed, I waDs so heavily afflicted 
with this malady, occasioned by the motion of the vessel, 
that I could bestow but little attention on any external 
object ; my eyes were so confused and dazzled, that I saw 
nothing beyond the corner of the deck, on which, for the 
sake of open air, I had caused my carpets to be laid; and 
a few ejaculations to Castor and Pollux were all the ar- 
ticulate sounds that I uttered. By degrees, however, the 
weight of my depression began to be somewhat allevt 
ated ; and at intervals, more particularly during then^ht- 
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watches, if I was not altogether in possession of myself, 
I was at least well enough to enjoy a sort of giddy and 
half-drunken delight in watching the dark billows as they 
rose and retreated from the beak of the ship ; the con- 
tinual dash and roar with which they heaved and writhed, 
like some innumerable rout of tormented and infuriated 
monsters ; the angry groan with which they received the 
. plunging keel ; and the sullen mutterings of disappointed 
wrath with which their broken strength was afterward 
beard growling behind the high poop on which I reclined. 
There were moments also in which the comical behaviour 
of Boto, under this new species of calamity, could furnish 
me, as it had already done the more hardy and expe- 
rienced of my fellow-voyagers, with a great store of mirth. 
From time to time, indeed, his stomach, naturally of a 
brazen construction, recovered for a few minutes posses- 
sion of its usual energies, which were then sufficiently 
displayed in the enormous messes of salt provisions and 
biscuit which the hungry valetudinarian devoured in our 
presence. At these moments, also, the simplicity and 
quaintness of his remarks failed not to diffuse laughter 
among all that stood within reach of his voice. For ex- 
ample. Hearing some passenger remark that there was 
much pleasure in ploughing the deep, he forthwith signi- 
fied his'desire to know in what respects a ship resembled 
a plough. Whereupon the stranger, laughing, conducted 
the trembling rustic to the foaming prow, and bade him 
look down and observe how it cut and disparted' the 
waters like a ploughshare. But Boto then asked, where 
were the oxen ? and he was answered, that the winds 
were the oxen, and that the ropes and tackling were in 

[)lace of the reins and traces ; an explanation which not a 
ittle amazed him. He said, however, after a brief pause, 
that the sea appeared to him to be already 50 much fur- 
rowed with waves, that, had he been the Greek Jason, he 
would never have thought of bestowing any additional 
labour upon it. For which last observation the tawny 
Boto was commended, as not without ingenuity. 

Shortly afterward, being taken with another fit of the 
nausea (whose unwelcome return had probably been 
accelerated by the copiousness of his luncheon), poor 
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Bote lay down at all bis leng^ upon the deek, listless and 
inanimate, rolling his laige eyes about heavily wd slowly, 
like some dying fish; and by his logubrious wailings 
and contortions exciting the derision of the bystanders^ 
whom he had before more cheaply amused by the simple 
manner in which he expressed his wonder concerning 
maritime objects. Near him, upon the deck, sat a cer- 
tain captain of the PrsBtorian Bands, one of our fellow* 
passengers, who, more than any other of those that were 
m the ship with us, displayed a florid complexion and 
cheerful eye, unalterable by the fluctuation of the waters. 
This man had served in all the wars of Agricola, and 
accompanied that great general even in his perilous cir* 
comnavigation of the islands which lie scattered in the 
stormy ocean to the north of Britain. He had also gone 
back to Rome with his commander, not, like him, to ex«' 
tenuate imperial jealousy by the afiectation of indolence, 
but to seek for new occupation on some other disturbed 
frontier of the empire. In Syria and Cappadocia he had 
spent some years; after which, he had attended the 
emperor himself through the territories of Meesia and 
Illyricum, and all those countries he traversed, and re- 
traversed, during that shameful contest in which so many 
Roman eagles were made the prey of barbarous enemiei^ 
and which terminated at last in that cowardly treaty, by 
which Domitian granted a kingly diadem to Decebatus, 
and condescended to place the Roman Senate among the 
tributaries of a Dacian savage. Our friend had also 
strutted his part in that gorgeous triumph, or rather sue* 
cession of triumphs, by which the defeated and disgraced 
prince, on his return from Dacia, mocked the eyes and . 
ears of the incredulous and indignant Romans. In a 
word, he had partaken in all kinds of fortune, good 
and evil, and preserved his rubicundity and equanimity 
unaltered in them all. Having attained to a situation of 
comparative ease in the Prs^torian Bands, he had now 
been visiting Britain on a special message from the new 
emperor, and was returning in the hope that no future 
accident of fortune, or princely caprice, would ever again 
make it necessary for him to quit the sports, and shows, 
and festivities of the capital. 

B2 
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nothing remained to be eat but some hard and mouldy 
biscuit, which, I believe, had survived two voyages be- 
tween Italv and Britain. Dunne this unwelcome period 
of delay, the kind Praetorian endeavoured to give me as 
much information as he could about the steps necessary 
to be pursued by me on my arrival in the city. But, to 
say truth, his experience had Iain chiefly among martial 
expeditions and jovial recreations, so that I could easily 
perceive he was no great master of the rules of civil life. 
From him, however, I was glad to find that the rep- 
utation of Licinius was really as great at Rome as it had 
been represented to us in our province; and I could 
observe, kind as he had been during the whole voyage, 
that he treated me with a yet greater measure of atten* 
tion after he was informed of my relationship to that cel- 
ebrated jurist. 

The vessel lay quite steadv and unmoved upon the 
breast of the sea ; but, notwithstanding, there were few 
on board that retired to rest during the last night of our 
voyage, so great was the excitement of our minds in the 
prospect of soon touching the soil of Italy. In me, above 
all, who had never before even gazed upon those illus- 
trious shores, imagination and curiosity worked so pow- 
erfully, that, had I retired to my sleeping-place, I am sure 
I could not once have closed mine eyelids. We satt 
therefpre, .all together towards the prow of the ship, 
watching the red lustre shed from ike Pharos, which 
mingled on the glassy waves with the softer and more 
tremulous radiance of the stars. Early in the morning, 
a light breeze sprui^ up from the west, and ^ith joyful 

«a^amationl3 the sails werO' once again uplifted. The 
nuQfber of mariners on board was insufficient for inlpel- 

** ling the heavily laden vessel altogether by the force of 
oars, but now they did not refuse to assist the favouring 
breeze with strenuous and lively exertion. The Prae- 

^ torian captain, Sabinus, cheered and incited them by his 

' 4Mjerry voice, and even the passengers were not loath to 
assist them in this labour. My slave, among the rest, 
joined in the toil ; but his awkwardness soon relieved him 
from his seat on the bench — a disgrace which, without 
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question, he would have shared \vith his master, had I 
been equally officious. 

In a word, the green waves were shorn rapidly asun- 
der by our keel; and ere long, we could trace with 
exactness, the form and shape of those enormous struc- 
tures by which the munificence of Augustus had guarded 
and adorned that great avenue of nations to the imperial 
city. Those huge mountains of solid marble projected 
on either side into the open deep, between which the 
heavy billows of Tiber could be seen forcing their way 
into the bosom of ocean — but still preserving, for a 
space, their own distinctness of colour — surpassed every 
notion I had ever been able to form of the extent to which 
human art may carry its rivalry of nature. Their 
square and immoveable masses were garnished here ^nd 
there with towers and battlements, on which the Prae- 
torian pointed out to me the frame- work of those terrible 
catapults, and other enormous engines of Roman war- 
fare, of which no specimens have ever been seen by us in 
Britain. As we drew nearer, we could distinguish the 
faces of the innumerable crowds collected on the mole to 
receive us, and the other vessels whose approach had 
been deferred overnight by the supervening calm. At 
length we crossed the bar, and our hawsers were affixed 
ill safety to the rings of the pier. ' 



CHAPTER IV. 

, No sooner hadwe stepped upon the shore, than we were 
surrounded by a great throng, of hard-favoured persons, 
who pulled us by the cloak, with innumerable interroga- 
tions and offers of service. Among these, the varieties t)f 
form, complexion, and accent were such, that we could 
not regard them without especial wonder ; for it appeared 
as if every tribe and language under heavea had sent 
some representative to this, the great seaport of Rome. 
The fair hair and blue eye of the«auj or German might 
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here be seen, close by the tawnv skin of the Nomidian or 
Getulian slave, or the shining blackness of the Ethiopian 
visage. The Greek merchant was ready, with his Thra- 
cian bondsmen carrying his glittering wares upon his 
back — the usurer was there, with his arms folded closely 
in his mantle-T-nor was the Chaldean or Assyrian sooth- 
sayer a-wanting with his air of abstraction and his flowing 
beard. 

Boto, as if alarmed with the prevailing bustle, and fear- 
ful lest some untoward accident should separate him 
from me, kept close behind me, grasping my gown, I 
rather think, with his brawny hand. But our gocS friejyl 
Sabinus did not long leave us in this perplexity ; for, having ' 
hastily engaged the master of a small barge, whom he 
found there, to carry him to Rome, he insisted that I and 
m/ attendant should partake of this easy method of con- 
veyance along with him. Having intrusted this man, 
therefore, with the care of all our baggage, and appointed 
the time at which we should be ready to depart with him, 
we followed the guidance of the Praetorian into a neigh- 
bouring tavern ; for he asserted it would be absurd to 
leave Ostium without having first regaled ourselves with 
a good breakfast,, after the long abstinence (so it pleased 
him te spef^) of our voyage. Nor in truth did we re- 
» quire much persuasion ; for the smell of some new loaves, 
which a certain lad was carrying on his head in a basket, 
bad already affected us with a strong desire to banish 
from our palates the flavour of the mouldy ship-biscuit. 
With bread, then, hot out of the oven, — with bunches of 
golden grapes on which the morning dew had not yet 
nad time to dry, — and milk, warm and foaming from tht 
cow, we feasted in a pnmeval, indeed^ but nevertheless 
in a luxurious manner. One flask of Wch Falernian we^ 
exhausted on the spot ; but reserved several others 40 be 
consumed during our ascent of the Tiber, The very 
firmness of the ground beneath the foot is, ader a long 
sea-voyage, sufficient to give hilarity to the traveller ; and 
there is exquisite delight in simply walking up and down, 
and stretching forth legs and arms with the security of 
land motion. In this gratification Boto, above all others, 
abundantly indulged himself ; insomuch, that the centu- 
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rkm and I, while we were under the hands of the barber, 
coald not help laughing at the uncouthness and extrava- 
gance of his rustic agility, displayed in the inn court, of 
which the window of our apartment commanded a pros- 
pect. The barber was willing to clip our hair, as well as 
to shave our beards, but Sabinus prevented me from 
yielding to this exertion of his skill by a derisive gesture ; 

. and told me afterward, that had I submitted to such an 
operation at Ostium, I should probably have been unfit to 
appear in public at Rome for a fortnight ; for, said he, the 
leaders of the fashion change the style of their hair-dress* 
i^g continually, and it would be thought extremely bar- 
barous to enter the theatre or the baths, or to be seen at 
any spectacle, without having taken care to follow their 
example in all such particulars. 

Shaved, therefore, but not clipped, we removed^ as 
soon as our business at Ostium ^as ended, to that part of 
the river where our boat waited for us ; Boto following 
at our heels, in company with a freedman belonging to 
Sabinus, and bearing in a basket our store of Falernian for 
this lesser voyage. We found the vessel small but con- 
venient, furnished with a beautiful awning, under which 
cushions and carpets were already stretched out for our 
repose. The oars were soon in motion, and we began 
to emerge from among the forest of masts with a rapidity 
which astonished me ; for the multitude of vessels of all 
sizes, continually crossing and re-crossing us, was so great, 
that at first I expected every moment some dangerous ac- 
cident might occur. The skill, howei«er, of the steers- 

-' man, and the alacrity with which the boatmen shipped 
ffaeir oars on either side when the signal was given from 
the helm, were such, that we soon perceivedthere was no 
peril in our circumstances ; insomuch, that ere long I 
found myself stretched out at full length, in an attitude of 
perfect unconcern, occupied with nothing but the view on 
the shores of the river ; for from tbese even the remarks 
of my merry companion had no power to draw me away. 
By degrees, indeed, even these failed altogether to keep 
alive my attention — the sleeplessness of the preceding 
night, and the abundance of our recent repast, conspiring 
to lull me into a gentle doze, .which continued for I know 
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not what space. I awoke greatly refreshed, and found 
we had already made considerable progress ; for the con- 
tinual succession of stately edilSces, each surpassing the 
other in splendour, on the banks of the stream, failed not 
to indicate the greater vicinity of the metropolis. The 
dark green of tne venerable groves, amid which the 
buildings were for the most part imbosomed, and the live- 
lier beauties of the parterres which here and there inter- 
vened between these and the river, afforded a soft and 
refreshing delight to my eyes, which had so long been 
fatigued with the uniform flash and dazzle of the Mediter- 
ranean waves, and the roughness of the sea-beaten preci- 
pices. The minute and elaborate cultivation everywhere 
visible — the smoothness of the shorn turf on the margin — 
the graceful drooping foliage of the ancient planes and 
alders — but, above all, the sublimity of the porticoes and 
arcades, and the universal air of established and inviolable 
elegance which pervaded the whole region, kept my mind 
in one continual elevation of pleasurable wonder. Here 
and there a gentle winding of the stream conducted us 
through some deep and massy shade of oaks, and elms, 
and sycamores ; whose branches, stretching far out from 
either side, diffused a sombre and melancholy black- 
ness almost entirely over the face of Tiber. Loitering 
carelessly, or couched supinely, beneath some of these 
hoary branches, we could see, from time to time, the 
figure of some stately Roman, or white-robed lady, with 
her favourite scroll of parchment in her hand. The cool 
and glassy rippling of the water produced a humming 
music of stillness in the air, which nothing disturbed, save 
only the regular dash of the oars, and, now and then, the 
deep* and strenuous voice of our cautious helmsman. 
Anon would ensue some glimpse of the opening cham- 
paign, descending with all its wealth of golden sheaves to 
the very brink of the river — or, perhaps, the lively courts 
of a farmyard stretching along the margin of some tribu- 
tary streamlet — or some long expanse of level meadow, 
with herds of snow-white heifers. I could not gaze upon 
the rich and splendid scene without reverting, with a 
strange mixture of emotions, to the image of this my native 
land ; its wild forests, shaggy with brushwood and un- 
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I profitable coppice, through which of old the enormous 
wild deer stalked undisturbed, except by the adder of the 
grass, or the obscene fly of the thicket ; its little patches 
of corn and meadow, laboriously rescued from the do- 
main of the wild beast, and rudely fortified against his con- 
tinual incursions ;— the scattered hamlets of this our Bri- 
gian valley,* and my own humble villa — then far humbler 
than it is now. At one moment — how strange, said I to 
myself, that I, born of a Roman father, and allied to 
some of the greatest names of Rome, should be only now 
for the first time surveying the near effects of Roman 

^ magnificence and refinement ! It is time, indeed, that my 

I eyes should be taught to look on other objects than those 
to which they have hitherto been accustomed. At others, 
I could not check altogether some rising reflections of a 
more melancholy nature. Alas ! said I to myself, with a 
distrustful shaking of the head — ^these gorgeous prospects 

1 are indeed the results and the symbols of ancient cultiva- 

I tion — and these beautiful mansions are inhabited by re- 
s fined and noble dwellers. But who shall say what meas- 
;, ure of true happiness is enjoyed by those that I see here, 

II sauntering though they be, even as the poets have feigned 
the careless demeahour of their Elysium ? Who shall 

;' say, but a few months ago, how many of these I behold 

1 1 would gladly have escaped from the near arm of imperial 

3 1 tyranny, and ^he mutual suspicions of oppressed and in- 

1 jured men, into some wild ravine of Britain, to lay down 

1 [ their head every night in safety, and awaken to contend 

! with no cunning but that of the fox — no ferocity but that 

J of the boar. 

J ' When the heat of the sun was greatest, we pushed our 
bark into a little creek, where the boatmen rested them- 

• ' selves for a space from their labours ; and we, along witl 

► ' the master, made an end of the provisions we had brought 

! ' along with us. Having halted as long as we deemed ex- 
pedient, we resumed our seats on the vessel; but the 

i fervour of the atmosphere being much diminished, our 

; canopy was no longer upheld. By degrees the shades of 

I * The village of Broughton, on the road from Winchester to SalisbuiTf 
is supposed to mark the site of the Roman BrigfB. It stands not 4r 
i from the river Test, anciently called the Anton, or Entam. 
Vol. L— C 
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evening began to spread themselves over the east ; but 
we did not see the sun for a long time previous to his 
setting, by reason of the hugeness of the trees, and their 
impervious foliage. Trees, and temples, and gardens, 
and meadows, and towns, and villages, were, ere long, lost 
in one uniform sobriety of twilight ; and it was already 
quite dark, when the centurion, pointing to the left bank, 
said, ** Behold these gigantic willows, which dip their long 
boughs down into tne water — these are the gardens of 
CaBsar — ^beyond, is the Portian Gate, and the street of 
the Rural Lares. In a few moments we shall see the 
lights of the Sublician Bridge, and be in the city." 

At these words I started up, and gazing forward, could 
already penetrate through the mists of evening into the 
busy glare of a thousand streets and lanes, opening upon 
the river. The old city wall, on the left side, was visible ; 
where, after having swept round the region towards the 
Vatican and Janicular Hills, it brings the last of its tur- 
rets close down to the Tiber, over-against the great dock- 
yards by the Field of Brutus. 

Its shadow lay in frowning darkness far out upon the 
stream, and we glided for some minutes in silence beneath 
the influence of the venerable rampart. Through a forest 
of triremes, galleys, and all sorts of craft, we then shot on 
to the bridge — beneath the centre arch of which our 
steersman conducted us. Beyond, such was the hum of 

Eople on the quays, and such the starlike profusion of 
^^hts reflected in the water, that we doubted not we had 
already reached the chief seat of the bustle of Rome. 
On, however, we still held our course, till the huge bulk 
of the theatre of Marcellus rose like a mountain on our 
right. It was there that we ran our bark in lo the shore, 
not far from the little bridge — the third as you ascend the 
river — which conducts to the island and the temple of 
^sculapius. While our friend was settling matters with 
the master, and the boatmen were bringing out our bag- 

Sige, I stood for a little space by myself in silence, on 
e elevated quay. Below me lay the bark, in which Bote 
and the centurion were still engaged. Here am I alone, 
I might almost say to myself, in the greatest city of the 
world — not one of whose inhabitants I have ever, so far 
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as I know, conversed with. Up and down, wherever my 
eye fell, it rested on some bright spot in the river, answer- 
ing to some light in bark or edifice, kindled by hands and 
for purposes to which I was equally a stranger. Here a 
long tier of reflected radiance bespoke, it may be, the 
vicinity of some splendid portico — of palace, or temple, 
or bath, or theatre ; there a broad and steady blaze of 
burning red indicated the abode of artisans, resolved, as 
it seemed, on carrj'ing their toil into the bosom of the 
night. Between, some small single speck of tinier lustre 
betrayed, perhaps, the lamp of the solitary student, or the 
sober, social hour of some peaceful family, assembled 
around the hearth of their own modest lares. Behold me 
then, said I, in the capital of the globe. Alas 1 were I to 
be swallowed up this moment in the waves of Tiber, 
not one of all these lights would be dimmed by reason of 
my calamity. 

After my companions had joined me, the dwelling of 
Licinius was the first thing 1 inquired after ; and being 
informed that it was at no great distance, the friendly 
Sabinus insisted upon escorting me thither in safety, be- 
fore he repaired to his own abode. We walked, there- 
fore, along two or three proud streets, which brought ua 
near to the Pantheon of Agrippa, and there the house of 
my kinsman was easily pointed out to us by some of the 
passers-by. Its porch was decorated with recent palm- 
branches, which, as the centurion asserted, must have been 
placed there by the joyful hands of some fortunate client, 
whose cause had that day been pleaded and won by the 
orator. Here having taken leave of this kind person, and 
having promised to visit him ere many days should elapse, 
I and ray faithful Boto at length arrested our steps. The 
gate was thrown open as soon as we knocked ; and, having 
left my attendant among the crowd of slaves in the vesti- 
bule, I was speedily conducted into the presence of my 
kinsman, who received me in a polite and, at the samo 
time, affectionate manner. 

I found him in a small upper chamber, lighted by a 
single silver lamp, suspended from the roof, enjoying, as it 
appeared, repose and relaxation after the exertions which 
he had been making during the anterior part of the day. 
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He was reclining at table when I entered ; and al- 
though supper was long over, some fruits and other trifling 
things still remained on the board. At table with him 
there was no one present, excepting a certain rhetorician 
or philosopher, whom he introduced to me as the super- 
intendent of his son's education, and the young Sextus 
himself, a modest and ingenuous youth, who sat at the 
lower extremity of his father's couch. He was indeed a 
very mild and amiable young «ian, and I had more plea- 
sure, after a space, in surveying his aspect than the more 
marked lineaments of the other two." At first, however, 
nothing riveted my attention so much as the fiery and 
energetic physiognomy of the pleader himself. The fore- 
part of his head was already quite bald, although the 
darkness of the short curls behind testified that age was 
not the cause of this deformity. His eyes were black and 
rapid, and his eyebrows vibrated upwards and down- 
wards in a remarkable manner, not only when he spoke, 
but even when he was silent ; indicating, as it appeared 
by their transitions, every new train of thought and im- 
agination within his mind. His style of conversation was 
quick and fervid, and his gestures vehement as he spoke ; 
it being apparent, that from restlessness and vanity of dis-^ 
position, he was continually exercising a needless measure 
of mental activity and anxiety. Not satisfied with his- own 
more than sufficient richness of ideas, no thought could 
be expressed by any other person which he did not im- 
mediately seize for his own, and explain, even to him by 
whom it had been first suggested, with much fluency and 
earnestness of illustration. On the other hand, the hired 
philosopher, who wore a long beard reaching down 
even unto his girdle, preserved in all things an uncom« 
mon demureness of manner, restraining every salient 
movement of his own mind, and watching, with the gra* 
vity of a Numa, the filancing eyes and sharp features of 
his patron. A roll of yellow parchment graced the left 
hand of this dealer in wisdom, while the other was em« 
ployed in selecting from the table such articles as were 
most agreeable to his palate. Licinius, although meager 
in person, and at that time parched with long declamation^ 
seemed to live in such a state of intellectual excitement 
that he thought little either of eating or drinking ; there^ 
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fore the venerable stoic, resigning for the most part hi$ 
share of the conversation, amused himself, in exchange^ 
with the more trivial gratifications abandoned to him by 
the pleader. Nor, if one might draw any conclusion from 
the rosiness of his complexion, and the portliness of his 
whole figure, was this the first occasion on which he had 
exercised that species of humility. Partly fatigued by my 
travel, partly confounded by the novelties I had seen and 
heard, and was now seeing and hearing, I myself did not 
disdain from time to time to taste of the fine old Chian of 
Licinius ; a huge flagon of which that stood on the board 
already rose light in my hand, by reason of the eager 
though not very firequent familiarities of the disciple of 
Zeno. 

When Licinius had inquired of me concerning my na* 
tive place, and those kinsmen whom he had in that distant 
region, and when he had also spoken at some length of 
the afifairs which had brought me to the city, his conver* 
sation was naturally directed to subjects which were more 
new, if not more interesting to me. ^ You would nd 
doubt observe," said he, " the palm branches at my door. 
They were won to-day, by a five hours' harangue before 
the Centumviri, wherein, if I did not satisfy myself, it 
appears that my friends, nay, even my customary oppo- 
nents, have discovered no ground of complaint. It is 
only in contests such as these that able men have now any 
opportunity to exercise themselves, and preserve some 
remembrance of those ancient worthies and great public 
characters that once adorned the state. To these thiiigs, 
therefore, O Valerius, I entirely devote myself; nor aim, 
Uke other citizens of my rank, at passing the day in sloth- 
ful diversion, and ending it with far-fetched luxuries. At 
supper my table is furnished only with moderate fare ; 
while, in other houses, I know not how many roasted 
boars and pompous sturgeons have been regaling, with 
the rich perfume of their sauces and stufling, the nostrils 
of guests who love the meat more than the man who 
gives it. This worthy person, whom I retain in my 
dwelling to instruct my only surviving son, knows how 
laborious is my course of life, and what an impatient crowd 
awaits my appearance every morning that I rise. The 
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youog man himself willy I hope, ultimately tread in the 
same steps, and afford to a future generation the ima^ 
of the former Licinius." With these, and the hke dis- 
coursesy he occupied our ears till it was time to retire to 
sleep ; and then he intimated to me that he had allotted 
to me an apartment in his house, which he expected I 
wouki continually occupy during my residence in the city. 
But being informed that I had a British slave along with 
me, he insisted on having this man sent for into the sup- 

Gr-chamber, that he might see him, as he expressed it, 
fore the genuine unsophisticated barbarian had been 
coiTupted by keeping company with the lying Greeks, 
and other cunning menials of the metropolis. Whereupon, 
it was commanded that Boto should come up ; and he 
was forthwith ushered in by a certain leering varlet, with 
rings in his ears, whose face resembled some comic mask 
in the habitual archness of its malicious and inquisitive 
look. 

Not few were the bows and scrapes with which my Bri- 
ton entered the penetralia of this great Roman's man- 
sion ; neither was the astonishment inconsiderable with 
which the keen eyes of the orator rested upon the coarse 
and tawny outlines of Bote's visage. " So, friend," said 
Licinius, " and you have ventured to come to Rome with- ' 
out so much as shaving your beard !'' But the merry and 
eood-natured tone in which these words were uttered 
having somewhat reassured the bashful rustic, he gave a 
sly side-look towards the stoic (who, it must be observ- 
ed, had never once looked at him, but sat back in his 
couch all the time, preserving unmoved the sage severity 
of his demeanour), and replied to Licinius, " Pardon me, 
O master, for coming thus into your presence ; but I knew 
not, till Dromo hei:e told me, that beards were worn in 
Rome only by goats and the wisest of mankind." The 
words of the barbarian amused the orator — ^but, turning 
round to his own slave, "Ah I Dromo," said he, "do 1 
already recognise the effects of your teaching? — ^beware 
the whip — and corrupt not this honest Briton, at your 

Eeril." He then asked of Boto various questions concerning 
is recent voyage ; to all of which he made answers in 
a sufficiently sagacious manner, after his own fashion. 



Great contempt, however, was depicted on the face of the 
silent stoic during this conversation ; which he, no doubt, 
looked upon as a very unworthy condescension on the 
part of Licinius ; till at last, having, in a leisurely manner, 
poured out and drank the last of the flagon, the indignant 
Xerophrastes (for that was his name) arose from his couch 
and departed. As he withdrew, he unfortunately struck 
his knee on the comer of the table, which elicited from 
his stubborn features a sudden contortion, expressive of 
anguish. This, however, he immediately smoothed off; 
and, twisting his involuntary stoop into an obeisance to 
Licinius, the sage walked away in a sufficiently grave and 
decorous manner. The young lad, whose name, if I 
have not already mentioned it, was Sextus, did not wit* 
ness these circumstances without turning away his face to 
bide a smile ; but I, fearing to diminish his respect for his 
master, refrained from joining him in any outward ex^ 
pression of mirth. 



CHAPTER \f 

Licinius then showed me the way to my sleeping- 
room, to which I was glad to retire, being in fact quite 
worn out by the number of objects which had that day 
tasked my sight. My sleep was sound and sweet ; nev- 
ertheless, when the morning began to dawn, I was awa- 
kened by the first glimmerings of light, and found that my 
thoughts became at once too busy to admit of a return to 
slumber. I therefore arose, and went to walk in an open 
gallery with which my chamber was connected. This 
gallery commanded a prospect of a great part of the city, 
which at that hour appeared no less tranquil than stately, 
nothing being in motion except a few small boaits gliding 
here and there upon the river. Neither as yet had any 
smoke begun to darken the atmosphere ; so that all things' 
•were seen in a serene and steady light, the shadows falling 
broadly westward over streets and squares— but pillars, 
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and porticoes, and obelisks, aod archeSt rising up every- 
where with unsullied and undisturbed magnificence, into 
the bright air of the morning. The numerous poplars and 
adders, and other lofty trees of the gardens, also seemed 
to be rejoicii^ in the hour of dew and silence ; so fresh 
and cheerful was the intermixture of their green branches 
among the surrounding piles of white and yellow mar- 
ble. Near at hand, over the groves of the Philoclean 
Mansion, I could see the kingly dome of the Pantheon, 
all burnished with living gold — and the proud colonnades 
of the Flaminian Circus, loaded with armies of brazen 
statues. Between these and the river, the theatres of 
Poropey and Marcellus, and I know not how many beau- 
tiful temples, were visible, each surpassing the other in 
chaste and solemn splendour. Across a more crowded re- 
gion to the westward, my eye ascended to the Capitol, 
thereto be lo3t among the central magnificence of^the 
Mistress of the World ; while, still farther removed from 
me (although less elevated in natural situation), the gor- 
geous mansion of the Emperor was seen, lifted up, like 
some nejv and separate city, upon its enormous fabric of 
arcades, high over all the remains of that forest of elms 
and sycamores by which Nero had once dared to replace 
the unhoused tenants of the Palatine. Behind me, the 
Flavian Amphitheatre,* the newest and the most majestic 
of all Roman edifices, detained the eye for a space from 
all that lay beyond it — the whole splendid mass, namely, 
of the Esquiline— and those innumerable aqueducts which 
lie stretched out, arch after arch and pillar after pillar, 
quite over the peopled champaign to the very ridge of the 
mountains. But why should I vainly essay to give to 
you, by cold words of description, any idea of the- peer- 
less prospect that everywhere surrounded me I Lost 
amid the pomp of this unimagined human greatness, I 
was glad to rest my sight, ever and anon, upon the cool 
waters of old Tiber, in whose face nothing of all this was 
truly depicted, except the serene and cloudless beauty of 
that Italian sky ; temple and tower, and every monument 
of art, being mellowed down into a softer and more tol- 
erable grandeur, 

* The Cotiflettm. 
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As I stood upon a projecting balcony, looking abroad 
upon the Imperial City, I heard some person stepping 
softly along the floor, and, being screened by some pillars, 
looked back into the gallery without subjecting myself to 
observation in return. The noise, I found, was occasioned 
by one of the slaves of Licinius (the same I had re- 
marked over night), who had an air of much vigilance 
about him on this occasion, looking about from side to side 
with a very anxious expression of countenance, as if 
afraid of being detected in some impropriety. I heard 
him tap gently at the door of one of the apartments adjoin- 
ing to my own, and thought I could distinguish from his 
whisper that it was Sextus on whom he called. It was 
even so ; for very shortly after — that modest young roan, 
opening the door, courteously asked, ** Well, Dromo, good 
Dromo, what news ? — ^Have you seen or heard any thing 
of her ? — Speak low, I beseech you, and remember that 
my preceptor sleeps in the next room." 

" Which preceptor ?" replied Dromo : " count me your 
best preceptor, and I will teach you how to manage all 
the rest." 

" Xerophrastes, I mean. Speak low, Dromo," said the 
young man in an earnest whisper ; " he is close at hand ; 
and if he be thus early astir, as is not improbable, with 
these eternal parchments, he may hear every word you 
say — be quiet, I pray you.** 

" Poh, poh," returned the slave; never mind the black- 
bearded Athenian, for I have found out some curious 
facts about him lately, which will serve to bridle his 
tongue at any time, i will ride upon him and rein him 
in the most beautiful manner, so that you will admire to 
see the motions I can draw out of him." 

" Oh Dromo, Dromo," said Sextus, shaking his head, 
** remember that a rhetorician is far above the sphere of a 
rascally slave like you ; and if I find you attempting to 
ride your betters any farther than ia absolutely necessary 
in this afiair, I will pluck you from your seat, Dromo, and 
lay you sprawling on the sand at once." 

«* Well, well; do not speak so loud," replied Dromo; 
** but I think it is natural for all slaves to have an antipathy 
against these grammarians, who often despoil them of 
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their just influence in a family ; and, in fact, ofiake mere 
daves of them." 

" A great hardship to be sure, Dromo ; and what would 
you have ?" 

*^ I would have a reasonable share of influence, Master 
Sextus, and neither more nor less than my due." 

" Your due. Master Dromo," replied the youth, " is to 
be seen in the thong of gleek leather which hangs at the 
foot of the staircase ; and many is the time and oft that 
I have saved you from it; for which you. may perhaps 
have to thank the beauty of her who has rendered you 
necessary to me, as much as my own good nature. But 
no more idle words at present — what have you got to 
tell me?" 

" I have just been down," answered he, " to the herb- 
market, by the river-side yonder — for that early sort of 
drudgery is sure to be laid on my back ; but I do not 
complain of my hardships for this once. Well — I had 
made my bargain, and was coming away, when I saw 
one of old Capito's men, who had just come in from the 
villa, driving an ass laden with choice 'articles from the 
country, which he told me were meant as presents for 
different persons. Whereupon it forthwith occurred to 
me, that I might perhaps be able to suck something out 
of him concerning the young lady. So I asked the maa 
if there was any present for his master's brother Lucius, 
the senator. To which he replied, that he had brought 
nothing for Lucius but a letter ; adding, thai he believed 
its purport was to. invite the two young ladies to come 
out and enjoy the beauty of the season. * And when,* 
said I, in a careless manner, * do you suppose they may 
be coming?' — * Oh, this very day, I suppose,' quoth he; 
* for I heard orders given about their apartments.' Now, 
my dear Master Sextus, I no sooner got this information 
from him than I ran hither as swiftly as my legs would 
carry me. You can easily go out, as if by chance, to pay 
your respects to the old gentleman. You will there have 
an opportunity of seeing her for a long while together ; 
and perhaps be able to put in a word for yourself; for 
they say there's nothing helps on a courtship so much as- 
a shady walk among the fields." 
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"Ah, SemproniaP cried Sextus, "then I shall ap- 
proach you, and speak to you at last. What will she 
think when sh^S sees me there ? and how will she speak 
to me r 

While he was uttering these words, Dromo suddenly 
started, and came peeping, on tiptoe, towards the place 
where I stood. Whereupon I stepped from behind my 
pillar, and said to the astonished youth, '' Fear not, Sex- 
tus, that I shall intermeddle with your secrets, or make 
any use of what I have accidentally overheard. But I 
wish you would satisfy my curiosity, and inform me who 
is this lady, and what may be the meaning of all this con- 
cealment." 

Here Dromo, perceiving that his young master was a 
good deal confused, came forward and ssdd, *' From ob- 
serving your looks last night, when I was making a handle 
of yon barbarian to torture our friend of the porch, I think 
you are a good-natured person, who would not willingly 
bring any of us into trouble. The truth is, that Licinius 
wishes my young master here to marry a certain lady, who 
has already had wet eyes over the ashes of a first husband ; 
but who is of noble birth and very rich. Now Sextus, 
being only eighteen, does not like this great lady so well 
as she likes him — and has, in fact, lost his heart else- 
where." 

" Dromo," answered I, taking young Sextus by the 
hand as I spoke, " this is a pretty common sort of story ; 
but I shall take no side till I have seen both of the ladies ; 
and 'the sooner your ingenuity can bring that about, the 
more shall I be beholden to you." 

" We shall try," replied the slave, observing that I had 
overcome the reluctance of the lover ; " but in the mean 
time I observe that the clients are beginping to assemble 
in the porch, to await the forthcoming of Licinius. Go, 
therefore, and get some breakfast for yourselves, fm*, by- 
and-by, you will both of you be expected to accompany 
the orator to the Forum, to hear him plead ; which, be- 
tween ourselves, will be, I guess, a good six hours' job for 
you, unless you manage matters dexterously." 

This last hint produced a visible effect on the counte- 
nance of Sextus ; but, nevertheless, we went down to- 
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gether immediately to an apartment where some bread 
and grapes were prepared for us ; and there, with much 
juvenile ingenuousness, he opened his heart to me con- 
cerning those things with which I had fortuitously been 
made acquainted. But what surprised me most of all was 
to hear, that although he had been enamoured of Sem- 
pronia for several months, and was well acquainted with 
several of her relations, he had never yet seen her except 

^ at certain places of public resort, nor enjoyed any oppor- 
tunity of making known his passion. While I was ex- 
pressing my astonishment at this circumstance, we were 
interrupted by Xerophrastes, who came to inform us that 
Licinius, having already descended into the hall, was 
about to issue forth, and desirous of our company, if no 
other occupation detained us. We accordingly followed 
the philosopher, and found his patron where he hmd indi- 
cated, pacing to and fro, in the highest state of excitation, 
like a generous steed about to scour the field of battle. 
The waxen effigies of his ancestors stoo^ at one end of 
the hall, some of them defaced with great age ; and upon 
these he frequently fixed his ardent eyes. Seeing me en- 
ter, he immediately cried out, " Come hither, my friend 
and kinsman, and I shall presently conduct you to a scene 
worthy, above all others, of the curiosity of a stranger." 
With this, arranging his gown, Smd putting himself into 
a dignified attitude, he ordered the porter, who stood 
* chained by the door, to throw wide its massy valves ; 
which being done, the litigants and consulters who were 
without received the orator with acclamations, and sur- 
rounded him on all sides. Some of the poorer ones I 
observed kissing the hem of his garment, and dodging 
wistfully at his elbows, without ever attracting a word or 
look from him ; while those of a higher class came for- 
ward more familiarly, seeking to impress particular cir- 
cumstances upon his memory, and paying him compli- 
ments on the appearance he had made the day before in 
the Centumviral Court. Encircled by this motley group," 

- he walked along towards the great Forum which is also 
called the Roman — followed at a little distance by Sextus, 
the preceptor, myself, and some freed med of his house- 
hold. In moving on, we passed, by accident, the door 
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^ another great pleader, by name Bmttianiui^ who stood 
there attended in a similar manner. When he perceived 
Licinius, this man took from his doorpost a green palm- 
branch, and waved it towards us in a vaunting manner ; 
but our friend, saluting him courteously, cried out, with 
his sharp and cutting voice, '*We shall try it again.** 
Whereon Xerophrastes, immediately stepping up to hia 
patron, began thus — ** How this vainglorious person ex- 
poses himself I — he is certainly a weak man ; and his tones, 
by Hermes, are more detestable than those of an> African ^ 
fowl'* At which words, Sextus tipped me the wink ; 
but I did not observe that Licinius was at all displeased 
with them. Yet, soon after, Bruttianus having overtaken 
us, the processions were joined, and the two great plead- 
ers walked the rest of the way together in a u>ving man- 
ner, exchanging complimentary speeclies ; to which Xero- 
phrastes listened with a very edifying gravity of visage. 

At length we entered that venerable space, every 
yard of whose surface is consecrated to the peculiar 
memory of some great incident in the history of Rome. 
Young Sextus allowed me to contemplate for some time, 
with silent wonder, the memorable objects which con- 
spired to the decoration of this remarkable place ; but 
after the first gaze of astonishment was satisfied, pro- 
ceeded to point out, in order, the names and uses of the 
principal structures which rose on every side over its por- 
ticoes — above all, of its sublime temples — into whose cool 
and shady recesses the eye could here and there pen- 
etrate through the open valves. Nor did the ancient ros- 
trum, from which Tully had declaimed, escape our ob- 
servation — ^nor, within its yarding rail of silver, the rising 
shoots of the old mystenous %-tree of Romulus — nor 
the rich tesselated pavement which covered the spot that 
had once yawned an abyss before the steady eye of Cur- 
tius — nor the resplendent Milliary pillar which marked 
the centre of the place. In a word, had the gathering 
crowds permitted, I could have willingly spent I know not 
how many suns in listening to the explanation of such 
magnificent objects ; but these, and the elevated voice of 
Licinius, who was just beginning his harangue, soon com- 
pelled me to attend to things of another description. 

Voi. L— D 
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Within one of the proud ranges of arcade on the side 
nearest to the Capitoline cliff and stairs, a certain majes- 
tic patrician had already taken his seat on an elevated 
fribunal — his assessors being arsanged on a lower beneh 
by his side, and the orators and clients congregated be- 
neath him. The first who addressed him was, as I have 
said, Licinius ; and truly, although his speech was not of 
Tery great length, it was sufficient to impress me with ao 
admiration of his genius, such as I had never before been 
constrained to feel for any display of talent exhibited in 
my presence. I know not, indeed, if, in the whole wide 
range of human accomplishments, there be any one the 
first contemplation of which inspires so much wonder into 
the breasts of those unaccustomed to its exercise as this 
of oratory. It is the first and great natural weapon by 
which intellect asserts its superiority over corporeal 
strength ; and, therefore, to acknowledge its power in hioi 
that witnesses its energies is, in effect, a vindication of the 
dignity of his own nobler part. The most refined and ex- 
pert in the ways of men can never entirely defend them- 
selves against this celestial weapon, any more than they 
can open, their eyes and yet refuse to bear witness that 
there is light in heaven, or walk abroad at noonday and 
not feel the fervour of the sun. But if they cannot fail 
to acknowledge this godlike power, those that, like myself, 
come strangers to the scene of oratorial triumph, cannot 
fail to bow down and submit themselves, in awful homage, 
beneath its sway. When I heard the clear and harmoni- 
ous periods of my kinsman following each other in their 
undoubting sweep of energy ; when I observed with what 
apparent skill he laid his foundations in a few simple facts 
and propositions, and then with what admirable art he 
upreared from these a superstructure of conclusions, 
equally easy as unexpected — equally beautiful as inge- 
nious ; when, above all, he had conducted us to the end of 
his argument, and closed the whole magnificent strain with 
one burst of passionate eloquence, in which he seemed to 
leave even himself behind him, I couldnot but feel within 
myself as if I had been till now a stranger, not only to 
the most splendid but to the most awful of enchantments 
— as if I had now, for the first time, contemplated the 
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the souL SacD were my raptures on hearing the firrt 
CMration of Licioius ; and truly the applauses painted in the 
faces of those that surrounded me were a sufficient pledge 
to me that they did not spring from my own inexperience. 
Yet I have lived to discover that the talent which so 
greatly exdted my wonder is often possessed from nature, 
or acquired through practice (though not, it is true, to any 
thing like the same splendid extent or perfection, yet in a 
measure which, at that time, would have affiirded me 
scarcely inferior delight), by men whose understandings 
are of no extraordinary ranL It was not till after many 
visits to the Roman Forum that I found myself enabled 
to discriminate between the real merits of a speaker of 
genius like my kinsman, and that trick of wordiness by 
which some of the most commonplace and prosaic ot 
his rivals at first aflfected me with almost as much admi- 
ration as I could bestow on himself. 

The keen and lively gesturesof the fervid Licinius, whose 
soul seemed to speak out of every finger he moved, and 
who appeared to be altogether immersed in the cause he 
pleaded, were succeeded by the soleom and somewhat 
pompous stateliness of Bruttianus, who made a brief pause 
between every two sentences, as if he were apprehensive 
that the mind of the judge could not keep pace with the 
stream of his illustrations, and looked round ever and 
anon upon the spectators with a placid and assured smile, 
rather, as it seemed to me, to signiry his approbation of 
their taste in applauding him than his own pleasure in 
their applauses. Nevertheless, he also was a splendid 
speaker, and his afiectation displeased the more because 
it was evidently unworthy of his understanding. While 
he was speaking I observed that the stoic preceptor was 
frequently shifting his place among the crowd, and mut- 
tering everywhere expressions of high contempt. But 
this did not disgust me so much as the gross adulation of 
that filed attitude of ecstasy in which he listened to the 
discourse of his own patron, and the pretended involun- 
tary exclamations of his delight. '* Oh admirable ca-' 
dence P' he would say ; ** I feel as if I were draining n 
honeycomb* Oh harmonious man, where have I, or any 
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Other person here, sucked in such sweetness V Thes^ 
absurd phrases, however, were caught up forthwith, and 
repeated by the numerous young men who hung upon 
the skirts of the orator, and seemed, indeed, to be drink- 
ing in nectar from the speech, if one might judge from 
their countenances. From their taking notes in their 
tablets from time to time, and from the knowing looks 
they assumed at the commencement of every new chain 
of argument, I guessed that these might be embryo juris- 
consults, preparing themselves by their attendance for fu- 
ture exertions of the same species ; and, indeed, when 1- 
listened to their conversation at the close of every speech, 
I thought I could perceive in their tones and accents 
studied mimicry of the natural peculiarities of Licinius, ' 
Bruttianus, and the other orators. Altogether, the scene 
was to me as full of amusement as of novelty, and 
I could willingly have remained to the end of the discus- 
sion. But looking round, my eyes chanced to fall upon 
young Sextus, and I could not but see that his mind was 
occupied in matters quite remote from the business of the 
Fprun^ and the merits of the pleaders. He stood with 
his arms folded in his gown, and his eyes fixed upon the 
ground, only lifting them up from time to time with M 
impatient air towards a side entrance of the Forum, or to 
observe by the shadows on the opposite porticoes what 
progress the sun was making towards the south. 

Perceiving, at length, that Xerophrastes had his back 
turned towards us, and that his father was entirely en- 
gaged with his tablets during the speech of another orator, 
he plucked me by the sleeve. I understood his meaning 
from his looks, and followed him quickly through the 
crowd, nor did we look back till we had left the noise of 
the forensic assembly entirely behind us. " I am depriving 
you," "he then said, " of no great gratification, for that old 
creature is indeed possessed of much natural shrewdness ; 
"but the asperity of his temper is such, that I am sure yoa 
could not have listened to him for many minutes withoirt 
great disgust. In fact, he is excessively bitter, from ob- 
serving that his reputation is rather eclipsed by some 
other younger people, and looks for all the world like some 
old worn out and discarded cat, grinning from the topvof 
the wall at the amorous dalliance in which his faithless 
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mistress is iadulging some sleeker rival of the whisken 
You are too good-natured to be able to find any delight ia 
the angry sneerings of such an envious person ; and his 
age would prevent you at the same time from wiUingly 

g'ving way to any contemptuous emotions* Let us depart 
am the city, and I will be your guide to the villa of Ca* 
pito. But if any qu^tions be asked on our return, you can 
say I was anxious td show you something of the otlier re* 
gions of the city." 
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Altbovou anxiety to show me the city was to be the 
pretence for the sudden departure of Sextus from tlM 
Forum, nothing couM be less in his intentions' than to 
waste any further portion of the morning in what he 
naturally enough imagined might be just as well deferred 
to some other day, during which he should have no prospect 
of meeting with the fair Sempronia. He hurried me 
forward, on the contrary, in a manner which all my sym- 
pathy with his emotions could hardly prevail upon me to 
pardon, through twenty noble streets, and past innumer- 
able glorious ^ifices, before each of which I would gladly 
have paused--^such was the yet unsated ardour of my 
curiosity. Nevertheless, seeing him entirely wrapped up 
in his own anxious thoughts, I did not oppose myself to his 
inclinations. Ere long, having passed the Hill of Gardens^ 
I found that we had gained the eastern limit of the city* 
His steps increased in rapidity when he perceived that we 
were treading the free surface of the Salarian way ; in* 
somuch that I could scarcely cast even a passing glance 
on the lofty pillars and other funereal monuments which 
confer such an air of solemn magnkicence on that wide 
avenue of the capital. 

A sharp walk of about an hour and a half brought us 
within sight of the suburban of Capito. A lofty wall 
protected the fields of this retirement from the intrusiYe 
P8 
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eyes of passengers on the poblic road, over whose sammk 
nothing could be discovered but the tall green boughs of 
planes and sycamores waving to and. fro in the gentle 
agitation of the western breeze. We entered by a smaU 
side-door, and immediately found ourselves, as if by some 
magical delusion, transported from the glare of a Roman 
highway, and the hum of men, into the depth and silence 
of some primeval forest. No nicely trimmed path con* 
ducted our feet through the mazes of this venerable place. 
Every thing had at least the appearance of being left as 
nature had formed it. The tall fern rustled beneath us as 
we moved ; the untaught ivy was seen spreading its care- 
less tresses from tree to tree overhead ; the fawn bounded 
from the thicket, and the scared owl screamed on the 
pine-top. By degrees, however, the gloom ♦ lessened 
around us as we approached the mansion itself, till at 
length, over an open space of lawn, we perceived the 
simple but elegant porch of entrance, and the line of col* 
onnade that extended all along that front of the building. 
We passed under the porch, and across a paved court, in 
which a fountain was playing, into the great hall, the 
windows of which commanded all the other side of the 
place — a most noble prospect of elaborate gardens 
gradually rising into shady hills, and lost in a distance of 
impenetrable wood. Here a freedman attended us,' who 
informed us that Capito had retired from the house into a 
sequestered part of the grounds with some friends from 
the city ; but that if we chose we could easily join him 
there. We assented, and following his guidance, ere long 
traversed no narrow space of luxuriant cultivation. From 
one perfumed terrace we descended to another ; till, hav- 
ing at last reached a certain green and mossy walk, dark- 
ened all its length by a natural arching of vines and mul- 
berries, the freedman pointed to a statue at the farther end 
of it, and told us it stood over-against the entrance of his 
master's summer-house. When we reached the statue, 
however, we could not at first perceive any traces of 
the summer-house. The shaded avenue terminated an 
f^ce of a precipitous rock, from which there fell a small 
stream that was received beneath in a massive basin^ 
where its waters foamed into spray without transgressing 
the margin. A thousand delicious plants and far-sought 
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flowers clustered around the base of the rock and the 
brink of the fountain, and the humming of innumerable 
bees mingled with the whispers of the stream. We stood 
for a moment uncertain whether we should move on or 
retire, when we heard some one calling to us from the 
centre of the rock ; and presently, passing to the other 
side of the basin, descried, between the rock and the fall- 
ing water, a low entrance into what seemed to be a naiund 
cave or grotto. We stooped, and passing its thresbold| 
found ourselves within one of the most luxurious retire- 
ments that was ever haunted by the foot of dryad. A 
sparry roof hung like a canopy of gems and crystals over 
a group of sculptured nymphs and fauns, which were 
placed on a rustic pedestal within a circular bath, shaped 
out of the living stone. Around the edge of the waveless 
walers that slumbered in this green recess w^re spread 
carpets rich with the dies of Tyrian art, whereon Capito 
was reposing with his friends. He received Sextus with 
the warmest kindness, and me with distinguished polite- 
ness, introducing us both to his companipns, who were 
three in number — all of them, like himself, advanced in 
years, and two of them wearing long beards, though their 
demeanour was destitute of any thing like the affected 
stateliness of our friend Xerophrastes. These two, as our 
host informed us, were Greeks and rhetoricians — ^the 
third, a patrician of the house of Pontii, devoted, like 
himself, to the pursuits of philosophy and the pleasures 
of a literary retirement. They were engaged, when we 
join^ them, in a conversation which had sprung from the 
perusal of some new metaphysical writer, on which they 
were delivering very different opinions. One of the 
Greeks, the more serene looking of the pair, was defending 
its doctrines, which I guessed to be those of the Garden, 
with earnestness of manner, although in a low and meas- 
ured cadence of voice ; the other espoused the opposite 
side, of the Porch, with much quickness of utterance and 
severe animation of look ; while the two lordly Romans 
seemed to be .contentiuj^ themselves, for the most part, 
with listening, although it was not difficult to perceive, 
from the expression of their countenances, that the one 
sided in opinion with the stoic, and the other (which was 
Capito himself), with the Epicurean disputant. 
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They all arose presently, and proceeded to walk together^ 
without interrupting the conversation, along the same 
shaded avenue which Sextus and myself bad already tra- 
versed. He and I moved along with them, but walked a 
little in their rear — my companion being still too much 
abstracted to bestow his attention on what they were 
saying ; while I myself, being but little an adept in such 
mysteries, amused myself rather with the exterior and 
manners of the men themselves, than with the merits of 
the opinions they were severally defending. The two 
Greeks were attired in the graceful costume of their own 
country, which was worn, however, far more gracefully 
by the Epicurean than his brother,-— the materials of his 
robe being infinitely more delicate, and ks fokis arranged 
with studied elegance, whereas the coarse' garment of the 
stoic had apparently engaged less attention. * Neverthe*> 
less, there was a much more marked difference between 
the attire of Capito and that of Pontius Mamurra ; for the 
former was arrayed in a tunic of the whitest cloth, beneath 
which appearefl fine linen rollers, swathing his thighs and 
legs, to protect them, as I supposed, from the beat and 
the insects, and a pair of slippers, of dark violet-coloured 
cloth, embroidered with silver flowers ; while the other 
held his arms folded in the drapery of an old but genuine 
toga, which left his yet strong and sinewy nether-limbs 
exposed to the weather, all except what was covered by 
his tall black sandals and their senatorian crescents. 

As we passed on, our host from time to time directed 
the attention of his visiters, more particularly of the^wo 
Greeks, to the statues of bronze and marble, which were 
placed at convenient intervals along the terraces of 
his gardens. The symmetry of these figures and the 
graceful simplicity of their attitudes inspired me with I 
know not what of calm and soothing pleasure such as I 
had never before tasted, so that I thought I could have 
lingered for ever amid these haunts of philosophic luxury. 
The images were, for the most part, portraits of illustrious 
men — Greeks, Romans — sages and heroes ; but beautiful 
female forms were not wanting, nor majestic representa* 
tions of gods and demi-gods, and all the etherial imagina*^ 
tions of the Grecian poets* Seeing the name of Jupiter 
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inscribed upon one of the pedestals, I paused for a mo- 
ment to contemplate the glorious personification of might 
and wisdom, depositing, at the same time, a garland of 
roses at the feet of the statue — upon which I could ob- 
serye that my behaviour furnished much cause of mirth 
to the Epicurean Demochares $ while, on the contrary, 
Euphranor, the disciple of the Porch, approred of what I 
did, and rebuked his companion for saying any thing that 
might even by possibility disturb the natural piety of an 
innocent youth. But the Roman stoic stood by with a 
smile of stately scorn ; and utter indifference was painted 
on the countenance of Capito. At another time, Seztus 
having staid behind to examine the beauties of a certain 
statue of Diana, which represented the goddess stretched 
out in careless slumber on the turf, with a slender grey- 
hound at h^r feet, the Epicurean began to rally me on 
having a taste inferior to that of my friend, whose devo- 
tion, he said, could not be blamed, being paid to an ezqui- 
Bite imitation of what the great Nature of things had de- 
creed should ever be the most agreeable of all objects in 
the eyes of a person of his age. " Whereas you,** contin- 
ued he, *' appear to be more occupied with deep-hung eye- 
brows, ambrosial beards, and fantastic thunderbolts, and 
the other exuberances of Homeric imagination." 

To this reproach I made no reply, but Capito began to 
recite some noble verses of a hymn of Calimachus, in 
which both the Greeks joined him ; nor could any thing 
be more delightful than the deep rolling grandeur of those 
harnu^nious numbers. A sudden exclamation of Sextus, 
however, ere long interrupted their recitation, and Capito, 
looking up a long straight pathway, leading from the villa, 
said, <' Come, Valerius, we shall soon see whether you or 
Sextus is the more gallant to living beauties, for here 
come my two nieces, Athanasia and Sempronia ; and, I 
assure you, I don't know of which of them I am the more 
proud. But Sempronia has indeed more of the Diana 
about her, so it is probable she may find a ready slave in 
our friend Sextus." 

We advanced to meet the young ladies, who were walk- 
ing slowly down the avenue, and their uncle, having ten- 
derly saluted them, soon presented us to their notice. 



4& TALXBHSI. 

Seztus blushed deeply when be found bimself introduced 
to Sempronia, while, in her smile, although she looked at 
him, as if to say she bad never seen him before, I thought 
I could detect a certain half-suppressed expression of 
half-disdainful archness — ^the colour in her cheeks at the 
same time being not entirely unmoved. She was, indeed, a 
.very lovely girl, and in looking on her light, dancing play of 
beautiful features, I could easily sympathize with the young 
raptures of my friend. Her dress was such as to set on 
her charms to the utmost advantage, for the bright green 
of her Byssine robe, although it would have been a severe 
trial to any ordinary complexion, served only to heighten 
the delicious brilliancy of hers. A veil, of the same sub- 
stance and colour, was richly embroidered all over with 
flowers of silver tissue, and fell in flowing drapery well- 
nigh down to her knees. Her hair was ahnost entirely 
concealed by this part of her dress, but a single braid of tli^ 
brightest nut-brown was visible low down on her polished 
forehead. Her eves were black as jet, and fuU, as I have 
already hinted, of a nymph-like or Arcadian vivacity — al- 
together, indeed, she was such a creature as the Tempe 
of the poets need not have been ashamed to sheker be- 
neath the most luxurious of all its bowers. 

The other young lady — ^it is Athanasia of whom I 
speak — she was not a dazzling beauty like Sempronia, 
but beautiful in such a manner as I shall never be able to 
describe. Taller than her cousin, and darker haired than 
she, but with eyes rather light than otherwise, of a clear, 
soft, somewhat melancholy gray — and with a complexion 
for the most part paler than is usual in Italy, anci with a 
demeanour hovering between cheerfulness and innocent 
gravity, and attired with a vestal simplicity in the old 
Roman tunic, and cloak of white cloth — it is possibli^talsr' 
most men might have regarded her less than tfieother ; 
but for my part, I found her aspect the more engaging the 
longer I surveyed it. A single broad star of diamonds- 
planted high up among her black hair, was the only orna- 
ment of jewelry she wore, and it shone there in solitary 
brightness, like the planet of evening. Alas I I smile at 
myself that I should take notice of such trifles in describing 
the first time I ever ^ed on Athanasi«« 
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At the request of the younger lady, we all returned to 
the grotto, in the neigbbocu*hood of which, as I have al- 
ready mentioned, our tasteful host had placed the rarest of 
his exotic plants, some of which Sempronia was now de« 
sirous of inspecting. As we paced again slowly over 
those smooth shaven alleys of turf, and between those 
rows of yews and box, clipped into regular shapes, which 
abounded in this more artificial region of the place, the 
conversation, which the appearance of the two beauties 
had disturbed, was resumed ; although, as out of regard 
to their presence, the voices of the disputants pursued a 
lower and milder tone than before, — a natural mark of re- 
spect, by-the-way, to the gentleness of female spirits, 
which we must all have remarked on many occasions. I 
must confess, howeveiy that, mild as was the manner of 
the discourse, 1 could not help being somewhat astonished, 
and even displeased^, with finding that a virtuous and po- 
lite Roman could permit such topics to be discussed in 
the hearing'of females ; above all, that he did not interpose 
to prevent Demochares from throwing out so many sar- 
castic reflections concerning the deities whose statues 
were placed in the garden. A beautiful Mercury in par- 
ticular, which we all paused to admire, elicited many sar- 
castic observations, that I could easily see were far from 
being agreeable to the fair cousins. But the greatest of 
all was my wonder at the behaviour of Oapito himself, 
who, after we had again entered that delightful grotto, 
turned himself to me as if peculiarly, and began a delib- 
erate and ingenious piece of declamation concerning the 
tenets of his favourite philosophy, — such as the fortuitous 
concourse of atoms, the transitory and fluctuating nature 
of all things, and the necessity of snatching present enjoy- 
ments, as nothing permanent can be discovered whereon 
to repose the mind. With great elegance, indeed, of lan- 
guage and illustration, did he enlarge on these golden theo- 
ries of the sages of the Garden ; nor did he fail to inter- 
sperse his discourse with many exquisite verses from Lu- ^ 
cretius and other poetical followers of his sect. Such, ^ 
however, was the earnestness of his declamation, that I ^ 
could not help believing him to be quite sincere to what tx 
he said, and asked him, not without anxiety, whether he ^^ 
had all his life been an Epicurean, or whether it was only 
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of late that he had espoused that discipline. Nor have 1 
at this distance of time any difficulty in recalling the tenor 
of his answer. ** Young man," said he, " the question you 
have now put to me is not the first instance I have had of 
your sagacity ; which, indeed, considering at once your 
age and provincial education, is such as may truly com- 
mand the respect of all of us. To be born wise, Fate or 
Heaven has^ denied to the children of human race. It is 
their privilege to win wisdom for themselves ; the fault is 
their own if they do not die wise. 

** When a young man first enters upon the theatre of 
the world, bright hopes are around him, and he moves on- 
ward in the buoyancy of conscious power. The pride of 
young existence is the main and animating centre of all 
his thoughts ; or rather, it is the essence and extract of all 
his innumerable sensations. Rejoicing in the feeling of 
the real might that is, it is his delight to think — to dream — 
of might existing and exerted as for ever. New to the 
material, but still more new to the moral world, he be- 
lieves in the stability of all things whose transitory nature 
has not been exhibited before him. New to the tricks of 
mankind, he believes that to be said triily which, why it 
should be said falsely, he is unable to conjecture. For 
him, superstition has equal potency to darken the past 
and illuminate the future. 

" At that early period when ignorance is of itself suffi- 
cient to produce a certain sort of happiness, the ambi- 
tion of the human mind is too high to admit the reception 
of such doctrines as I, an old man, and an experienced 
traveller in the mazes of the world, have no shame in 
avowing. But time moves on, young man, and every 
hour some tender plant of hope or of promise is crushed 
into the dust beneath his unmerciful tread. The spirit 
clings long and closely to its favourite delusions. The 
promise that is destroyed to-day springs into life to- 
morrow in some new shape ; and Hope, like some wai*-. 
ring deity of your poets, bleeds and sickens only to 
revive again. Nevertheless, disappointment at length 
gathers to itself the vigour of an enduring form. 
The horizon becomes colder and darker around our 
sphere of vision — the soul waxes faint and more faint 
within our bosoms. It is then that man at last be- 



gins to recognise the true state, not of his own nature alone, 
but of all things that surround him — ^that, having tasted 
much of evil, he is taught to feel the value of good — 
and weaning himself from vainglorious dreams, learns 
the great lesson of practical wisdom, to enjoy the mo- 
ments as they pass — to snatch some solid pleasure at 
least amid a world of vision and imagination ; so, in m 
word, as the poet has expressed it, he may not have rea- 
son to complain in the hour of death that he has never 
lived. 

" In me,'* he continued, " you behold one that has gone 
through the experience necessary to produce an entire 
acquiescence in these doctrines. I am one of those, O 
Valerius I who have resolved to concentrate, after this 
fashion, the whole of my dreams upon the hour that is. 
There are not wanting, indeed, here and elsewhere, per- 
sons who profess the same theories, only in the view of 
finding excuse and shelter for the practice of vice. But 
till it be proved that the practice of vice is the best 
means of enjoyment, in vain shall it be asserted by our . 
opponents that our doctrine is essentially adverse to vir- 
tue. The mistakes or the misdeeds of individuals must 
be estimated for nothing ; for where is the doctrine that 
may riot be shown to have been defended by impure liv- 
ers I The founder of our sect is acknowledged, by the most 
virulent enemies of his theories, to have been the most 
blameless of men, and they, I must take leave to befieve, 
can never be sincere friends of virtue who doubt that 
he who is a true worshipper of pleasure may also be the 
worshipper of virtue." 

There was a certain something, as I thought, more like 
suppressed melancholy than genuine hilanty in the ex- 
pression of the old man's face, as well as in the tone of 
his voice, while he gave utterance to these sentiments ; 
nor did any of those present appear desirous of protract- 
f ing the argument ; although I did not imagine from their 
looks that any of them had altered their opinion. What, 
however, I could not help remarking in a particular manner 
was, the gentle regret painted in the beautiful countenance 
of Athanasia while her uncle was sp^akmg. The maiden 
sate over-against him all the while, with her cheek 
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supported on her left hand, pale and silent, with an ex« 
pression of deep affection and tender pity. From time 
to time, indeed, she cast her eye upward with a calm 
smile, but immediately resumed her attitude of pensive 
abstraction. Her uncle took her hand in his Vfbfin he 
had done speaking, and kissed it tenderly, as if to apolo« 
gize for having said any thing disagreeable to her. She 
smiled again upon the skeptic, and then rising gracefully, 
walked by herself (for I could not help following her with 
my eye) down into a dark walk of pines that branched 
off at the right-hand from the entrance of the grotto. 
There I saw her stoop and pluck a beautiful pale flower, 
streaked all over as with spots of blood. This she placed 
in her bosom, and then rejoined us with a more cheerful 
aspect ; after which, we all walked towards the villa. Nor 
did it escape my notice, that, although Sempronia ap- 
peared willing to avoid Sextus as we went, it always 
happened by some accident or other that he was nearer 
to her than any other person of the company. 

They were both at a little distance behind the rest of 
the party, when Euphranor addressed himself to me, saying, 
" Is not this young man, your companion, the same that is 
.under the guidance of a certain rhetorician, by name 
Xerophrastes ?" 

" The same," said I, " and a wary, sage-looking person 
indeed is his tutor. I believe he also is of the Porch." 

** Yes, no doubt he is of the Porch," interrupted Demo- 
chares ; " anybody may see that with half an eye, my 
good friend Euphranor ; for he has a beard that Zeno 
himself might have been proud of, and walks, withal in 
as dignified a manner as if he conceived himself to be 
the chief pillar of the Porch, if not the very Porch 
itself." 

"Yes, yes, who shall prevent Democharesfrom having 
his jest ?" replied the stoic Euphranor with great gravity; 
V but Valerius must not be permitted to go away in the « 
belief that this hero of the beard is really what he pre- 
tends to be." 

" Why, what does the man pretend to be ?" cried our 
host ; " he wears a long beard, and writes himself Athe- 
nian and rhetorician — I see no pretence in the matter." 
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" Oh no, Capito,** says Euphranor, "you cannot be in 
earnest in what you say ; the man is a mere quack and, 
for that matter, if you only heard him utter ten words, 
you would be abundantly satisfied that he is no Athenian. 
The man is by birth a Thessalian, and his gutturals still 
remind one strongly of his native hills.^ 

I felt considerably interested in this discourse, and 
would gladly have heard more of it, but it was interrupted 
by the nearer approach of the rest of the party, and, 
^re long, we all entered the house together. 



CHAPTER VII. 

Before the hour of taking the bath, we exercised our- 
selves for some time in the tennis-court, where I could 
not help wondering very much at the vigour and agility 
displayed by old Capito and his companions. I was then 
conducted into^ the baths, where, after being washed and 
perfnmed in the most luxurious manner, I was arrayed 
in an elegant supper-garment by one of the slaves of our 
host. At table we were joined again by the ladies, who 
both reclined on the same couch with their uncle. Three 
comely youths alone attended us, in short tunics, and 
girt with napkins of fine linen ; but, during the repast, an 
ancient female slave stood in silence behind the couch of 
the young ladies. A small fountain of alabaster played 
between two tall candelabra of the same material, at the 
farther end of the apartment ; and a young damsel stood 
beside them, swinging slowly from time to time a silver 
censer, from which clouds of delicate odour rolled up to 
the mirrored roof. 

In all things the feast was splendid ; yet there was no 
appearance of useless or vain ostentation. Every thing 
was conducted in a style of great calmness and order, 
without the least formality. The repast interrupted not 
the conversation, which went on in a manner to me 
equally instructive as entertaining ; although I must con- 
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fefls, the presence of Athanasia sometimes rendered Kie 
inattentive to what was spoken. I could not divest my- 
self of the idea, that some miknown circumstance was 
pressing on the mind of the fair creature — ^that some secret 
feeling had obtained the chief possession of her thoughts; 
and that when she smiled upon those that addressed her, 
it was oftentimes only to conceal her ignorance of that 
which had been said. 

Being asked by Capito, I endeavoured, among other 
things, to inform him and his friends, as far as I could, 
concerning the then condition of this island, which, more 
particularly after the exploits of Agricola, had naturally 
come to be a subject of much interest in the imperial city. 
In return, the chief topics of public concern which then 
occupied the capital were discussed by them, as I per- 
ceived, in a great measure on my account ; and 1 listened 
with delight to the praises, which they all agreed in be- 
stowing on the heroic and beneficial sway of the new , 
emperor. Many anecdotes were narrated, which tended 
to strengthen the- feelings of reverence and admiration 
with which I had already been accustomed to contem- 
plate the character of Trajan. But otheri| were told, as 
the conversation went on, which I could not so easily 
reconcile with the idea 1 had previously formed of him. 

In particular, I was not a little disturbed with what 
they told me concerning his treatment of the Christians, 
who, as we understood in Britain, had been suffered to 
live in tranquillity ever since Nerva acceded to the em- 
pire. But now, from the circumstances related to me, it 
appeared that the mild and humane Trajan had taken 
up, in regard to this unfortunate sect, the whole aversion 
of Domitian himself; insomuch, that every day some 
cruel catastrophe was made known of some person who 
had adopted their tenets. Being ignorant of the nature 
of these tenets, and having heard only in general terms 
that they were of Jewish origin, and in their nature ex- 
tremely dark and mystical, I was at a loss to conceive 
any rational method of accounting for the extreme hatred 
of the prince, or rather for his condescending to give him-' 
self so much trouble concerning a matter of so much 
obscurity and apparent indifference. 
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Capito, however, assured me, that although I might 
have good occasion to wonder at the steps taken by the 
emperor, it would no longer be said by any one that the 
progress of the Christian sect deserved to be considered 
as a matter either of obscurity or of indifference. " Oil 
the contrar}'," said he, " from what you have just heard 
of the numbers and quality of those that have lately sut 
fered various punishments on account of their adherence 
to this strange superstition, you cannot hesitate to admit 
that the head of the empire has been justified in consid- 
ering it as a subject well worthy his attention. As to 
the merits or demerits of the superstition itself, or of those 
that have embraced it, these are very different matters.** 

" The only question," said Mamurra, " with which 
Trajan had any business, was, whether this Jewish super- 
stition be, or be not, inconsistent with the established 
religion of our ancestors and the state. Rome has grown 
and flourished under the protection of the gods our fathers 
worshipped ; and the laws and institutions of the empire 
are all built upon the foundation of reverence for these 
guardian deities. If this Asiatic worship can exist along 
iffith that of the gods of the Capitol, what should we or 
■ any have to say against it ? We have adopted the gods 
of many nations ; nor dp I see why, because the .^ws 
have been unfortunate in a contest with Rome, we 
should take it for granted that their deities are unworthy 
of respect. Destiny has willed that Rome should be the 
mistress of the world ; but it seems neither necessary nor 
fitting that she should carry her control into the secret 
parts of men's minds, and interfere with their notions of 
religious obligation. If, however, it be so, as we have all 
heard asserted, and as I doubt not Trajan believes, that he 
who embraces the creed of the Christians becomes from 
that hour an infidel in regard to the deities of Rome, and, 
therefore, a scorner of those principles on which the se- 
curity of the Roman government and law is established ; 
then, I say, the prince does well in extirpating such an 
intolerant and intolerable superstition. And if the thing 
be in itself deserving of such severity, I do not see that 
we should attach any blame to Trajan for behaving as he 
has done. Domitian was a tyrant and a monster of 
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humanity, and Nerra was wise and good; and yet it 
may be, that in regard to these Christians, the principle 
of Domitian's conduct was right in the main, and that of 
Nerva's wrong in the main, As to the unnecessary 
brutalities of the fly killer,* we have no occasion to take 
them into the account. But you, my friend Capito, re- 
gard both sides of the question, I have no doubt, with 
pretty much the same measure of indifference.** 

" Nay," replied Capito, *'in this matter you do me very 
much injustice. I never can regard with indifference any 
question in which the interest of the empire and the 
honour of Trajan are concerned. And moreover, it 
would be great hypocrisy in me to pretend that I can 
regard without concern any question which involves, as 
I think the present assuredly does, one of the greatest 
interests of the whole human race — I mean the right of 
adopting, each man for himself, whatever opinion may 
appear to be the most rational concerning all matters of 
religious belief. But if you mean only to say, that I am 
indifferent about the nature of this Christian superstition, 
you are, I must confess, so far in the right. I have no 
knowledge of its dogmas, and I have no great desire to 
have any knowledgef of them. I presume they have 
their full share of that old eastern barbarity, in the shady 
places of which the elder Greeks used to think they could 
discover the outlines of something really grand and ma- 
jestic. But as for me, I have ceased, as you well know, 
to be a student of any such mysterious and difficult 
matters.*' 

" There is no occasion," resumed Mamurra, " why you 
should give yourself any trouble about them. I do not 
pretend, any more than you, to enter into the merits of 
the Christian superstition ; I only say, that if the supersti- 
tion be found incapable of subsisting among the subjects of 
the Roman state without danger to the public interest, the 
prince does well in repressing its progress. That is the 
only question of which I spoke." 

* Domitian was so called, in .consequence of the reports circulated 
concerning the nature of his solitary pastimes. Hence the famous 
answer recorded in Suetonius : " Is there any one with Cesar ?" *^No — 
not eVea a fly." — Nt musea quidem. 
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''There is, indeed, no other," said Capito, ''and I 
thought of none." 

"And how do you answer it, dear uncle?" cried 
Athanasia (lifting herself up, for the first time, to take part 
in the conversation). 

*'Nay, Athanasia, my love," said the old man, "to 
answer that is the business of the prince, and of the 
senate — ^not mine. I meddle not with it at all ; I only 
regret that blood should be shed and citizens exiled ; 
Bbave all, in the reign of a just and merciful prince. 
Sempronia," continued he, "what is that strange story 
your father was telling about one of the daughters of 
Serennius ?" 

" Of Serennius TertuUa, do you mean ?" said Sem- 
pronia. 

" Yes, Sempronia, it was the same." 

"Ob, uncle !" replied Sempronia, ''her story was 
nothing extraordinary, as times go. It was only, that she 
had a fiirtatioa with a handsome young Greek, and the 
handsome young Greek happened to be a Christian — and 
she was converted by the handsome young Greek — and 
she was found out in going with him to some secret 
assembly of these. people, in a vault somewhere by the 
"Wtican Hill — and her papa has been glad to send her to 
Corsica, or some other desolate iskuidy partly to escape 
the notice of the lawyers, and partly, I suppose, in hopes 
that the quietness of the island, and the absence of all the 
handsome young Christians, may, perhaps, in time restore 
poor TertuUa to her right mind — ^this is all. Do you 
think that a strange story, uncle ?" 

"Not if it be exactly as you have told it, Sempronia ; 
but I am afraid you have been wicked enough to give it 
a colouring of your own. What says Athanasia ?" 

Athanasia started on being addressed so by her uncle, 
but made no reply, except that she was sorry for TertuUa, 
and had never heard any thing of the handsome young 
Greek before. I could not, however, help suspecting, 
from the expression of her face, that she knew more 
of the affair than she was willing to acknowledge ; for 
she was the only one of the company who did not laugh 
at the account given of it by her cousin. On the contrary. 
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her looks were graver than before ; and I would fain have 
asked her whether she had been a friend of this Tertulfct 
at any time, but was afraid that I might appear imper- 
tinently inquisitive, and therefore kept silence. 

By this time the evening was somewhat spent, and the 
increasing darkness of the 'chamber warned us that we 
ought to be thinking of our return to the city. I looked 
towards Sextus as if to signify what I thought, but he re- 
fused to meet my eye, although I perceived he was not 
unconscious of my purpose. At the moment, however, 
when I was on the point of speaking, the room, which, as 
I have said, was cloudy, was getting rapidly darker, be- 
came all of a sudden filled with so deep a shade, that 
none of us could help remarking it ; and Sempronia, leap- 
ing from her couch, exclaimed, that she was sure there 
was thunder in the skies, for that she felt as if there were 
fiomething stifling in the air, and the stillness all around 
was like that of midnight. 

No sooner had she said so than we found she had 
judged aright ; for the deep voice of the thunder was 
beard as if rending the woods around, and flash after flash 
of lightning gleamed along the horizon ; and anon, after 
a brief pause, th^ wind howled as if set free from some 
captivity, and the rain began to fall in big, heavy drops. 
Every one sat lilentt as if awe-struck ; but Sempronia 
was the only one that seemed to be in terror from the 
tempest. Nevertheless, my eyes rested more on Athan- 
asia, who looked paler than she had done, although her 
countenance still preserved all its serenity, and her eyes 
were turned calnily towards the open doors of the portico, 
in the region where the lightnings had been visible. 

The rain poured down heavily for a space, and the 
wind was loud along the grass, and in the air, till the 
thunder began to mutter again from among the distant 
trees, and then all other sounds ceased, as if rebuked and 
chastened before its voice. I looked and saw the fire dart 
across the eastern sky, and heard the terrible growling 
from the low clouds. " How awful," said I, " is the voice 
of Jupiter !" Athanasia folded her arms upon her bosom, 
and lifting her eyes to heaven, made answer in a whisper, 
" How awful is the voice of God !" She then dropped 
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ber left hand on the end of her couch, and half uncon* 
8CiOU8]y taking hold of it in mine, I asked her if ihe was 
afraid. ** No/' said she, <* I am not afraid ; but the heari* 
ness of the air makes me a little faint, and I never can 
listen to the thunder without feeling something extraoi^ 
dinary within me." In saying so, she did not withdraw 
her hand^from mine, and I thought I felt it tremble ; but 
perhaps this mi^ht have been no more than the suggestion 
of my imagination. 

By degrees, the sounds of the thunder were heard more 
and more distant ; but, the rain and the wind ccMitinuing 
all around us, Capito said he could not think of our going 
into the city that evening, and that we must all make up 
our minds to remain in the villa. The countenance of 
Sextus brightened up when he heard him say so, and he 
looked to me as if to ask my assent. To say the truth, I 
was as willing to stay as he could be ; so we easily per* 
mitted ourselves to be persuaded, and our host despatched 
a messenger to Rome, to inform Licinius of the cause of 
our absence. The old man then led us into another apart- 
ment, which was richly furnished with books and paint- 
ings. Here he read for some time out of one of the 
poets to a party, none of whom, I am afraid, were very 
attentive in listening to him, till, the hour of rest being 
come, the attendants entered, and we were conducted to 
our several apartments, Sextus and myself, indeed, being 
lodged in the same chamber. 



CHAPTER VUI. 

Ws were no sooner left alone than I began to rally my 
friend on the beauty of his mistress, and the earnest court 
he had been paying her during the whole of the day. 
The youth listened with blushes of delight to the praises 
of Sempronia, but seemed not to have the least idea that 
he had been so fortunate as to make any favourable im- 
pression on her mind. On the contrary, he scarcely 
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appeared to be aware of having done anything to attract 
particular attention from her, and expressed much as- 
tonishment when I assured him that his behaviour had 
been such as could not possibly admit of more than one 
ezptanation in the eyes of a person so quick and vivacious 
as the lovely Sempronia. 

After we had both retired to our beds, and the lights 
were extinguished, we still continued for some time to talk 
over the incidents of our visit, and the future prospects of 
Sextus and his love ; until at length sleep overpowered 
us in easy bonds, and agreeable dreams followed, I doubt 
not, in the hearts of us both, the thoughts and sights of a 
delightful day. Mine surely were delightful, for they 
were all of Athanasia. Yet, even in these visions of the 
night, I could never see her face without some strange 
impression of mystery. I saw her placid smile — I heard 
the sweet low cadence of her voice — but I felt, and I 
could not feel it without a certain indescribable anxiety, 
that her deep thoughts were far away busied about some- 
thing of which i knew nothing. 

I awoke early, and lay for a long while ruminating in 
silence. The most natural explanation of all things ap- 
peared to be, that she was occupied with some secret, 
perhaps unhappy passion. But I know not how it was, 
that I could not bring myself to rest satisfied with this 
conclusion. 

I arose, and drew near to the bed of Sextus ; but seeing 
that he was fast asleep, and that a quiet smile was on his 
lips, I could not think of awaking him. But the sun shone 
bright into the apartment, and I resolved to walk forth 
and breathe the balmy air of the morning. 

My steps were directed, almost unconsciously, to the 
same part of the gardens where I had first seen Athanasia 
on the preceding day. The moisture was still lying heavy 
there on the green paths, and the birds were singins 
among the glittering leaves; the godlike statues stood 
there in their silent beauty, — ^the lightnings had not 
scathed them — ^the wind had not shaken them — ^and the 
rain-drops had fallen on them only to refresh their pale 
loveliness. I walked to and fro, enjoying, without an 
effort, the enchantment of the scene; — ^a new feeling of 
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the beauty of all things seemed to have been breathed 
ioto my soul, and the pensive grace of Athanasia hovered 
over my imagination, like some presiding genius of the 
groves. 

At length I found myself near the favourite grotto of 
Capito, and I stood over-against its entrance for some 
space, contemplating the augmented stream as it fell from 
the superincumbent rock, and regretting the ravage which 
the nightly tempest had made among the slender, shafts 
and delicate blossoms of the flowers that were planted 
around its basin. Twice I thought I heard the murmurs 
of a human voice near roe, and twice I persuaded myself 
that it was only the rippling of the waters ; but I listened 
more attentively, and the third time I was satisfied that 
some person must be in the grotto. I passed between the 
water and the rock, and looking in, beheld the fair crea- 
ture that had been occupying so many of my thoughts 
kneeling far in the grotto, with her back to the phce 
where I stood. 

Her long black tresses hung all down her shoulders ; 
her hands seemed to be clasped before her ; and although 
she was silent for the moment, I was satisfied that the 
sounds I had heard had been those of supplication. To 
disturb her by advancing farther would have been im- 
pious ; to retire without the risk of disturbing her almost 
impossible : but I remained there fixed to the spot, with* 
out perhaps considering all these things, as I should have 
done. The virgin modesty of her attitude was holy in 
my eyes, and the thought never occurred to me, that I 
might be doing wrong in permitting myself to-witness the 
simple devotions of Athanasia. '< Great God, listen to my 
prayers," was all I understood of what she said ; but she 
whispered for some moments in a lowly and fervent tone, 
and I saw that she kissed something with her lips ere she 
arose from her knees. She then plunged her nands into 
the well, by whose brink she had knelt, and turned round 
to the light. " Athanasia, forgive me," was already on 
my lips ; but on seeing me, she uttered a faint cry, and 
fell prostrate upon the marble. I rushed forward in an 
agony, and found that she had swooned away. I lifted 
up her head, and laid it in iny bosom, and laved water on 
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it from the fountain, till I saw her lips tremble. ' At hst 
ihe opened her eyes, and after gazing on me wildly for a 
moment, she gathered her strength, and stood qnite up- 
right, supporting herself against the wall of the grotto. 
^ Great heavens I" cried I, *^ in what have I offended, that 

1 should be rendered the cause oCa£9iction to Athanasm? 
Speak, lady, and say that you forgive me." 

^ I thought," said she, with a proud calmness, " that 
Valerius was of Roman — of patrician blood. What 
brings him to be a spy upon the secret moments of a pa- 
trician maiden ?" — Then bursting into a tone of unutter- 
able fervour, " Speak," said she, " young man, what have 
you heard ? How long have you stood here ? Am I be- 
trayed 7 Am I ruined for ever ? Tell me the worst, and 
let me begone to my kindred." 

^ Witness, heaven and earth I" cried I, kneeling to the 

E[>und before her, ** and witness, every god, that I have 
ard nothing, except to know that you were praying. 
What you asked I know not — ^to whom you prayed I 
know not — I have only seen you kneeling, and been guilty 
of gazing on your beauty." 

*' You heard not the words of my prayer?" said she. 

'' No, not its words, Athanasia, nor any thing of its pur- 
pose." 

" Do you swear this to me, young man ?" 

^ Yes, I swear by Jupiter and by Rome — as I am a man 
and a Roman, I know not, neither do I desire to know, 
any thing of what you said. Forgive me for the fault of 
riiy indiscretion — ^you have no other to forgive." 

Athanasia paused for a moment, and then resuming 
more of her usual tone of voice ^although its accents 
were still somewhat disturbed and faltering), said to me, 
'* Valerius, since the thing is so, I have nothing to formve — 
I blame you for nothing — 1 have nobody to find fault with 
but myself. It is you that must pardon me for my suspi- 
cion and my fervour. I have injured you,and I repent of it." 

*' Distress me not, Athanasia," said I, *<by speaking 
such words as these. You wound me more than ever, if 
you proceed." 

"From this hour, then," said she, /< what has passed 
here is forgotten by us both. We blot it from our memo- 



ries ;'^ and with that, as if in token of the pactbn, she 
extended to rae her hand. I kissed it as I knelt, and 
swore that all things were safe with me ; but added, as I 
arose, '* that I was afraid I should be promising more than 
I should be able to perform, — did 1 say I should be able to 
forget any hour or any place where I had seen Athanasia V 

^ Jfay," said she, *' no compliment, or I shall begin to 
suspect you of insincerity." 

I was then about to withdraw from the grotto ; but 
seeing a scroll of parchment lying at the feet of Athana* 
sia, 1 stooped and presented it to her, saying, *' I was 
afinaid she might forset it." 
. She took it eagerly, and saying, " Of that there was no 
danger," placed it in her bosom, within the folds of her 
tunic. She was then gathering up her black tresses, and 
fastening them hastily on the back part of her head, when 
we heai3 the sound of footsteps not far off, and beckoning 
to me to remain where I was, she darted from me, and la 
a moment vanished among the trees. I waited for a few 
minutes, and then stepping forth, beheld her walking at a 
distance, beside her cousin, in the direction of the villa. 
They were soon lost among the paths, and I returned 
alone into the grotto. 

I sat down Inside the dark well, wherein she had dii^ped 
her hands, and mused in a most disturbed mood on all the 
^particulars of this strange and unexpected interview. 
Every motion of her features — every modulation of ber 
voice, was present with me ; I had gathered them all into 
my heart, and I felt that I must cherish them there for 
ever. From the first moment I saw her, my eyes had 
been constrained to gaze upon her with an interest quite 
novel to me ; but now I knew that she could not smile 
without making my heart faint within me, and that the 
least whisper of her voice was able to bring tears into 
my^ eyes. Now I thought of my own unworthiness, and 
could not help saying to myself, " Why should a poor m^ 
norant provincial, such as I am, be torturing himself with 
the thoughts of such a creature as this I" Then again 
some benign glance of hers would return before me, 
and I could not help having some faint hopes that her in- 
nocent heart might ji)e.won to me by faithful unwearied 
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lore- But what always threw me back in despair wa», 
the recollection of the mystery that I knew hung over her 
mind, although what it was I could not know. That she 
had been saying something in her prayers which could 
not be overheard without betraying, — nay, as she said, 
ruining her, — she had herself confessed to me. What 
could be this strange secret, so cherished in dread and 
in darkness by this lovely maiden 7 A crime ? No, no 
crime could sully the clear bosom of her innocence ; no 
cpnsciousness of guilt could be concealed beneath the 
radiant beauty of that heavenly visage. But perhaps, 
although guiltless herself, she had been made the confidant 
of some erring, — some unhappy friend. Perhaps, in her 
prayer, she had made mention of another's name, and 
implored the pardon of another's guilt * * * *. Last 
of all, why might it not be that the maiden loved, and 
was beloved again in secret ; that, from circumstances 
to me unknown and impenetrable, she might have reason 
to regard any casual betrayal of her love as a calamity ; 
and that, having uttered the name of her lover in her se- 
cret supplications, her terrors might all have been occa- 
sioned by her apprehensions of my having overheard it? 
And yet there was something in the demeanour of Athana- 
sia that I could not bring myself to reconcile efttirely 
with any one of these suppositions. Had she feared that 
I had overheard any confession of guilt, — even of theguil^ 
of another, — surely some semblance of shame would have 
beep mingled with her looks of terror. Had she appre- 
hended only the discovery of an innocent love, surely her 
blushes would have been deeper, and her boldness less. 
Yet the last solution of the difficulty was that which 
haunted me the most powerfully. 

When I came forth into the open air I was astonished 
to perceive that the sun \^s already high in heaven, and 
I proceeded in haste towards the villa, not doubting that* 
Sextus and Capito would be greatly astonished by the 
length of my absence. I found them and the ladies walk- 
ing under the northern colonnade, having returned, as 
they told me, from a fruitless search after, me through al- 
most the whole of the garden. I looked to Athanasia, as 
if to signify that she well knew where I might have been 
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found ; but, although I saw that she perfectly understood 
my meaning, she said nothing in explanation. Sextus 
drew me aside shortly after, and told me that his father 
had sent to inform him that our presence was necessary 
in the city before supper-time, to attend a great entertain- 
ment which was to be given that evening by the lady 
whose cause he had successfully pleaded in the Forum on 
thjB preceding day ; which lady, I now for the first time 
learned, was no other than the same Marcia Rubellia to 
whom his father was very anxious the youth should be 
married. The success of this pleading had increased very 
much the wealth of the lady, and of course, as Sextus 
very well knew, the anxiety of Licinius for the proposed 
union ; and to remain at the villa any longer was, he said, 
entirely impossible, since he already suspected his father 
had not been quite pleased with him for leaving the Forum 
the day before without staying to hear out a cause in 
which his duty, if not his inclination, ought to have made 
him feel so greatly interested. 

We bade adieu, therefore, to our kind host and the 
young ladies, not without more reluctance than either of 
us durst express, and ready promises to return soon again 
to the villa. We found Dromo and Boto waiting for us 
at the gate, the former of whom looked a thousand unut- 
terable things at his young master and me when we 
joined them, while the latter appeared to be as joyful in 
seeing me again as if we had been parted for a twelve- 
month. The two slaves were mounted on asses, but they 
led horses for our conveyance ; so we mounted with all 
speed, and were soon beyond the beautiful enclosures of 
the villa of Capito. As soon as we were fairly out of 
sight of the house, Dromo began to ply Sextus with innu- 
merable questions about the result of the visit, all of them 
in bad Greek ; that, as he said, there might be no chance 
of what passed being understood by the druid ; for by 
that venerable designation, he informed us, the primitive 
Boto had already come to be best known in the vestibule 
of Licinius. " Ah P -quoth he, " there is no need for 
many words ; I am sure my young master has not been 
behindhand with himself. If he has, it is no fault of mine, 
however. I put Opportunity into his hands, and she, you 
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know, as the poets say, has ovly one lock of hair, and that 
is in front." 

Sextus being very shy of entering into particulars, I 
found myself obliged to take upon me the satisfying of the 
curiosity of this inquisitive variety which I did in a manner 
that much astonished Sextus, who by no means suspected 
that.in the midst of my own attention to the other cousin 
I had been able to take so much notice of what passed 
between him and Sempronia. However, the good youth 
took a little raillery all in good part, and we laughed loudly 
in unison at the triumphant capers which the whip of 
Dromo made his poor ass exhibit in testimony of his satis- 
faction with the progress which all things appeared to be 
making. We reached the mansion of Licinius about three 
hours after noon, and were told by the slaves in attend- 
ance that Xerophrastes had gone out some time before, 
and that Licinius himself was already busy in arraying 
himself for the feast of Rubellia. 



CHAPTER IX. 

Her mansion was situated about the middle of the 
Suburra, in a neighbourhood nowise splendid, and itself 
distinguished, on tne side fronting to the street, by no un- 
common marks of elegance or opulence. A plain brick 
wall covered almost the whole of the building from the 
eye of the passenger ; and what was seen deserved the 
praise of neatness rather than that of magnificence. Nev- 
erthelessy the moment one had passed the gate, and entered 
the court, one could not help perceiving that taste and 
wealth had been alike expended abundantly on the resi- 
dence of Rubellia : for the broad terrace and gallery be- 
hind were lavishly adorned, the one with sculpture and the 
other with paintings ; and the gardens, which these over- 
looked, appeared to be both extensive and elaborate. 

We were conducted through several pillared halls, and 
then up a wide staircase, of somewhat sombre magnifi- 
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cence, into the chamber, where the company were already 
in part assembled, and busy in offering their congratula- 
tions to the mistress of the feast. She was so much en- 
gaged with their flatteries that she did not at first perceive 
our entrance ; but as soon as she knew who had come, 
the chief part of her attention was devoted, I shall not say 
in what proportions, between her victorious advocate and 
his blushing son. Nevertheless, the kinsman of Licinius 
and the companion of young Sextus had no occasion to 
accuse the fair lady of negligence, although he was not 
quite so vain as to imagine that he owed all her civilities 
to the favourable impression of his own figure and 
address. 

To me the whole scene was of course perfectly novel 
— to you, could you behold it at this moment, it would, 
I am sure, be almost equally so ; for rapidly as we have 
been advancing in our imitation of the manners of the 
capital, our island most unquestionably has never yet dis- 
played any thing that could sustain the smallest compari- 
son with what then met my eyes in the stately saloon of 
this luxurious widow. The group around her was gay 
and various, and she herself was exquisitely worthy of 
forming its centre; for she was young and handsome, 
and dressed in a style of the utmost splendour, and her 
deportment was equally elegant and vivacious. 

Her complexion was of that clear rich brown which 
• lends to the eye a greater brilliancy than the most ex- 
quisite contrast of red and white ; and over which the 
blood, when it does come into the face, diffuses at once 
the warmest and the deepest of blushes. Her hair ap- 
peared to be perfectly black, unless where the light 
streaming from behind her gave an edging of glossy 
brown to the thick masses of her curls. Her robe of 
crimson silk was fastened by a girdle, which seemed to 
consist of nothing but rubies and emeralds, strung upon 
threads of gold. She wore a tiara that rose high above 
her tresses, and was all over resplendent with flowers 
woven in jewelry ; and around her delicate wrists and 
ankles were twined broad chains of virgin gold, inter« 
spersed with alternate wreaths of sapphire. Her form 
was the perfection of luxury ; and although I have said 
F'2 
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that her deportment was in general lively and brilliant, 
yet there was a soft seriousness that every now and then 
settled in her eyes which gave her for a moment a look 
of melancholy that seemed to me more likely to be in 
harmony with the secret nature of her disposition. I 
watched her in particular when she spoke to Sextus : her 
full rich-toned voice was then merry, and her large eyes 
sparkled ; but when she was engaged with any other 
person she could not help gazing on the beautiful youth in 
silence ; and then it was that her countenance wore its 
deepest expression of calmness — I had almost said, of 
sadness. 

Had I not spent the preceding day at the villa of Capito, 
I dare say I should have wondered at the coldness 
with which Sextus appeared to receive all the marks of 
her favour ; and as it was, I could not help contempla- 
ting this fair creature with a mixture of admiration and 
Eity, — emotions, one of which was, I doubt not, partaken 
y all present — the other was probably confined to my- 
ae\L I had been gazing on her in this manner I know not 
how long, from another part of the room, when I heard a 
hearty chuckle from behind me, and thought I could not 
be unacquainted with the voice. Looking round, I saw, 
not without delight, the stately figure of my Prsetorian 
captain, Sabinus, whose cheerful eye soon distinguished 
me, and who forthwith came up to salute me in the most 
friendly manner. I introduced him to Licinius and, 
Sextus, the former of whom expressed himself as being 
much gratified with the attention the centurion had shown 
to me during our voyage ; so that I felt myself, as it were, 
no longer a stranger in the place ; and the lutes and 
trumpets at that moment announcing that supper was 
ready to be served up, I took care to keep close to Sabi- 
nus, and to place myself near him on the couch. 

The room in which the feast was prepared communi* 
cated by a pair of brazen folding-doors, richly sculptured, 
with that in which the company had assembled ; but from 
it, although the sun had not yet gone down,, all light was 
excluded, excepting what streamed from golden can- 
delabra and broad lamps of bronze suspended overhead 
from the high and painted ceiling. The party might con- 
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flist of about twenty, who reclined along one semicircu- 
lar couch, the covers of which were of the softest down 
and the frame-work inlaid with ivory, — the part of the 
room enclosed by its outline, which resembled that of a 
horse-shoe, beingoccupied with the table, an open space, 
to which the attendants had free access. We had no 
sooner taken our seats than a crowd of slaves entered 
carrying large boards upon their heads, which being 
forthwith arranged on the table» were seen to be loaded 
with dishes of gold and silver and all manner of drinking 
vessels, also with vases of rare flowers, and urns of per- 
fume. But how did the countenance of Sabinus brighten 
when the trumpet sounded a second time, as if from below, 
and the floor of the chamber was suddenly, as it were, 
pierced in twain, and the pealing music ushered up a huge 
roasted boar, all wreathed with stately garnishings, and 
standing erect on his golden platform as on a chariot of 
triumph ! 

" Ah ! my dear boy," cries he, " here comes the true 
king of beasts, and only legitimate monarch of the woods. 
What should we not have given for a slice of him when 
we were pent up, half starved and fainting,, in iioA abom- 
inable ship of ours ! All hail, most potent conqueror 1 but 
whether Germanic or Asiatic be thy proper title I shall 
soon know, when that expert Ethiopian has daintily carved 
and divided thee.'* 

But why should I attempt to describe to you the par- 
ticulars of the feast ? Let it sufiice, that whatever idea I 
had formed of Roman luxury was far surpassed, and that 
the splendour of the entertainment engaged the attention 
of all except Rubellia herself, who, reclining immediately 
above Sexlus, kept her eyes fixed almost all the time it 
lasted upon his luxuriant curls of dark hair, unless when 
she caused the young damsel her cup-bearer to pour out 
to her wine in a goblet of onyx, which she touched with 
her lips and then handed to the indifierent boy. When 
the supper was half over the folding-doors were again 
thrown open, and there entered a group of maidens and 
beautiful youths, who danced before us to the music of 
the lute, and scattered crowns of roses at the feet of Ru- 
bellia and her guests. She herself placed one of them on 
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the head of 8extu8,and another on that of his father, who 
lay on the other side of her, and then caused a large cup 
of wine to be carried all around, whereof each of us tasted, 
and drank to the health of the orator, in whose honour the 
entertainment was made. The ladies that were present 
imitated the example of the hostess, and crowned such as 
were by them ; but Sabinus and I, not being near enough 
to any of them, received that courtesy from some of the 
dancing maidens. Libations wera poured out abundantly 
on the marble floor, and all the gods were invoked to 
shower down their blessings on Rubellia and those that 
had been so fortunate as to serve her. Sweet strains of 
music resounded through the tall pillars of the banquet- 
ing-room, and the lamps burned heavily in an^atmosphere 
overloaded with perfumes. 

It appeared to me from the beginning that my friend 
Sabinus witnessed, not without some feelings of displeas- 
ure, the excessive attentions which Rubellia lavished on 
young Sextus ; and I gathered, from the way in which he 
every now and then looked towards them during (he sup- 
per, that, had the place permitted, he would not have al- 
lowed such things to go on without some comment. But 
when we had left the banqueting-room and removed to 
another apartment, where, amid various entertainments 
of dancing, music, and recitation, Rubellia still retained 
close to herself the heir of Licinius, the centurion made to 
himself abundant amends for the previous restraint to 
which his temper had been subjected. 

" Confess now," said he, " that she is a lovely creature, 
and that your British beauties are tame and insipid 
when compared with such a specimen of Roman 
fascination; and confess, withal, that this curled boy 
is either the most ignorant or the most insusceptible of 
his sex. Good Heavens ! in what a different style was 
she treated by that old magistrate whose very bust there 
in the corner looks quite blank and disconsolate with its 
great white eyes, while she, that sat for so many months 
pale and weeping by his bedside, is thinking of nothing 
but to bestow all the wealth he left her on a beardless 
stripling, who appears to regard the bust and the beauty 
with almost equal indifference. Alas ! poor old withered 



Leberinusy little did you imagine that so small a Tial 
would suffice to hold all her tears. My only wonder is, that 
she still permits your marble image to occupy even a cor- 
ner of her mansion ; but no doubt you will soon be sent 
on your travels. 1 dare say some cold pedestal in the 
garden will, ere long, be the best berth you need look for. 
Well, well, you see what fools we may all be made by 
the cunning of these pretty crocodiles. Thank the stars, 
I have, as yet at least, escaped that worst of all calami- 
ties. I hope my dotage, when it does come, will not 
show itself in the same shape with that of my good old 
friend. Had she wished to marry some respectable man, 
who might be a protection to her and her money, one 
might have thought less of the matter ; but this is really 
too much. I hope the g^pst of the worthy praetor will 
not fro\yn unseen by her bedside the night she takes this 
Adonis to her arms, if I were in his place I should give 
her curtains a pretty shake. By Hermes! it would not 
be a pretty monument and a flowery epitaph that would 
make me lie still." 

"How long is it,** said I, "since this venerable magis- 
trate died? Surely she has allowed him the decency of a 
twelvemonth's grief, before she began to give fine sup- 
pers, and perceive the beauty of Sextus ?" 

" Whether it be a twelvemonth ago or not," replied 
the centurion, '' is more than I can take upon me to de- 
cide ; all I know is, that it appears to me as if it were but 
yesterday that I supped here (it was just before I set off 
for Britain), and sa wthe young lady reclining, even at 
table, with those long black curls of hers in the bosom 
of the emaciated Leberinus. By Jupiter ! the old man 
would not taste a drop of wine unless she kissed the cup- 
she coaxed every morsel he swallowed down his throat, 
and clasped the garland round his bald pate with her 
own fingers ; ay, twice before that sleek physician, that 
solemn-feced Greek, whom you see at this moment talking 
with your kinsman, advised her to have him carried to his 
bed. For all the gravity of his looks, I would lay a trifle 
that worthy Boeotian has his own thoughts about what is 
passing as well as I. But the worst-pleased face in the 
whole room is, I think, that of old Rubellius himself yon- 
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der, yfho has just come in, without 1 suppose being aware 
that any such feast as this was going forward. Without 
question, the crafty old usurer is of opinion he might 
have been invited. I promise you I can interpret the 

fiances of that gray-headed extortioner to a nicety — (well 
may, for it is not the first time I have had an opportu- 
nity of studying them). Well, well," quoth he to him- 
self, " she may do as she will with the bonds of Leberi- 
nus ; but she might have remembered that a codicil can 
be easily tacked to the end of a living man's testament." 

''But, after all," said I, ''one must admit, that if she 
married old Leberinus to please her father, the widow 
has some right to choose her second husband according 
* to the pattern of her own fancy." 

" Oh ! by all means," ansv^^ered he ; " let her please 
herself; let her make a fool of herself now, if she will. 
She may perhaps learn, some time or other, that it is as 
possible to have too young a husband as to have too old 
a one." 

'^ Come now, Sabinus," said I, (for the bitterness with 
which he spoke convinced me what was at the bottom of 
his mind), "jconfess that if she had selected some well- 
made, middle-aged man-*— some respectable man — some 
man of note and distinction, you would have judged less 
harshly of poor Rubellia ; some good-looking captain of 
Praetorians, we shall sav." 

" Ah ! you cunning dog," said he ; " who would htfve 
thought that you had brought so much wickedness from 
that new world of yours 1 But do you really think she 
will wed Sextus ? The boy appears strangely cold. I 
should not wonder, when all is done, if the match were 
more of the orator's seeking than his own." 

"1 can only tell you," said I, " that I have never heard 
Licinius mention any thing about it ; and I dare say Sex- 
tus would be very sorry to think of losing his liberty for 
the sake of the wealth of Leberinus — ay, or for that of 
old Rubellius to boot." 

" Ah ! my young friend," quoth he, " you are not quite 
acquainted with the way in which these matters are 
inanaged at Rome. If we had you six weeks at the other 
side of the Yiminal we should teach you better." 
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I know not how long this sort of talk might have lasted-; 
bat Licinius put an end to it by joining us, and soon en- 
gaged the worthy centurion and several more of us with 
some lively but unintelligible discussion on the merits of 
some new edict, of which none of us had ever heard, or 
were likely ever to hear any thing again. We were glad 
to escape from the lawyer into another room, where some 
Greek slaves were peifi>nning a sort of comic pantomime 
that appeared to give more delight to old Rubelllus than 
any other of the spectators. As for Sextns, I saw plainly 
that he was quite weary of the entertainment, and anxious 
to get away ; but we were obliged to remain till after La- 
cinius was gone, for it was evident that he wished his son 
to see out the last. But no sooner had we heard his 
chariot drive off, than the young man and I took leave of 
the lady, and withdrew. Sabinus lingered a moment 
behind us, and then joined us in the vestibule, from which, 
his course lying so far in the same direction as ours, we 
all proceeded homewards on foot ; and it was very for- 
tunate, as you shall hear, that we had on this occasion 
the company of the centurion, for not a few things oc- 
curred that night which I should have been sorry not to 
have observed, and of which, but for him, it would never- 
theless have been impossible for me to have been witness. 

We had proceeded along the street of the Suburra for 
a considerable space, and were already beneath the^hade 
of the great temple of Isis and Serapis (which stands on 
the northern side of the Esquiline Hill, nigh over-against 
the Amphitheatre of Vespasian), when, from the opposite 
side of the way, we were hailed by a small party of 
soldiers, who, as It turned out, had been sent from tfie 
Praetorian camp in search of Sabinus, and one of whom 
had now recognised his gait and stature, notwithstanding 
the obscurity of the hour and the distance at which we 
were walking. The centurion went aside with the leader 
of these men for some moments, and then informed us 
that it was very fortunate they had so easily recognised 
him, as the business on which they had been sent was such 
as did not admit of being negligently dealt with. " To- 
morrow," said he, pointing to the amphitheatre before us, 
" that glorious edifice is to be the scene of one of tho 
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grandest shows exhibited by Trajan since his accession 
to the empire. It is the anniversary of the day on which 
he was adopted by Nerva, and the splendour of the 
spectacle will be in proportion to the gratitude and vener- 
ation with which he at all times regards the memory of 
that excellent benefactor. But there are some parts of 
the exhibition that I am afraid old Nerva, could he be 
present to behold them, would not regard with the same 
feelings as his successor." 

" Surely," said I, " the bepeficent Trajan will not stain 
the expression of his gratitude by any thing unworthy of 
himself, or that could give displeasure to Nerva ?" 

" Nay," replied the centurion, '* it is not for me to talk 
about any thing that Trajan chooses to do being unworthy 
of Trajan ; but you well know that Nerva would never 
suffer any of the Christians to be molested during his 
reign, and now here are some of these unhappy fanatics, 
that are to be compelled either to renounce their faith in 
the face of the assembly to-morrow, or to die on the 
arena. It is to inspect the condition of these unforta* 
nates, who, I know not for what reason, are confined in a 
dungeon below the ramparts in the vicinity of our camp, 
and to announce to them the final determination of their 
fate, that I, as centurion of the night, have now been 
summoned. If you are curious to see the men, you are 
at liberty to go along with me, and I shall be greatly 
obliged to you for your company to boot." • 

My curiosity having been considerably excited in re- 
gard to the new faith and its adherents, in consequence 
of certain circumstances, some of which 1 have already 
narrated, I was very desirous to accept of this offer. 
Nor did Sextus any sooner perceive that such was my in- 
clination than he advised me to gratify it, undertaking, at 
the same time, himself to go straight homewards, and 
satisfy his father, in case of any inquiry, that I was 
in a place of safety, and under the protection of Sabinus. 
With him therefore, and with his Preetorians, I proceeded 
along various streets which led us by the skirts of the 
Esquiline and Yiminal Hills, on to the region of the Mounds 
of Tarquin, over-against which, as you have heard, the 
great camp of those bands is situated, — ^if indeed that 
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ought of right to be called by the* name of a camp which 
is itself a city of no slender dimensions, and built with ^at 
splendour of architecture^ spread out beyond the limits 
of Rome, for the accommodation of- that proud soldiery. 
There my friend took me into his own chamber, and fur« 
nished me with a cloak and helmet, that I might excite 
no suspicion by accompanying him on his errand. The 
watch- word of the night also was given unto me, which, 
as I call to mind, was silent faith ; and shortly issuing forth 
a second time, we came to the gate of the prison«house 
wherein the Christians were lying. 

Now, when we had entered into the guard-room, we 
found it crowded with spearmen of Sabinus's band, some 
of whom were playing at dice, others carousing jovially, 
and many wrapped up in their mantles, and adeep upon 
the floor, while a few only were sitting beneath the porch 
with their spears in their hands, and leaning upon their 
buckJers. From one of the elder of these ths centurion, 
after having drawn him aside out of the company, made 
inquiry straightway concerning the names and condition 
of the prisoners, and whether as yet they had received 
any intelligence of that which was to come to pass on the 
morrow. The soldier, who was a grave man and well 
stricken in years, made answer, ^ that of a surety the men 
were free-bom and of decent estate, and that he had not 
heard of any thing else being laid to their charge, except- 
ing that which concerned their reliffion. Since they have 
been here," he continued, "I have been several times set 
on watch over them, and twice have I lain with one of 
them in his dungeon : yet have I heard no complaints 
from any of them, for in all things they are patient. One 
of them only is to suffer to-morrow — but for him I am 
especially concerned, for he was known to me of old, 
having served often with me when I was a horseman in 
the army of Titus, all through the war of Palestine, and 
at the siege of Jerusalem." 

" And of what country is he ?" said Sabinus. " Is he 
also a Roman ?" 

" No, sir,'* answered the spearman, " he is no Roman ; 
but he was of a troop of the allies that was joined often- 
times to our legion, and I have seen him bear himself on 
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tiie day of battle as well ai any Roman of us all. He is 
by birth a Greek of the seacoast ; bul his mother was of 
' the nation of the Jews, and be was brought up from his 
youth according to their law." 

*^ And yet, although the son of a Jewesi^ be was with 
us, say you, at the siege of Jerusalem V* 

•* Even so," replied the man ; " and not he only, but 
many others ; for the Jews, you know, were divided against 
themselves ; und of all them that were Christians, it was 
said that not one abode in the city, or gave help to defend 
it. For, as this man himself hath sworn to me, the oracles 
of the Christians, and their prophets, had of old given 
warning that the city must fall into the hands of Caesar, by 
reason of the wickedness of that people. Wherefoi^s, 
when we set our camp over-against Jerusalem, these men 
all passed out from the city, with their wives and their 
children, and dwelt safely in the mountainous country, 
until all things were fulfilled. But some of these young 
men fought in our camp, and did good service, because 
the place was known to them, and they had acquaintance 
with ail the secrets of the Rock. Of these, this man was 
one. He and all his household had departed from the 
ancient religion of the Jews, and were believers in the 
doctrines of the Christians, for which cause he is to naSer 
on the morrow ; and of that, although I have not spoken 
to him this evening, I think he has ah^ady received some 
intelligence, for certain of his friends passed in to him, 
and they covered their faces as they went in, as if 
weeping." 

" Are these friends still with him V said Sabinus. 

'* Yes," answered he, *' for I must have seen them had 
they come forth again. Without doubt, the two women 
are stilt with him in his dungeon." 

" Women I" quoth Sabinus ; " and of what condition 
think you they may be ?" 

" That I know not," replied the soldier ; " for, as I have 
said, they walked in muffled in their mantles. But one 
of them, at least, is a Roman, for I heard her speak to him 
that is by the door of the dungeon." 

''How long is it," said the centurion, << since they went 
into this prison ?" 
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^ More than an hour/' replied the soldier, looking 9$ 
the water-clock that stood beneath the porch ; '* and 11 
they be Christians, they are not yet about to depart, (of 
they never separate without singing together, which is 
their favourite manner of worship." 

He had scarcely uttered these words, when the soldiers 
that were carousing within the guard-room became silent, 
and we heard the voices of those that were in the dun- 
geon singing together in a sweet and lowly manner. 

** Ah, sir I" said the old soldier, ^^ I thought it would be 
even so ; there is not a spearman in the band that would not 
wiUingly watch here a whole night, could he be sure c{ 
hearing that melody. Well do I know that soft voice- 
Hear now, how she sings by herself— -and there again, 
that deep strong note — ^that is the voice of the prisoner.'* 

** Hush r quoth the centurion ; ** heard you .even any 
thing half so divine 7 Are these words Greek or Syrian ?" 

" What the words are I know not," said the soldier ; 

' ** but I know the tune well ; I have heard it played many 

a night with hautboy, and clarion, and dulcimer, on the 

high walls of Jerusalem, while the old cky was belea^ 

guered." 

^ It is some okl Jewish tune then" said Sabinus ; '' I 
knew not those barbarians had had half so much art." 

** Why, as for that, sir," replied the man, " I have been 
all over Greece and Egypt — ^to say nothing of Italy — and 
I never heard any music like that music of the Jews. 
Why, when they came down to join the battle, their 
trumpets sounded so gloriously that we wondered how it 
was possible for them ever to be driven back ; and then, 
when their gates were closed, and they sent out Ux beg 
their dead, they would play such solemn awful notes of 
lamentation that the plunderers stood still to listen, and 
their warriors were delivered to them with all their mail 
as they had fallen." 

'< And the Christians also," said Sabinus, '' had the 
same tunes?" 

" Oh yes, sir— virhy^ for that matter, these veiy tunes 
may have been among them, for aught we know, since tba 
beginning of their nation. I have stood sentinel with this 
very man, and seen the tears run down his cheeks by the 
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atarlight, when he heaid the music from the city, as ?he 
Jewish captains were going their rounds upon the battle- 
ments." 

" But this, surely," said the centurion, ** is no warlike 
melody." 

'• I know not," quoth the old soldier, " whether it be or 
not — but I am sure it sounds not like any music of sorrow, 
— and yet, what plaintive tones are in the-part of that 
female voice 1*' j 

" The bass sounds triumphantly, in good sooth." 

*< Ay, sir, but that is the old man's own voice^-I am 
sure he will keep a good heart to the end, even though 
they should be singing their farewell to him. Well, thei 
emperor loses a good soldier the hour old Thraso dies. 
I wish to Jupiter he had not been a Christian, or had kept 
his religion to himself. But as for changing now, you 
might as well think of persuading the prince hiinself to 
be a Jew, as talk to Thraso about that." 

" That last high strain, however," quoth Sabinus, '.'.has 
ended their singing. Let us speak to the women as they 
come out ; and if it be so that the man is already aware 
of what is to be done to-morrow, I see not why we should 
trouble him with entering his cell. He has but asfeiv 
hours to live, and I would not willingly disturb him." ' I 

" I hear them coming," said the soldier. . ^. 

" Then do you meet them," said Sabinus, '* and tei\ 
them that the centurion wishes to speak to them ere they, 
go away — we will retire some space, and talk to them out 
of hearing of the guard." r 

With that he and I withdrew to the other side of the 
way, over-against the door of the prison ; and we stood 
there waiting for the women under a certain old jSg-tree^ 
that grew close by the city wall. In a few minutes two 
persons, arrayed even as the soldier had described, drew 
near to us ; and one of them, without uncovering her 
countenance, said, — ^ Master, we trust we have done no 
evil in visiting the prisoners ; had it been so, surely we 
should not have been permitted to enter without question 
or difficulty proposed." 

These words were spoken in a voice tremulous and 
agitated, as if with grief rather than with terror; bull 
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could not help dartiDg when I heard them, for there wen 
one or two tonen in the roice that I thought I could not 
be mistaken in believing I had heard before ; however* 
I eommabded myself, and heard in silence what Sabinus 
replied to the women. 

'' Be not alarmed/^ said he ; ^ there is no offenoe com- 
mitted, for no orders have been issued to prevent these 
men from seeing their friends. I sent for you, not to find 
fault with what you have done, but only to ajsk whether this 
prisoner has already been told that the emperor has an- 
nounced his resolution concerning him, and that he must 
die to-morrow, in the Amphitheatre of Vespasian, iinleai 
he renounce his superstition." 

'* He knows all/' answered the same voice ; ** and is 
prepared for all things but dishonour.^ 

''By heavens! Valerius," whispered Sabimis, *^'it is 
no mean person that speaks so — ^this is the voice and the 
gesture of a Roman lady." Then raising his voice, ** In 
that case there is no need for my going into the dungeon ; 
and yet, could I hope to say any thing that might t^id to 
make him change bis purpose, I would most gladly do so. 
The emperor is as humane as he is' just, and unless when 
rebellious obstinacy shuts the gates of mercy, he is the last 
that would consent to the shedding of any blood. For 
this man, of whose history I have just been hearmg some- 
thing, I am in a particular manner interested, and to save 
him, I wish only I had power equal to my inclination. It 
is Thraso of whom I speak — Is there no chance of con* 
vincing him V* 

" He is already convinced," replied the voice, " and no 
one can move him. Thraso will die in honour, as he has 
lived in honour." 

'' Could his friends do nothing to bend him ?" 

''His friends have been with him already," said the 
voice, again becoming every moment more dear and 
steadfast ; " but they were poor friends that wonU .seek to 
save the body of Thraso at the expense of the soul of 
Thraso." 

This last sentence was spoken so distinctly, that I knew 
I could no longer be mistaken ; and I was on the brink of 
speaking out, without thinking of the consequences that 

63 
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might po0sib]y occur, when she that had spoken, after ap» 
pearing to regard me steadily througit her veil, uttered a 
faint cry, and dropping on her knees before Sabinus, said, 
^ Oh, sir I to us also be merciful, and let us go hence 
ere any one behold us T 

**Go in peace, hidy,*^ answered the centurion, "and 
henceforth be prudent as well as kind ;" and they went 
away from us, and were soon lost to our sight in the wind- 
ings of the street. We stood there for some moments in 
silence, looking towards the place where they disappeared. 
*^ Strange superstition," said Sabinus ; ^' what heroism 
dwclif with this madness ! — you see how little these men 
regard IJhttv lives ; — nay, even women, and Roman wo- 
men too — you see how their nature is changed by it." 

" It is, indeed, a most strange spectacle," said I ; " but 
what is to be the end of it, if this spirit become diffused 
widely among the people V 

'* In truth 1 know not," answered the centurion : " but 
many have already died from this cause, and yet we have 
heard of none who had once embraced tliis faith renounc- 
ing it out of fear for their lives." 

" And in the days of Nero and Domitian," said I, " were 
not many hundreds of them punished even here in the 
capital?" 

" You are far, very far within the mark,. Valerius,'* 
said he, " when you speak of hundreds ; and not a few of 
those that were sent into exile in those days, because of 
their Christianity, were, as you may have heard, of no ordi- 
nary condition. Among these there were Flavins Clemens, 
Ihe consular, and his vnfe Domitilla; both of whom I 
have often seen in my youth — both relations to the family 
of Vespasian — whom, notwithstanding, all the splendour 
of the imperial blood could not save from the common 
fate of their sect. But Nerva suffered all of them to live 
ki peace, and recalled such as were in exile, excepting 
only Domitilla, whose fate has been regretted by all men ^ 
but I suppose it was not at first judged safe to recall her, 
lest any tumult should have been excited in her name, 
by those that regretted (and I am sorry to say these were 
not a few) the wicked license of which they had been 
deprived by the death of her tyrannical kinsman, and the> 



transition of the imperial dignity into another line. She 
also with i^om we have been speaking is, I am sure, a 
Roman lady of condition ; and you may judge of her eeal, 
when you see that it brings her hither at midnight, to 
mingle tears and prayers with those of an old legionary, 
such as this Thraso. Did you observe that the other 
female both walked and stood behind her. You may 
depend upon it that was her slave or freed woman.*' 

" I observed all this," answered I. But little did Sa- 
binus suspect that I had observed so much more ikfua 
himself had done. Little did he know with what emo- 
tions I had listened to all that had been said. He had 
never seen Athanasia, nor could he read my secret 
thoughts, to understand with what feelings I had learned 
that Athanasia was a Christian. Before parting (rom him, 
I said I should still be gratified with being perieitted^to 
see Thraso ; and although he declined entering himself, 
he accordingly gave command that the door of his dun- 
geon should be opened for me, requesting me, at the same 
time, to refrain from saying any thing more to the man 
than was necessary for explaining the apparent purpose 
of my visit — the communication, namely, of the fate that 
was reserved for him and his companions on the morrow. 

So saying, the centurion withdrew to the camp; and 
the same old spearman with whom he had conversed at 
the porch carried a torch in his hand,and showed me the 
way into the dungeon of the prisoner. 



CHAPTER X. 

Between the first door, whereof the soldier relaxed 
the heavy bolts, and the second, which appeared to be 
almost entirely formed of iron, there intervened a short 
space, which was occupied by a few broad steps of old 
and very massive mason-work ; and upon the lowest of 
these steps I stood waiting till he should open the second 
door. It was some time before he accomplished this, for 
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several keys were applied before be discoTered tbe r^t 
one ; but at last the lock turned, and the heavy door 
swung away from before him so speedily that tbe air, 
rushing out of the vault, extinguished in a moment the 
flame of the torch ; insomuch, that we had no light ex- 
cepting that which streamed from an aperture high up in 
the wall of the dungeon itself; a feeble ray of starlight 
alone — for the moon had long ere this time been gone 
down, which, nevertheless, sufficed to show us to the 
prisoner, although we at first could see nothing of him. 

^Soldiers," said the old man, in a voice of perfect 
calmness, " for what reason are you- come ?*' 

« We come," said my companion, " by command of the 
centurion, to inform you of things which we would 
willin^y not have to tell — ^to-morrow Trajan opens the 
Amphitheatre of Vespasian." 

^ My old comrade," said the prisoner, interrupting him» 
*'is it your voice I hear? I know all this already ; and 
you know of old that I fear not the face of death." 

** Alas 1 Thraso, I know well you fear not death ; yet 
why, when there is no need, should you cast away life ? 
Think well, I beseech you, and reserve yourself for a 
better day." 

^ The dawn of that better day, Romans, already begins 
to open upon mv eyes. I see the east red with the pro- 
mise of its brightness. Would you have me tarry in 
darkness, when I am invited to walk forth into the light?" 

" Thraso, your words rejoice me," answered the spear- 
man ; ** and I am sure all will rejoice in hearing that you 
have at length come to think thus — Trajan himself will 
rejoice. You have but to say the word, and you are 
free." 

" You mean kindly," said the old man, rising from his 
pallet, and walking towards us as far as his fetters per- 
mitted ; " you mean kindly, therefore I blame you not. 
But you are much mistaken — I have but to keep silence, 
and I am free." 

" Alas ! Thraso, what mean you ? Do you know what 
you say ? You must worship the gods in the morning, 
else you die." 

"< £veiung and morning, and for ever, I must worship 



vALBHnrs. 81 

the God that made heaven and the earth. If I bow down 
to the idols of Trajan, I buy the life of a day at the price 
of death everlasting. Tempt me not in your kindness : 
I fell once. Great God, preserve me from falling! I 
have bid farewell to my friends already. Leave me to 
spend these few hours by myself — leave me to prepare 
the flesh for that from which the spirit shrinks not." So 
saying, he extended his hand to the spearman, and the 
two old men embraced each other tenderly before me. 

" Prisoner,*' said I, " if there be any thing in which we 
can serve you, command our aid : we have already done 
our duty to the centurion ; if, without transgressing that, 
we can do any thing that may give ease to your mind 
now, or, after you are gone, comfort to your kindred, you 
have but to speak." 

" Sir," replied he, " I see by the eagle wings on yomr 
helmet that you are one in authority, and I hear by your 
voice that you are young. There is a certain thing con- 
cerning which I had some purpose to speak to this my 
old brother in arms ; but if I may rely on that which you 
have said, without question your power is greater to 
execute that which I desire." 

" Speak with confidence," said I ; " although I am a 
Roman, and bear all loyalty to the prince, yet this Pr©» 
torian helmet is not mine, and I have but assumed it for the 
sake of having access to your prison. I am no soldier of 
Trajan: whatever I can do for you without harm to 
others, speak, and I will do it. I will swear to you — ^" 

" Nay, sir," said he, " swear not — mock not the God 
of heaven by invoking idol or demon — I believe your 
word ; but there is no need why any other should be 
witness to my* request." 

" I will retire," said the spearman, " and keep watch 
at the door ; surely there is no need for me to say that 
whatever I might hear should be safe within me. But I 
am no more than a poor spearman, and this young pa- 
trician can do much more than I. Let him done hear 
and execute your commands." 

" Be it so," said the prisoner, a second time embracing 
him ; " I would not willingly expose you to any needles^ 
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danger ; and yet I see not what danger there is in all that 
I have to ask." 

With this the old spearman withdrew ; and being left 
alone with Thraso, I took his hand, and sitting down 
beside him on his pallet, shortly explained to him the 
circumstances under which I had come thither. 

'' Young sir/' said he, *' I know not what is about the 
sound of your voice, and the frankness of your de- 
meanour, that makes me feel confidence enough to 
intrust you with a certain thing, which concerns not 
myself, nor any hope of mine, for that were little — ^but 
the interests of one that is far dearer to me than 1 can 
express, and who, I hope, will live many happy days upon 
earth, after I shall have sealed my belief in the message 
of God by blood that has of old been exposed a thousand 
times to all mortal perils, for the sake of things whereof I 
have long perceived the worthlessness. But a very short 
while ago, and I might have executed this thing for my** 
self; but weakness overcame me at the moment of 
parting, and I forgot till it was too late." 

*' If it be any thing which you would have me convey 
to any one, say where [ may find the person," I said , ** and 
be assured I shall deliver it in safety." 

" Sir," he proceeded, " it is even so ; I have here with 
me certain writings, which I have carried for these 
twenty years continually in my bosom. Among these 
is one of the sacred books of the faith for which I am to 
die, and I would fain have it placed in the hands of one 
to whom I know it will be dearest of all, for the sake of 
that which it contains ; but, I hope dear also for the sake 
of him that bequeaths it. Will you seek out a certain 
Roman lady, and undertake to give into her own hands, 
in secret, the scroll which I shall give you ?" 

" I will do my endeavour," said I ; " and if I cannot 
find means to execute your command, I shall destroy tl» 
book with my own hands before I quit Rome-— for my 
stay here is uncertain." 

'* If you cannot find means to do what I ask safely," he 
replied, "" I do not bid you destroy the book— tAa^ is 
yotirs, to do with as it shall seem good to you— 4>ut I con- 
jure you to read it before you throw it away. Nay, even 
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as it is, I conjure you to read it before you seek to giro 
it to her ^hose name I shall mention." 

^ Old man," said I, " almost I believe that I already 
know her name, and more besides. If.it be so that I 
have conjectured aright, be assured that all you ask shall 
be fulfilled to the letter ; be assured also, that I would 
die with you to-morrow, rather than live to be the cause 
or instrument of any evil thing to her that but now visited 
you in your dungeon." 

** Alas !" cried the old man, starting up, «* lay not this 
also. Oh Lord I upon my head. Let the old bear 
witness — but let the young be spared, to serve thee in 
happier years upon the earth !* • 

*' Be not afraid," said I ; "if it was Athanasia, no one 
suspected it but myself; and 1 have already told you that 
I would die rather than bring evil upon her head." 

" Yes," he answered, after a pause — ^" it was, indeed, 
Athanasia. Yes, young man, who is it but she that would 
have left the halls of nobles, and the couches of peace, to 
breathe at midnight the air of a dungeon, that she might 
■dace the last moments of a poor man, and, save the bond 
of Christ, of a stranger \i But if you have known her 
before, and spoken with her before, then surely she must 
indeed be safe in your hands. You know where she 
dwells — ^that I myself know not. Herq is the scroll, from 
which that noble maiden has heard my humble voice 
essay to expound the words of eternal life. I charge you 
to approach her with reverence, and give, into her own 
hands my dying bequest ; yet, as I have said, deliver it 
not to her till you have yourself read what it contains." 

" Christian," said I, placing the writing in my bosom, 
" have no fear — I will read your book, and ere two nights 
have gone over my head, I shall find means to place it in 
the hands of Athanasia ; and now, farewell." 

^ Nay, not yet, for the last time. Will you not come 
in the morning and behold the death of a Christian?" 

** Alas r said I, " what will it avail that I should torture 
myself with looking on the shedding of your blood ? The 
prince may have reason to regard you as an offender 
against the state; but I have spoken with you in vour 
solitude, and I know that your heart is noble. Would to 
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heaven, that by going thither I could avert your fate I but 
that is in your own hands, and though die you will, why 
should I see you die ?** 

" Methinks, lir/' he replied, " it may be weakness ; but 
yet methinks it would give me some further comfort in 
ray dfeath to know that there was at least one Roman 
there who would not see me die without pity ; and be- 
sides, I must have you constrain yourself, that you may 
be able to carry the tidings of my departure to her of 
whom ^«e have spoken. Her prayers will be with me, 
but not her eyes. You must tell Athanaaia the manner 
of my death*" 

".For that cause," said I, ** I will constrain myself, and 
be present in the amphitheatre." 

" Then, farewell," said he ; " and yet go not. In 
whatsoever faith you live, in whatsoever faith you die, 
the blessing of an old man and a Christian can do you no 
harm." So saying, the old man stood up, and leaning his 
hand on my head as I sat, pronounced over me a blessing 
which I never shall forget., " The Lord bless thee — ^the 
Lord enlighten thy darkness — the Lord plant his seed in 
thy^nd heart — the Lord give thee also to die the death 
of a Christian 1" 

When he had said so, he sat down again ; and I de- 

Earted greatly oppressed in spirit, yet feeling, I know not 
ow or why„as I would rather have lost many merry 
days than that dark and sorrowful hour in the prison of 
this old man. . The soldiers in the guard-room were so 
much engaged in their different occupations, that they 
heeded me not as I stepped silently to the gate ; and I was 
soon out of sight of their flaming watch-fires, and far from 
the sounds of that noisy mirth of theirs, which contrasted 
so strangely with the mournful silence of the dungeon I 
had quitted. 

There was something in the total silence of the proud 
Roman streets — ^in their dreary and heavy desertedness — 
that accorded far better with the feelings of myjnind as 
I walked along ; and I ruminated on all that I had seen 
and heard, without being disturbed by any sight or sound 
of life, or the excitation of life. Wherever there is 
shadow there is also brightness ; but the uniform face of 
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the gray twilight admits of no bold contrasts of the deep 
and the dazzling ; and it is then that the mind ^Iso caQ 
best array itself in the calm sobriety of. contemplation. 
It was not« indeed, the first time that I had thought of 
death ; but it was the first time that I had been in the 
presence of a human being foreseeing distinctly, and 
quietly awaiting, the termination of bis mortal existence ; 
and I could not help asking of myself, with a certain 
fearful anxiety, how, under similar circumstances of 
terror, I should have myself been able to sustain my 
spirits ; to what resources I should, in such a moment, 
look for the support which seemed to have been vouchr . 
safed so abundantly to this old man ; by what chari||| \ 
fine — ^by what tenet of phil(5sophy, or by what hope 6\ 
religion, I should in the midst of life be able to reconcile 
myself to a voluntary embrace of death. To avoid 
disgrace, indeed, and dishonour, said I, I think 1 could be 
Roman enough to dare the worst ; but this poor tnan is 
willing to die rather than acknowledge, by one offering 
on the altar, the deities in whose worship all bis Greek 
ancestors have been trained ; yet who, except perhaps a 
few obscure individuals that have adopted the same new 
superstition, would think this man dishonoured by re- 
turning to the religion of his fathers ? ,Deep indeed must 
be his conviction of the truth of that which .he professes 
to believe ; serious indeed must be his faiths and high his 
trust. I could not help sometimes thinking to myself, 
what if, after all, his faith should be true and his trust 
wise! The thoughts of the gentle Athanasia, too, were 
not unmingled with my meditations concerning the heroic 
demeanour of Thraso; and I felt within myself some 
obscure presentiment, that from her lips I should yet 
receive explanation of all, which at that moment appenred 
to me to be so much enveloped in mystery. 

Musing and meditating thus, it was no wonder that I, 
who knew so little of Rome, should have soon wandered 
from the straightway to the home of m^ kinsman. In 
truth, but that I at last caught at the turning of a street a 
glimpse of the Flavian Amphitheatre, which I had before 
passed on my way from the feast of Bubellia — and of 
which I had been hearing and thinking so much during my 
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visit to the quarters of the Prtaeorians — I might, perhaps, 
have beenl ong enough of discovering whereabouts I was. 
1 had a pretty accurate notion of the way from that grand 
edifice to the house of Licinius, and therefore moved 
towards it immediately, intending to pass straight down 
from thence into the Sacred Way. But wlien I came 
close to the amphitheatre, I found that, surrounded on all 
sides by a city of sleep and silence, that region was 
already filled with all manner of noise. and tumult, in 
consequence of the preparations which had begun to be 
made for the spectacles of the succeeding day. The east 
was just beginning to be streaked with the first faint 
t^luihes of morning ; but the torches and innumerable lan- 
terns, in the hands of the different workmen and artificers 
employed there, threw more light than was sufficient no 
give me an idea of all that was going forward. On one 
side, the whole way was blocked up with a countless 
throng of wagons : the conductors of which, almost all 
of them Ethiopians and Numidians, were lashing each 
other's horses, and exchanging, in their barbarous tongues, 
violent outcries of, I doubt not, more barbarous wrath and 
execration. The fearful bellowings that resounded from 
any of the wagons which happened to be set in motion 
amid the choking throng intimated that savage beasts 
were confined within them ; and when I had discovered 
this, and then regarded the prodigious multitude of the 
wagons, I cannot say what horror came over me at 
thinking what cruel sights, and how lavish in cruelly, were 
become the favourite pastimes of the most refined of 
people. 1 recognised the well-known short deep snort 
of the wild-boar, and the long hollow bark of the wolf; 
but a thousand fierce sounds, mingled with these, were 
equally new and terrific to my e.irs. One voice, ho»^ever, 
was so grand in its notes of sullen rage, that I could not 
help asking a soldier, who sat on horseback near me, from 
what wild beast it proceeded. The man answered that 
it was a lion ; but then what laughter arose among some 
of the rabble, that had overheard my interrogation ; and 
what contemptuous looks were thrown upon me by. the 
naked negroes, who sat grinning in the torch-light, on the 
tops of their carriages! Then one or two of the soldiers 
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would be compelled to ride into the midst of the confiuion, 
to separate some of these wretches, fighting with their 
whips about precedence in the approaching entrance to 
the amphitheatre ; and then it seemed to me that the 
horses could not away with the strong sickly smell of some 
of the beasts that were carried there, for they would 
prance and caper, and rear on end, and snort as if panic- 
struck, and dart themselves towards the other side ; while 
some of the riders were thrown off in the midst of the 
tumult, and others, with fierce and strong bits, coo^prflad 
the frightened or infuriated animals to endure the thing 
they abhorred — in their wrath and pride, forcing them 
even nearer than was necessary to the hated wagons. 
In another quarter, this close-mingled pile of carts and 
horses was surmounted by the enormous heads of ele* 
phants, thrust high up into the air, some of them with their 
huge lithe trunks lashing and beating (for they too, as you 
have beard, would rather die than snuff in the breath of 
these monsters of the woods), while the tiara'd heads of 
their leaders would be seen tossed to and fro by the con* 
tortions of those high necks, whereon for the most part 
they had their sitting-places. There was such a cry of 
cursing, and such a sound of whips and cords, and such 
blowing of horns, and whistling and screaming, and all 
this mixed with such roaring, and bellowing, and howling 
from the savage creatures within the caged wagons, that 
I stood, as it were, aghast and terrified, by reason of the 
tumult that was round about me. 

I went in, however, for a moment, to the amphitheatre 
itself, by a little side-way, admission to ^hich was afforded 
to me in return for a few pence. Here, as yet, all things 
were in order, for the hour had not yet come for giving 
the wild beasts entrance to the several huge dens, or 
cages, prepared for them along one side of the areqa. A 
few carpenters only were seen in one comer, erecting a 
sort of low stage, and singing merrily at their work, of 
whom I made inquiry conceniing the purpose of that 
which they were setting up ; whereupon one of these fel- 
lows also began to jeer and to laugh, saying, " Whence 
come you, good sir, that you do not know a common scaC- 
fold when you see it ? It is surely not the first time that 
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a Christian has had his head chopped off in this amphi- 
theatre." 

" By Pluto, I am not so sure about that matter," quoth 
another. " I don't know whether any of the dogs were 
ever beheaded here or not ; if they have been, I can only 
say it was better than they deserved.** 

•* There spoke a true man,^ cries a third. " I say with 
the old Flavian boys, that beheading is too pretty a death 
for a Jew, any day of the year. No, no ; keep beheading 
for 'Romans — let citizens have their own. Things are 
come to a pretty pass nowadays, when they show us 
nothing but lions against lions, and tigers against tigers. 
By Jove, I would rather see one of those misbelieving 
atheists set right before the mouth of a true Getulian lion's 
cage, and hear his bones cracked ere all be over, — I say, 
I would rather see that, than fifty of your mere beast- 
fights." 

" After all," rejoined the first, " it must be allowed that 
Domitian had a fine eye for the amphitheatre.*' 

'* Who doubts it ?'* says the other. " Rome has never 
seen any thing that deserved to be called a show since he 
was killed by that low pack of sneaking traitors. They 
say Nero was still better at that sort of work ; but * let the 
skinless Jew believe,* as the saying is, seeing is believing 
with me. I desire to see no better sport than poor Do- 
mitian gave us the very week before his death. We shall 
never live to see his like again !" 

" Come, boys," rejoins one of the rest ; « don*t speak so 
despairingly nd^ther. I had begun to think that these 
good princes, as tifby call them, would never show us a 
bit of real sport again at all. Now, this is at least 
something. Slowly and surely, as they say. Who can tell 
what may follow ? and besides, if the worst come to the 
worst, we shall still have lions against lions, tigers against 
tigers, Dacians against Dacians, and now and then a Jew 
or a Christian, or whatever you please to call him, ex- 
hibited sdtis on such a stage as this. Come, come, don't 
make matters worse than they are." 

The coarse laughter of these men, and the cold heart- 
lessness of their discourse, sickened my very soul ; and I 
remember, as if it were but yesterday^ the loatbijpg witb^ 
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which I turned from them. The filthy niffiaos showed 
that they knew well enough I was displeased with them, 
and I half-regretted, as I strode away trom them, the want 
of that Prsetorian helmet, which I well knew would haTe 
effectually preserved me from the insolence of their mirth. 
Howbeit, I was too well pleased to gain a distance at 
which I could no longer be troubled with them, and 
walked with rapid steps along the wide streets, over the 
tall buildings of which the light of the morning was now 
beginning to shine red and broad ; while the air, being 
agitated with a quick and strong breeze, refreshed my 
cheeks and temples as I moved onward whereof, isdeea, 
I had need, being heated with the glare and noise froih 
which 1 had escaped, and faint withal, after the manner 
of the young, from the want of sleep. 



CHAPTER XL 

I WAS admitted into the house by Dromo, who seemed 
to have been looking out for me ; for he opened the door 
almost before I had time to knock at it. He regarded 
me as I entered with a very cunning face ; insomuch that 
I comprehended, without difficulty, he believed me to 
have spent the night in some scene of debauch ; but he, . 
nevertheless, attended me, without saying a word, into 
my chamber. He then assumed a countenance of great 
reflection, and advised me, with much appearance of 
friendly concern, to go to bed, even although I could not 
stay long there ; " because," said he, " you wjU feel much 
fresher when you get up; and let me tell you, you must 
be up early, for I have already been with Licinius, who 
intends to send Sextus with a present to the fair Lady 
Rubellia immediately after breakfast ; and you may be 
sure Sextus will insist on your company, for he can do 
nothing without you. Ah ! had it not been for a certain 
pretty creature that I could name, the youne gentleman 
would not, I am confident, have permitted you to be 
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going the rouodff in this way by yourself. But I take it 
something amiss, and shall tell him so, that he did not de- 
pute me (who am not particularly enamoured of any 
young lady just at present) to go with you, and take care 
of your safety. I only wonder how you have got home 
BO well, as it is»" 

" Indeed,'* said I, " good Dromo, I cannot help wonder- 
ing a little at that part of it myself— for I have' been all 
through the city^ and lost my way half a dozen times 
over, and yet here you see I am." 

" The more reason," quoth the slave, " that you should 
send tome nice little offering to Mercury's temple over 
the way, in the morning — a few sesterces will be quite 
handsome--«-and if you have no objections I shall willingly 
take care of them for you. Mercury, as all men will tell 
you, is the great guardian of all that travel about in the 
dark; and besides, he is himself the patron of all love ex- 
peditions. But, to say the truth, you are not the only 
person that owes a gift to that shrine ; for the worthy 
sage Xerophrastes — he, too, has been a night-traveller as 
well as you — and he has not yet come in. I have my 
doubts whether, when he does so, he will be as sober as 
you are — ^but I must take care to be at my post, and admit 
him in silence, for the time is not yet come to blow his 

Crivate doings. Trust me, this is not the only vagary I 
ave set down to his account — all in good time — all in 
good time. But what says my master V alerius touching 
the offering to the great god Hermes ?" 

I saw by the expression of the knave's face that it was 
necessary the sesterces should be forthcoming ; though I 
bad my doubts whether he would have been satisfied 
with seeing them intrusted to any other hands than his 
own. 

" Here they are," said I, " my good Dromo ; and remem- 
ber, that although Mercury, among other things, is the 
god of thieves also, he will not be well pleased if you 
curtail his offering." 

" Never mind," answered the varlet, as he was shuf- 
fling out of the room, " never mind — Mercury and 1 under- 
stand each other of old. Go you to bed, and try to get 
a little of your own old British red into your cheeks 
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again ; ibr Licinias has a hawk's eye, and will be sore to 
have his suspicions, if he see you come down with such a 
haggard wo-begone look as you wear just at present You 
must remember you have not a long beard to cover baU* 
your face, and all youf iniquities, like the venerable Xero- 
pbrastes." 

So saying, he left me to my couch, indeed, but not to 
slumber ; for busy thoughts kept me broad awake, tttl, 
after the lapse of perhaps an hour, young Sextus entered 
my apartment, already arrayed with more than usual 
elegance, to execute, however unwillingly, the message of 
his father. He had in his hand a small casket of open 
ivory-work, which he flung down on my bed, saymg^ 
*« Get up, my dear Valerius, and save me at least from tl^ 
pain of going alone, with these gewgaws, to this rich ladv. 
Would to Heaven my father would marry her himself, 
and then I should have no objection to carry as many 
caskets for him as he pleases. But do you get up and 
assist me ; and as we go along, you shall tell me wl^t 
you have seen and beard in company with your jovial 
Prsetorian." 

I was soon ready, and ascended, along with my young 
friend, a splendid chariot, which Licinius had commanded 
to be ready for our conveyance. I told him shortly, aa 
we glided through the streets, as much as I judged it ex- 
pedient to be made known concerning the events of the 
preceding night; and, in particular, when 1 perceived 
that our charioteer was making a long circuit, in order to 
avoid the neighbourhood of the Amphitheatre of Vespa- 
sian, I could not help expressing to him the effect which 
had been produced in my mind by my casual inspectk>u 
of the preparations made- therein for the festival of the 
day. 

" I am afraid,'' said he, after hearing my story, *♦ that if 
such have been your feelings, in seeing some of the pre- 
parations alone, you will scarcely be willing to witness 
the exhibition itself; and yet I would fain have you to 
overcome your aversion, both because, whatever you 
may think of the propriety or impropriety of such things, 
it is not fitting that you should go away from Rome with-: 
out once, at least, seeing with your own eyes how they 
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«re actually conducted ; and more particularly, because I 
much suspect Rubellia intends to be present at the festival 
-^in ^hich case I should be sorry to be compelled to 
attend upon her without you ; and as to leaving her at 
the gate of the amphitheatre, that, you know, would be 
quite impossible, unless I wished openly to contradict the 
wishes of my father.'* . 

I did not think it fitting to inform young Sextus of the 
promise under which I had already come, to be present at 
this great show, for purposes very different from those of 
paying attention to Rubellia, or shielding him from the 
necessity of spending a whole morning alone with her ; 
but to set his mind at rest, I assured him he should not 
want any comfort my presence could afford him ; although 
not without, at the same time, expressing my astoni^- 
ment that he should consider it at all probable a lady so 
delicate as Rubellia would choose to sit among the spec- 
tators of an exhibition so abounding in circumstances of 
cruelty. 

** Nay, nay," answered he, " as for that matter, there is 
scarcely a lady in Rome that would be more scrupulous 
on that head than my gay widow ; and to tell you the 
truth, one of the things that makes me most unwilling to 
go myself, is the fear that Sempronia also may be there ; 
and, perhaps, when she sees me with Rubellia, give cre- 
dence to some of the reports which have been circulated 
(not without my father's assent, I think, if all were known) 
concerning this odious marriage, which I swear to you 
shall never take place, although Licinius were to drive me 
from his door, and adopt a stranger in room of me." 

" In good truth, Sextus," I made answer, " if Sempronia 
thinks there is any thing !^eri6us between the widow and 
you, she must think you a pretty rascal, for the violent lopire 
you made to herself the whole of the day we were at the 
villa. But I am sure she will easily perceive, by your coun- 
tenance, that you do not regard Rubellia, handsome as she 
is, with any extraordinary admiration ; whereas if you were 
not conscious of it, I am sure she must have been so — there 
was never a face of more passionate love than yours, all 
the time you were in her company. And even now, the 
very mention of her name calls a glow into your cheeks, — 
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yes, and even into your eyes, — ^that I think wouM flatter 
Rubellia, could she excite such another, more than all 
the jewels of all the caskets your father will ever send to 
her/' 

*' Distract me not, oh Valerius I" said the youth, inter- 
rupting me — *' distract me not with speaking of that tM 
lovely and, I fear, too scornful giri. Do you not perceive 
that we have at last struck into the Suburra, and are 
quite near to Rubellia's house?" 

** Indeed and so we are," said I, looking out of the car- 
riage. '* I suspect you are quite right in thinking she 
means to be present at the amphitheatre, for there is a 
crowd, see you, of urchins assembled all about her gate, 
and I perceive it is a brilliant group of equipages that has 
attracted them. Of a surety, she proposes to go thither 
in all her splendour." 

" Good heavens!" replied he, "I believe all the world 
is to be there. I donH remember ever to have passed so 
many gay chariots in my life ; and as for the rabble, see 
what a stream of heads continues pouring down out of 
every alley along the street. My only hope is, that Rubellia 
may arrive too late for the best situations, and perhaps 
disdain to ivitness the spectacle from any inferior part 
of the amphitheatre; and yet she must have interest no 
doubt to have secured herself good accommodation be- 
forehand." 

He had scarcely said so when our chariot stopped, 
and we just descended from it in time to meet Rubellia 
stepping down from her portico with a gay cluster of 
attendants all about her. On seeing us, however, she 
immediately beckoned with her finger, and said, *• Oh ! 
are you come at last ? Well, I must take Valerius along 
with myself, for I insist upon it that I shall be better able 
to point out to him what is worthy of his notice than any 
one of my company ; and you, Sextus Licinius, come you 
also into my chariot — we will not separate you from your 
Orestes." She said so with an air of sprightly ease and 
indifference, and immediately sprung into the carriage. 
An elderly lady, with a broad merry face, went into it 
also, bat there was still room for Sextus and myself; and 
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as far the rest of the party, they followed us in the other 
carriages that were waiting behind that of Rubellia. 

The crowds by this time had accumulated in the street 
to such an extent that our horses could not advance other- 
wise than at a very leisurely pace ; but the noise of the mul- 
titude as they rushed along, and the tumult of expectation 
visible on every countenance, prevented us from thinking 
of any thing but the approaching festival. The variety, 
however, and great splendour of the equipages around 
us, could not but attract some portion of my attention. 
Now it was an open chariot, it may be drawn by three 
or four milk-white Thessalian horses abreast, in which 
reclined some gorgeous female, blazing all over with 
jewelry, with a cluster of beautiful boys or girls around 
her, administering odours to her nostril ; and perhaps 
some haughty knight or senator now and then offering 
the more precious refreshment of his flattery to her ear. 
Then, perhaps, would come rumbling along a close 
clumsy wagon, of the old-*fashioned matronly sort, stuck 
quite full of the members of some substantial plebeian 
family — the fat, comfortable-looking citizen, and his de- 
mure spouse, sitting well back on their cushions, and having 
their knees loaded with a joyous and exulting progeny 
of little lads and lasses, v^Jhose faces would every now 
and then be thrust half out of the window, in spite of the 
frown of the father and the mother's tugging at their skirts. 
And then again there might be heard a cry of " Place, 
place," and a group of lictors would be discovered, shoving 
everybody aside with their rods, to clear the passage be- 
fore the litter of some dignified magistrate, who, from 
pride or gout, preferred that species of motion to the jolt- 
ing of a chariot. Such a portly person as this would soon 
be hurried past us, in virtue of the obsequience enforced 
by his attendants, but not before we had time to observe 
the richness of the silken cushions on which he lay ex- 
tended, and the sweetness of the cloud of perfumes that 
was hovering about him, or yet the air of majesty with 
which he submitted himself to the fan of the favoured 
freedman, whose business it was to keep. those authorita- 
tive cheeks free from the contamination of common ple- 
beian dust and flies. Anon, a jolly band of young gallants 
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on horseback would come pushing rapidly along, to not 
a few of whom the fair Rubellia would vouchsafe her salu- 
tation as they passed. But wherever the carriage was 
stopped for an instant, by reason of the crowding together 
of all this multitude, it was wonderful to see the number 
of old emaciated men and withered hags that would 
make their way close up to the windows, and begin call- 
ing upon Rubellia, and all her attendants, to give them 
money to purchase a single' morsel of food. The widow 
herself leaned back on these occasions, as if to avoid the 
sight of these poor creatures ; but she pointed with her 
finger to a bag of small coin that hung in a comer of 
the chariot, and from it Sextus distributed abundantly tb 
the one side and 1 to the other ; and yet it was impossible 
to give to every one ; insomuch that we were surrounded 
all the way with a mingled clamour of benedictions from 
those that had received, and execrations from those that 
had got nothing, and noisy ever-renewed solicitations from 
that ever-swelling army of mendicants. At last, however, 
we arrived in sa^ty at the western gate of that proud 
amphitheatre — the same around which I had, the night, 
before, witnessed that scene of tumultuous preparation. 
One of the officers in waiting there no sooner descried 
the equipage of Rubellia than he caused a space to be 
laid open for her approach, and himself advanced, witji 
great civility, to hand her into the interior of the amphi- 
theatre; but she whispered to Sextus and me by no 
means to separate from her in the crowd, although, indeed, 
the care we were obliged to take of (he old lady that was 
with her might have been sufficient pledge that we could 
not be removed to any considerable distance. 

Behold me, therefore, in the midst of the Flavian 
amphitheatre, and seated, under the wing of this luxu- 
rious lady, in one of the best situations which the range of 
benches set apart for the females and their company 
afforded. There* was a general silence in the place at the 
time we entered and seated ourselves, because proclama- 
tion had just been made that the gladiators, with whose 
combats the exhibition of the day was appointed to com- 
mence, were about to enter upon the arena, and show 
themselves in order to the people. As yet, however, they 
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had not come forth from that place of concealment to 
which so many of their number were, of necessity, des- 
tined never to return; so that I had leisure to collect my 
thoughts, and to survey for a moment, v^ithout disturbance, 
the mighty and most motley multitude, piled above, be- 
low, and on every side around roe, from the lordly sena- 
tors, on their silken couches, along the parapet of the 
arena, up to the impenetrable mass of plebeian heads 
which skirted the horizon, above the topmost wall of the 
amphitheatre itself. Such was the enormous crowd of 
human beings, high and low, assembled therein, that when 
any motion went through their assembly, the noise of their 
rising up or sitting down could be likened to nothing, 
except, perhaps, the far-off sullen roaring of the illimitable 
sea, or the rushing of a great night-wind among the 
boughs of a forest. It was the first time that I had ever 
seen a peopled amphitheatre — nay, it was the first time 
that I had ever seen any very great multitude of men 
assembled together within any fabric of human erection ; 
so that you cannot doubt there was, in the scene before 
.me, enough to impress my mind with a very serious feel- 
ing of astonishment — not to say of veneration. Not less 
than eighty thousand human beings (for such they told 
me was the stupendous capacity of the building), were 
here met together. Such a multitude can nowhere be 
regarded, without inspiring a certain indefinite, indefinable 
sense of majesty ; least of all, when congregated within 
the wide sweep of such a glorious edifice as this, and sur- 
rounded on all sides with every circumstance of ornament 
and splendour, befitting an everlasting monument of 
Roman victories, the munificence of Roman princes, and 
the imperial luxury of universal Rome. Judge, then, with 
what eyes of wonder all. this was surveyed by me, who 
had but of yesterday, as it were, emerged from the soli- 
tary stillness of a British valley — who had been accui* 
tomed all my life to consider as among the roost impres- 
sive of human spectacles, the casual passage of a few 
scores of legionaries, through some dark alley of a wood 
or awe-struck village of barbarians. 

Trajan himself was already present, but in nowise, 
except from the canopy over his ivory chair, to be dis- 
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tfiiguished from the other consul that sat over-against 
him ; tall, neTertheless, and of a surety very majestic in 
his demeanour; grave, sedate, and benign in counte- 
nance, even according to the likeness vhich you have 
seen upon his medals and statues. He was arrayed in a 
plain gown, and appeared to converse quite familiariy, 
and without the least affectation of condescension, with 
such patricians as had their places near him; among 
whom Sextus and Rubellia pointed out many remarkable 
personages to my notice : as, for example, Adrian, who 
afterward became emperor ; Pliny the orator, a man of 
very courtly presence, and lively, agreeable aspect ; andy 
above all, the historian Tacitus, the worthy son-in-law of 
our Agricola, in whose pale countenance 1 thought I could 
easily recognise the depth, but sought in vain to discover 
any traces of the sternness, of his genius. Of all the then 
proud names that were whispered into my ear, could I 
recollect or repeat them now, how few would awaken 
any interest in your minds ! Those, indeed, which I 
have mentioned have an intei^est that will never die. 
Would that the greatest and the best of them all were to 
be remembered only for deeds of greatness and goodness I 

The proclamation being repeated a second time, a door 
on the right-hand of the arena was laid open, and a single 
trumpet sounded, as it seemed to me mournfully, while 
the gladiators marched in with slow steps, each man 
naked, except being girt with a cloth about his loins—* 
bearing on his left arm a small buckler, and having a 
short straight sword suspended by a cord around his 
neck. They marched, as I have said, slowly and stead- 
ily ; so that the whole assembly had full leisure to con- 
template the forms of the men ; while those who were, 
or who imagined themselves to be, skilled in the business 
of the arena, were fixing in their own minds ^^n such as 
they thought most likely to be victorious, and laying 
wagers concerning their chances of success, with as much 
unconcern as if they had been contemplating so many 
irrational animals, or rather indeed, I should say, so many 
senseless pieces of ingenious mechanism. The wide di- 
versity of complexion and feature exhibited among. these 
devoted athletes afforded at once a majestic idea of the 

Vol. I.— I 
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extent of the Roman empire, and a terrible one of the 
purposes to which that wide sway had too often been 
made subservient. The beautiful Greek, with a counte- 
nance of noble serenity, and limbs after which the sculp- 
tors of his country might have modelled their godlike 
symbols of graceful power, walked side by side with the 
yellow-bearded savage, whose gigantic muscles had been 
nerved in the freezing waves of the Elbe or the Danube, 
or whose thick strong hair was congealed and shagged on 
his brow with the breath of Scythian or Scandinavian 
winters. Many fierce Moors and Arabs and curled Ethi- 
opians were there, with the beams of the southern sunburnt 
in every various shade of swarthiness upon their skins. 
Nor did our own remote island want her representatives 
in the deadly procession ; for I saw among the armed 
multitude — and that not altogether without some feelings 
of more peculiar interest — two or three gaunt barbarians, 
whose breasts and shoulders bore uncouth marks of blue 
and purple, so vivid in the tints that I thought many 
months could not have elapsed since they must have been 
wandering in wild freedom along the native ridges of 
some Silurian or Caledonian forest. As they moved 
around the arena, some of these men were saluted by the 
whole multitude with noisy acclamations, in token, I 
supposed, of the approbation wherewith the feats of 
some former festival had deserved to be remembered. 
On the appearance of others, groans and hisses were 
heard from some parts of the^ amphitheatre, mixed 
with contending cheers and huzzas from others of the 
spectators. But by far the greater part were suffered to 
pass on in silence; this being in all likelihood the first 
(alas ! who could tell whether it might not also be the last) 
day of their sharing in that fearful exhibition ! 

Their masters paired them shortly, and in succession 
they began to make proof of their fatal skill. At first, 
Scythian was matched against Scythian — Greek against 
Greek — Ethiopian against Ethiopian — Spaniard against 
Spaniard ; and I saw the sand died beneath their feet 
with blood streaming from the wounds of kindred hands. 
But these combats, although abundantly bloody and ter- 
rible, were regarded only as preludes to the serious busi- 
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ness of the day, which consisted of duels between Euro- 
peans on the one side and Africans on the other ; wherein 
It was the wellnigh intransgressible law of the amphi- 
theatre, that at least one out of every pair of combatants 
should die on the arena before the eyes of the multitude. 
Instead of shrinking from the more desperate brutalities 
of these latter conflicts, the almost certainty of their fatal 
termination seemed only to make the assembly gaze on 
them with a more intense curiosity, and a more inhuman 
measure of delight. Methiuks I feel as if it were but of 
yesterday, when, sickened with the protracted terrors of 
a conflict that seemed as if it were never to have an 
end, although both the combatants were already covered 
all over with hideous gashes, 1 at last bowed down my 
head, and clasped my hands upon my eyes, to save them 
from the torture of gazing thereon further : and I had 
scarcely done so, when Rubellia laid her hand upon my 
elbow, whispering, "Look, look, now look," in a voice of 
low steady impatience. I did look, but not to the arena : 
no, it was upon the beautiful features of that woman*)! 
face that I looked ; and truly it seemed to me as if they 
presented a spectacle almost as fearful as that from which 
I had just averted mine eyes. I saw those rich lips 
parted asunder, and those dark eyes extended in their 
sockets, and those smooth cheeks suffused with a stead- 
fast blush, and that lovely bosom swelled and glow- 
ing ; and I hated Rubellia as I gazed, for I knew not 
before how utterly beauty can be brutalized by the throb- 
bings of a cruel heart. But I looked round to escape 
from the sight of her ; and then the hundreds of females 
that I saw with their eyes fixed, with equal earnestness, 
on the same spot of horrors, taught me, even at the mo- 
ment, to think with more charity of that pitiless gaze of 
one. 

At that instant all were silent, in the contemplation of 
the breathless strife ; insomuch that a groan, the first that 
had escaped from either of the combatants, although low 
and reluctant, and half- suppressed, sounded quite dis- 
tinctly amid the deep hush of the assembly, and being 
constrained thereby to turn mine eyes once more down- 
ward, I beheld that, at length, one of the two bad re- 
ceived the sword of his adversary quite through his body, 
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and had sunk before him upon the sand. A beautifdl 
young man was he that had received this harm, with fair 
hair, clustered in glossy ringlets upon his neck and brows ; 
but the sickness of his wound was already visible on his 
drooping eyelids, and his lips were pale, as if the blood 
had rushed from them to the untimely outlet. Neverthe- 
less, the Moorish gladiator who had fought with him had 
drawn forth again his weapon, and stood there awaiting 
in silence the decision of the multitude, whether at once 
to slay the defenceless youth, or to assist in removing 
him from the arena, if perchance the blood might be 
stopped from flowing, and some hope of recovery even 
yet extended to him. Hereupon there arose, on the 
instant, a loud voice of contention ; and it seemed to me 
as if the wounded man regarded the multitude with a 
proud and withal contemptuous glance, being aware, 
without question, that he had executed all things so as to 
deserve their compassion, but aware, moreover, that even 
had that been freely vouchsafed to him, it was too late 
for any hope of safety. But the cruelly of their faces, it 
may be, and the loudness of their cries, were a sorrow to 
him, and filled bis dying breast with loathing. Whether 
or not the haughtiness of his countenance had been ob- 
served by them with displeasure, 1 cannot say ; but so it 
was, that those who had cried out to give him a chance of 
recovery were speedily silent, and the emperor, looking 
round, and seeing ail the thumbs turned ^downward (for 
that is, you know, the signal of death), was constrained to 
give the sign, and forthwith the young man, receiving 
again without a struggle the sword of the Moor into his 
gashed bosom, breathed forth his life, and lay stretched 
out in his blood upon the place of guilt. With that a 
joyous clamour was uplifted by many of those that looked 
upon it, and the victorious Moor, being crowned with an 
ivy garland, was carried in procession around the arena 
by certain young men, who leaped down for that purpose 
from the midst of the assembly. In the mean time, those 
that had the care of such things dragged away, with a 
filthy hook, the corpse of him that had been slain ; and 
then raking up the sand over the blood that had fallen from 
him, prepared the place, with indifferent countenancesi^ 
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for some other cruel tragedy of the same kind, while 
all around me the spectators were seen rising from their 
places and saluting each other ; and there was a buzz of 
talking as universal as the silence had been during the 
combat ; some speaking of it, and paying and receiving 
money lost and won upon its issue ; some already laugh- 
ing merrily, and discoursing concerning other matters, 
even as if nothing uncommon had been witnessed ; while 
others again appeared to be entirely occupied with the 
martial music which ever struck up majestically at such 
pauses in the course of the cruel exhibition ; some beat- 
ing time upon the benches before them, others lightly 
joining their voices in unison with the proud notes of the 
trumpets and clarions. But as for RubeUia, she talked 
gayly with Sextus, inviting him to ridicule me along with 
her, for the strangeness of behaviour 1 had displayed. 

The sun by this had already mounted high in the 
heavens, and the glare became so intolerable that men 
could no longer fight on equal terms ; which being per- 
ceived, the emperor gave command to look after the wild 
beasts, and in the mean time (for I heard his voice dis- 
tinctly) to hold Thraso the Christian in readiness, and give 
warning to the Flamens that they should have their altar 
set forth. 



CHAPTER XII. 

After saying so, the emperor, attended by those im- 
mediately about his person, withdrew by his private 
method of access ; but Rubellia told me he had only 
gone to the Palatine by the subterraneous path, for the 
purpose of taking some refreshment, and that there was 
no doubt he would return in time to witness the remaining 
parts of the spectacle. This example, however, was fol- 
lowed in some sort by a great part of the spectators, for 
some departed altogether from the walls of the amphi- 
theatre, while many more were seen moving from place 

12 
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to place, crossing from one yomitory to another, and 

Eaying their respects to different parties of friends, who 
ad occupied places at a distance from them during the 
combats of the gladiators. In the mean time, certain 
servants of Trajan's household were observed giving di- 
rections in the arena to a great number of persons, who 
afterward began to distribute baskets of dried fish, breads 
and other eatables among such as chose to accept of 
them ; while viands of a more costly description were 
introduced among the wealthy by slaves and freed men of 
their own. Neither were the bearers of water-jars idle, 
nor such as make a trade of selling fruit and wine upon 
the Roman streets ; least of all, those whose traffic is io 
snow, for the purpose of cooling liquor ; of whom, I be- 
lieve, hundreds were scrambling in all quarters over the 
benches, and whistling shrilly as they moved, which is 
their method of signifying the presence of that in which 
they deal. 

Now the Lady Rubellia was not one of those who would 
ever leave her friends destitute of the means of refresh- 
ment on such an occasion^as this ; and accordingly, two or 
three of her household were soon with us, bearing jars 
of sweetmeats in their hands^ also divers baskets of fruit, 
and flasks of wine, with all the other appurtenances of a 
luxurious collation. We had scarcely begun to taste of 
these things, when. our attention was attracted by some 
one leaping with great activity from one row of benches 
to another, behind us ; and looking round, I discovered, 
with ease, the rosy countenance of Sabinus, whose anxiety 
to join us was, as I immediately suspected, the cause of 
all this violent exertion. An ordinary person would have 
sought some circuitous method of approach, rather than 
attempt the sheer 'descent from one of the stone parapeta 
which rose immediately in our rear; but the brawny 
limbs of the centurion shrunk not from that adventurous 
leap ; and, in a word, I soon found him seated beside us, 
and bowing and smiling to Rubellia with all his usual 
mixture of boldness and suavity. He delayed not long 
from participation in the delicacies that stood before us ; 
but, on the contrary, forthwith lifted up a goblet full of 
Falernian^ and halving set it to his lips,, drank dowa with> 
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out stopping, till he could see the very foundation of its 
interior gold. His fingers also soon became acquainted 
with the receptacles of fruit and confectionary ; and from 
the zealous attention he paid to their contents, I was half 
inclined to have some little suspicion that he might per- 
haps have remained in his original situation, had he not 
chanced to observe the slaves of Rubellia as they came up 
the vomitory with their comely-looking napkin-covered 
baskets upon their heads. As it was, his arrival was 
highly acceptable to all of us, except perhaps to Rubellia 
herself, who, I thought, looked as if she were not over- 
much pleased with the interruption his mirthful talk 
occasioned to the conversation on which she had been 
endeavouring to fix the attention of Licinius. 

For that, however, another interruption, no less effect- 
ual, had been already prepared in another part of the 
assembly, from which the sage Xeropbrastes had for some 
time, I doubt not, been casting eyes not less longing than 
those of the Prsstorian, on the banquet wherein we were 
sharing. There was such a crowd, however, immedi- 
ately below us, that I know not whether the philosopher 
would ever have been able to make his way to the coveted 
region where we sat, had it not been that we heard his 
voice in disputation, and entreated those that opposed his 
passage, if possible, to make room for him. The first 
glimpse we had of his countenance showed 'us that the 
squeezing of those about him had been giving him serious 
inconvenience; for his countenance was wonderfully 

Eurple, and the drops of perspiration stood visible on his 
aid front; insomuch that although we could not help 
smiling at his ruefulness of visage, it would have been 
excessively cruel to neglect giving our assistance to ex- 
tricate him from a plight apparently so agonizing. 

The persons to whom he was immediately addressing 
himself, moreover, seemed to be listening to him with 
such utter unconcern that it was impossible not to feel 
somewhat displeased with them, for treating so disre- 
spectfully one whom his gray hairs alone might have en* 
titled to at least some decent portion of courtesy. In vain 
did he represent to them (for we heard his strong voices 
distinctly every now and then, in spite of the tumult thai 
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surrounded him), that it was not for the sake of any per- 
sonal ease or convenience he was desirous of penetrating 
into an upper part of the amphitheatre. In vain did he 
seek to explain to them that it was the call of duty, and 
the sense of moral obligation, which instigated him to that 
difficult and perilous ascent. In vain did he reiterate 
•*My pupir — "my disciple" — "my young disciple" — 
" my scholar Sextus l/icinius" — " the son of Caius Li- 
cinius" — " the son of the great orator Caius Licinius is 
there, — and how can I permit myself to remain absent 
from him I" In vain did he enlarge upon the constancy 
of attention which philosophers owe to those who are 
placed by the hands of parents under their superintend- 
ence. In vain did he address himself to the pity of the 
young ; not less vainly did he appeal to the reason of the 
old, obtesting half the deities of Olympus to the purity of 
his motives, and the truth of his statements, — all were 
alike careless of him, his motives, his statements, his duties, 
his sufferings, and his desires. No sooner, however, did 
Sextus and I begin to show the interest we took in his 
situation, than Sabinus raised himself up on the bench, 
and called aloud on those that surrounded the old man, 
with a voice of much sternness and authority, to let him 
pass immediately at their peril. 

Many eyes were forthwith turned towards us; and 
whether it were the dignity and haughtiness of the cen- 
turion's own voice and attitude, or that his Praetorian garb 
alone gave him much weight in the assembly, the resist- 
ance whereby the stoic had been so long and so griev- 
ously obstructed was very soon relaxed, and Xerophrastes 
enjoyed an opportunity of almost entirely recovering his 
usual serenity of aspect before he reached us. The first 
thing he did was to accept of a goblet which I held out 
to him, and to drain it in a manner that would have done 
no discredit to the centurion himself; then he swal- 
lowed two or three great handfuls of grapes ; and then 
at length turning found, with much courtesy did he 
thank us all, but most of all the centurion, for the part 
he had taken in working out his deliverance from the 
hands, as he expressed it, of those inhuman and illiterate 
persons, enemies alikte to science and to virtue ; " while 
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you/' he continued, ''oh most brave and gallant war- 
rior, have shown that in your breast, as in that of Epami* 
Bondas of old — of Alexander himself indeed — and or y oar 
own illustrious Julius — the reverence of the Muses and of 
divine philosophy does not disdain to inhabit along with 
the ardour of active patriotism, and the spirit-stirHng de- 
lights of Mars." 

*^ Oh ! as for that," interrupted Rubellia, with a smile, 
'' all the world knows that Sabinus js quite a philosopher 
— he was just beginning a very learned harangue when 
we were attracted by your voice in the crowd ; and you 
have the more reason to thank him, because he was cut 
very unseasonably short, in consequence of the distress 
in which we perceived you." 

** Most noble lady !*' replied the stoic, " you know not 
how much you have delighted me ; from the first moment, 
indeed, that my eyes rested upon the countenance of your 
heroic friend, I suspected that he had subjected himself to 
some other discipline besides that of camps. I saw the 
traces of thought, lady — and serious contemplation. The 
mind can never exercise its faculties without conveying 
some symptoms of those internal operations to the exter- 
nal surface of the visage. The soul can never energize 
habitually without betraying its activity in the delicacy 
and acumen which the more elegant and susceptible parts 
of the corporeal frame acquire during those elaborate and 
mysterious processes of thought. I saw, therefore, and 
suspected. But what thanks are not due to you, for hav- 
ing so agreeably confirmed me in this happy suspicion \ 
Of a surety, the noise and tumuU of the camp are not so 
well adapted for the theoretic or contemplative life, as 
perfect leisure and retirement ; yet, who shall doubt that 
the soul of great energy can overcome all such disadvan- 
tages ? Who shall think that the spirit of Socrates did 
not eagerly philosophize during the campaign he served ? 
Who shall say that the Stagyrite must have suspended his 
acute although imperfect investigations, even although he 
bad accompanied his royal pupil across the Hellespont, 
and attended all the motions of his victorious army, instead 
of staying at home to teach the youth of Greece ? Who> 
finally," said he, casting his courteous eyea full on the 
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Praetorian, ** shall suspect but that this generous warrior 
has been effectually advancing the growth of philosophic 
science within his own mind at least, — ^if not composing 
works in his intervahi of leisure, destined hereafter to 
benefit and instruct the world, even although he may have 
been attending the flight of the Roman eagles from 
utmost Britain to the desert frontiers of the Parthian ?** 

" Nobody, indeed," replied the sportive lady, " nobody, 
indeed, who has enjoyed any opportunity of being ae* 
quainted with the centurion, can have any doubt oit that 
bead. Sabinus," she continued, turning towards him, 
**what philosophic treatise are you at present engaged 
with ? Come, now, speak out, and truly ; are you still 
busy with your ^tpt rm ^vTim t» etrrpa fittK^txy^* that you 
were quoting from the other night ? — or are you deep in 
* the delight of contemplation 7* — or — " 

" Not at all," quoth the centurion, interrupting her ; " I 
am only deep in love — ** 

Saying so, he laid his hand in a very tender fashion 
upon his breast, and even, as I thought, began to throw a 
little sentiment into his eyes ; but he had no opportunity 
of going on with his speech, for Xerophrastes had no 
sooner heard him utter the word love, than he imme* 
diately began to pour out a new rhapsody. 

" Love !" quoth he, " ha 1 love : in good sooth, a noble 
subject, and one concerning which not a few laudable 
treatises have been composed by the philosophers. Yet, 
without question, much remains to be done in this matter; 
and I should be most proud if the illustrious Sabinus 
would vouchsafe to me a perusal of his invaluable specu- 
lations. Without question," he continued, " you have 
commenced with a proper definition and division of the 
subject. You have distinguished between what is prop- 
erly called lovcy and the other more or less kindred affec- 
tions with which hallucinating writers have too often 
committed the error of confounding it. You have de- 
scribed, in the first place, the difference between it and 
the storgS^ or natural affection which parents have for 
their offspring— an affection in which not a few of the 

* '< Concerning the nature of the Bacchic itimalui.'* 
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irrational tribes appear (if physiology may be trusted) to 
us even superior to the human race." 

*' Hens, for example/' quoth the centurion, with a face 
of infinite gravity. 

" Even so — hens^" continued the sage ; " an apt illus- 
tration and an acute. I perceive, indeed, lady,** whispered 
he to Rubellia, *' that you have not deceived me concerning 
the attainments of this your noble friend — hens — a most 
acute illustration ! — See you now, O Sextus I" he went on, 
" it is not the characteristic of true philosophy to despise 
those illustrations which are drawn from the affairs of or- 
dinary life, and the common surfaces of things. No : it 
is rather her part to show forth her own intrinsic excel- 
lence and splendour, by raising that which is in itself low 
and customary, to unknown and unexpected dignity, by 
her methods of felicitous and beautifying application. See 
you, now, with what unexampled skill this hero — this phi- 
losopher, I should rather say — may I presume to add, 
this brother-philosopher ? — has illustrated the nature ofhve 
in this treatise of his, by introducing the domestic habits of 
your common household fowl ? Such things should not 
pass unheeded by the young aspirants to learning, because 
these, more than any other circumstances, may furnish 
them with encouragement to proceed in their course, by 
showing how many of the materials of philosophy lie 
everywhere under the eyes of the most common travel- 
ler of the path of life ; and how assuredly it is the fault of 
the individual himself, if he neglect the means of spiritual 
advancement which are sure to be afforded in whatever 
situation may chance to have been assigned to him." 

•* 1 beg your J)ardon for interrupting you," said Rubellia 5 
" but Sabinus has almost finished the grapes while you 
have been speaking ; and I would only just beg to suggest, 
that it is the fault of the individual Xerophrastes, if he 
neglects the means of corporal refreshment, which may 
yet be afforded him by what remains in the basket." 

** Most kind lady," resumed he, " your benevolence is 
worthy of your nobility. But you know not how much 
the philosophy I have embraced tends to lessen the natu- 
ral desires of man for such things as you allude to — nev- 
ertheless," he continued, " 1 will not refuse to partake yet 
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further of your bounty ; for, of a surety, I have been 
sorely dealt ^ith in the multitude, as yourselves wit- 



So saying, he took hold of the basket, and began to 
feel in the bottom of it, but found very little to his pur- 
pose ; for, to say the truth, the rest of the party had been 
almost as eager in their attentions to it as the jolly centurion 
himself A few slender bunches, notwithstanding, were 
still there, one of which the philosopher thrust into his 
mouth, and the rest he concealed beneath one of the folds 
of his huge mantle, until he should have made an end of 
his criticism on the imaginary treatise of the newly dubbed 
sage Sabinus. While he was busied in hemming and 
coughing, and other obvious and not to be mistaken 
preparations for a renewal of his harangue, I could with 
difficulty keep myself from laughing outright, so egre« 
giously was the natural language of the broad, jovial, and 
unreflective countenance of our worthy centurion at 
variance from the notion of his attainments and pursuits, 
which this merry lady had been amusing herself with in- 
stilling into the mind of the pedagogue. Rubellia herself, 
however, appeared to enjoy the thing far more keenly 
than either Sextus or I ; insomuch that I was afraid 
Xerophrastes would penetrate through the joke she was 
playing off upon him, before he had given himself his full 
swing in regard to the commendation of the Praetorian. 
But Sabinus on his side was, as it seemed, of opinion that 
he had already heard enough of such disquisitions; for he 
had scarcely seen out the last cup of Rubellia's Faler- 
nian, ere he began to give hints that he wished very much 
to descend into the arena, for the purpose of observing 
the animals about to be exhibfted, while they were yet in 
their cages. Xerophrastes, however, even when he had 
heard him signify this desire, appeared still to be resolved 
on considering him as one of the philosophic order of 
mankind ; for he at once offered to accompany him, say- 
ing that the visit was of course intended for the gratifica- 
tion of some scientific curiosity, and that therefore he 
should think himself extremely culpable did he neglect 
the opportunity of going along with him. 

** Come, come, then," quoth the good-natured Sabinus, 
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** since you will have it so, by all means prepare yoarself 
for the descent : but at least allow me to precede you, 
that there may be no risk of any more untimely obstruc- 
tions, such as you have already this day experienced.^ 

** Most assuredly, noble centurion," replied Xerophras- 
tes '* in this, as in all things, I shall be proud to be enu** 
merated among your followers. Sextus, my pupil, also,** 
be added, '< and his friend, will of a certainty accompany 
us, that they may benefit by our discourse, as well as by 
seeing whatever may be subjected to our observation." 

" Nay, my friend," said Rubellia, " that werp not quite 
fair, neither ; would you leave the ladies entirely by them- 
selves in the midst of the amphitheatre ? I hope Sextus 
Licinius, at least, will have the courtesy to remain with ua 
for our protection." 

So saying, she laid her hand on my companion's arm, 
with a look which satisfied me she was quite resolved 
not to part with him. The old lady who was with her 
then said something about the impropriety of leaving only 
on.e of the party to attend upon two females ; but 1 took 
advantage of her low tone to pretend ignorance of that 
which she had uttered, and immediately rose to accom- 
pany the centurion and Xerophrastes. 

** You had better go quickly," said Sextus, as we de- 
parted ; " for surely the interval of the spectacles must, 
by this time, be wellnigh at an end ; and if those that 
have gone out once begin to rush in again, you may per- 
haps have some diflSicuTty in regaining your places." 

" Give fear to the winds," quoth Sabinus ; " am not I 
with them, that know every lion-feeder in Rome by the 
head-mark ? and how do you suppose that there is any 
chance of the exhibition recommencing without my having 
sufiicient warning? It is not for nothing that I have lost 
and won so many thousand seslerces in the amphitheatre. 
No, no — I wish only as much respect were paid to ex- 
perience everywhere else as it is in the arena to your 
true old bettor. Alrei4y," he added, ** I perceive that 
half a dozen of those knowing characters down below, 
about the entrances to the dens, have detected me, even 
at this distance, and I know they are wondering very 
much among themselves that I have not yet descended 

Vol. I.— K 
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among them. They roust fancy my purse is in a rery 
poor state indeed, when Ixlon't seem to think it worth 
while to take even a single peeo at the beasts ere they 
are brought out of their cages. Come, Xerophrastes, my 
most worthy brother in philosophy, and you, my jolly 
fellow-voyager, Valerius, let us be alert, and move down- 
ward, else we may chance, when all is done, to arrive the 
day after Plataea.'' 

With that we began to descend with much alacrity, and, 
leaving the reluctant Sextus to his fate, were soon near 
to the margin of the arena. . We had no sooner arrived 
there than an old skin-dried limping Numidian, with a bit of 
lion's hide fastened round his loins — one who, from his 
leanness and blackness, had very much the appearance of 
having been baked to a cinder, — observed the centurion, 
and drew near to him with many nods, and significant grins 
of recognition. Sabinus, on his part, seemed noways back- 
ward to acknowledge this old acquaintance ; but, on the 
contrary, began to talk with him in a strange sort of broken 
dialect, which, as I afterward learned, was chiefly com- 
post of Punic vocables, — and all, I doubt not, concerning 
the business ()f the day. After this had lasted some minutes, 
he took Xerophrastes* and rtie by the hand, and* seemed to 
introduce us to the Numidian, who then desired us all to ' 
come down, and he would conduct us to a place where we 
should see something not unworthy of being seen. I was 
ju^t about to follow these directions when I felt my gown' 
seized from behind, and looking round, observed thai it 
was my faithful manBoto, who, from the heat and con- 
fusion of his aspect, appeared not to have come thither 
without a considei^ble struggle. Sabinus, seeing him, 
said, " Ah 1 my rAd friend Boto, how have you cdme to 
this par^ of the amphitheatre ? We must not leave you 
behind us, however ; of 'a Surety, you have never seen a 
lion-^you shall descend along with your master ;' and who 
knows but we may persuade Xerophrastes* that you also 
are a brother philosopher ?" ^ ' 

" Most noble master," replied the grateful slave, *• I s^w 
you and Valerius from the 'very topmost bench of the * 

Elace, where I have been sitting for the^e three hours with 
^romo, and. I no sooner saw you thqn I was determined 
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to draw near to you, if it were possible. To ^o from this 
place up to yonder quarter would perhaps be impossible ; 
out it is never a very difficult matter to go down in this 
world ; so, saving your presence, masters all, I trundled 
myself over the benches, and when heads were in my 
way, I e'en tnitidled fnyself over them too." 

'* It is well, good Briton," quoth the centurion — ^by this 
time we had crossed the arena, — ** and now prepare to 
exercise your eyes as well as you already have exer* 
cised your limbs ; for know, that very near to you is the 
abode of nobler animals than even your lord bath ever 
. observed." 

With this the old Numidian opened one of the iron 
doors looking in upon the arena, and having received 
some money from us, admitted us to the sight of a long 
flight of marble steps, which appeared to descend into the 
bowels of the earth, far below the foundation of the 
amphitheatre. 

^ Come ak>ng, masters," quoth be ; ** we had better m 
down this way, for we shall have a better view of the 
animals so than on the other side. My master, Sabinus^ 
will tell you all, that old A spar knows as much about 
these thiifgs as any Numidian in the place." 

'' Indeed, since my old friend Bisbal is gone," quoth the 
centurion, ^ there is not another of the whole set that is 
to be compared to you." 

" Ah !" replied Aspar, " Bisbal was a great man ; there 
is bot a feeder in Rome that is worthy to tie the latchet of 
his sandals, if he were alive." 

« Why, as to that," said the other, •* old Bisbal was very 
seldom worth a pair of sandals worth the tying, svhen he 
was alive ; but, come on, we have no greet leisure for 
talking now, and Aspar can, of a surety, show a lioa with 
any Bisbal that ever wielded*a whip. Come on." 

We soon reached a large vaulted place, apparently 
below the amphitheatre, the sides of which were almost 
entirely covered with^ron gratings, — while up and dowa 
the open space were strolling many strange groups of 
men,' connected in different capacities with the bloody 
spectacles of the arena. On on^ hand, we saw some of 
the gladiators, who had already been combating, walking 
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to and fro with restless and agitated steps, as if they had 
not yet been able to recover themselves from the violent 
state of excitement into which their combats had thrown 
them. Even of such as had been victorious, I observed 
that not a few partook in all these symptoms of uneasi- 
ness ; and the contrast thus exhibited to the proud and 
haughty mien of calmness they had so lately been display- 
ins affected me with a strange sense of the irrational and 
inhuman life these unhappy persons were condemned by 
folly or necessity to lead. The blood had forsaken the 
lips and cheeks of others, and from the fixed stare of their 
eyes, it appeared that Iheir minds were entirely withdrawn 
from every thing passing around them. Their limbs, so 
recently nerved to the utmost show of vigour, were now 
relaxed and unstrung, and they trod the marble-floor with 
heavy and straggling feet. But they that appeared to me 
to be in the most wretched state were such as, they told 
us, expected to be led forth shortly to contend with the 
wild beasts, in whose immediate vicinity they were now 
walking. The prospect of combating with a human op- 
ponent calls into action the fierceness and the pride of 
man ; but he that has to fight with a beast, how should he 
not be weighed down with the sense of mortal degrada- 
tion ; and how should the reason that is in him not fill 
him, in such a prospect, with dispiriting and humbling, 
rather than with strengthening and stimulating, thoughts ? 
Howbeit, the centurion, although the most good-na- 
tured of mankind, being rendered from custom quite 
callous to these things, immediately entered into con- 
versation with some of those unfortunates, in- a tone of 
coolness and unconcern that shocked me the more because 
it did not seem in the smallest degree to shock those to 
whom his words were addressed. Among other topics, 
he enlarged at much length«to one of them upon the best 
method of evading the attack of a tiger. 

" Look ye now," said he, " there are some that are al- 
ways for taking things, as they calMt, in good time, — these 
will be pointing their swords before the creature makes 
his spring ; but I have seen what comes of that, and so 
has old Aspar here, if he would be honest enough to con- 
fess it. The true way is, to watch his eye when he is 
Bitting; let him fairly fix upon his mark, and spring ; but 
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at the moment when he is taking his leap, then is the time 
for the gladiator to start aside, and have at him with a 
side-thrust. Your side-thrust is the only one I would lay 
an as upon." 

*^ It was always on the sideTthrust,'' quoth the grinning 
Aspar, — *' it was always on your cool steady side-thrust, 
the moment he had sprung, that the great Bisbal used to 
stake himself. Ha ! ha ! I was fond of the side-thrust in 
my day myself ; but I got a scratch once; witness my 
poor leg, masters, — and since then I am a poor feeder." 

'* I was always clear for the side-thrust,'' quoth Sabi- 
nus. '*'! never saw it fail but twice, and then, to be sure, 
the men died ; but they could have had no chance at all 
with the front-guard ; and it is always something," con- 
tinued he, clapping one of the poor expecting gladiators 
on the back, — *^ it is always something to have a chance. 
Be sure you try him with the side-thrust, if it come to 
your turn to-day." 

The poor creature — ^he also was an African — lifted up 
his head on being so addressed, and showed all his white 
teeth in a melancholy attempt at a smile ; but said not a 
word in reply, and forthwith became as downcast as ever 
again. But the centurion took little or no heed of the 
manner in which his advice tiad been received. He con* 
templated the man's figure for a moment, as if to form 
some judgment concerning the measure of his strength ; 
and after doing the like in regard to some of his com- 

E anions, commanded Aspar to show us where the prime 
ons of the day were reposing. 
The Numidian no sooner heard him say so, than he 
seized in his hand a long pole that was leaning against one 
of the pillars of the vault, and led us to a certain part of 
the grated wall, behind which was the den, wherein six 
monstrous Atlantic lions were kept. I looked in upon 
them with wonder, and not without dread, through the 
iron net- work of the doors. An imperfect gleam of light 
descended from above upon their tawny hides and glaring 
eyes. They, like the gladiators, seemed also to be pre. 
paring for the combat ; but not, like them, in fear, nor ii| 
cold dewy tremours ; for the deprivation of food, whieb 
they had been made to suffer in prospect of the exhibition, 
K2 
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had roused all the energies of their savage natures ; inso- 
much that a sulky and yearning rage seemed to spread 
through every nerve and sinew of their gigantic frames, 
and to make them paw their quadrangular prison with 
long and pliant strides. They moved, however, as yet, in 
total silence ; so that Boto, having fixed his eyes upon 
them, took courage to approach the grate, — slowly, never- 
theless, and with a face that appeared to lengthen an inch 
for every inch he advanced. But when he had almost 
touched the bars, one of the huge lions came forward 
towards him, with something between a growl and a sigh, 
which made Boto spring backward with great and sur- 
prising agility, and with such force, that both he and 
Xerophrastes, who happened unfortunately to be stand- 
ing a little way behind him, were overthrown at all their 
length upon the floor. 

Hereupon the centurion and the limping old keeper 
immediately burst out into loud laughter ; but Xerophras- 
tes, rising and shaking his garment, said with some warmth, 
" Think not, oh Sabinus, that any sudden start of fear has 
thus ridiculously stretched me upon the floor ; but attrib- 
ute the mischance only to this rude offspring of British 
earth, whose unreclaimed natural feelings are still shame- 
fully affected by natural causes.'' 

" Castor and Pollux " quoth the centurion, — ^ you take 
every thing too seriously, my friend." 

♦* 1 take it not seriously,'* replied he, with admirable 
gravity. " My philosophy forbids me to do so ; it has 
steeled me against externals." 

" Has it so, in faith?" rejoined the centurion. " 1 think 
something of your equanimity is, in fact, owing to the 
trifling circumstance, that you have in reality received no 
injury whatever from your tumble. And as to steeling, 
let me tell you, I think the iron in the grated door there 
is much better placed than in the bosom of a philosopher : 
for, in the door, it serves the purpose of preventing all 
harm ; but if these animals were once out, all the mental 
steel of which you boast, would not save every bone in 
your body from being cracked in the twanging of a bow- 
rtring." 

•* You speak," replied Xerophrastes, **as if you had em- 
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braced the tenets of a sect not worthy of the lovers of 
wisdom — ^you speak as if the artificial contrivances of hu- 
man workmen were all in all. An iron cage may confine 
wild beasts ; but can cages be made for all those misfor- 
tunes to which mankind are-liable, and against which the 
force of the mind is their only means of defence ? Can 
you cage the Eumenides, when they come to avenge a 
life spent in ignoble indolence and degrading luxury?" 

" In truth," replied the centurion, with a smile, " I have 
never seen the Eumenides except once, and that was in 
the theatre of Athens. But Boto perhaps has been 
more fortunate. Did you ever see the Eumenides, good 
Boto?" 

" No, master," replied stupidly the perplexed Boto, ** I 
never was at the theatre." 

" Ye gods !" exclaimed the stoic, his lips smiling with 
lofty soorn — " Ye gods ! of a surety this Britain must 
have been the last spot rescued from the dominion of 
Chaos!" 



CHAPTER XIII. 

But while we were yet contemplating those enormous 
animals, and amused with the perplexity of Boto, the 
trumpets were blown in the amphitheatre, and no sooner 
did the sound of them penetrate into the vaults, than it 
was evident, from the bustle which ensued, that the em- 
peror had returned to his place, and that the spectacle 
was about to recommence. With all speed, therefore, 
did we reascend to the upper air, leaving the gladiators in 
the act of mustering in their respective quarters of the 
gloomy vault; and the feeders not less busied in preparing 
their beasts for the expected combat. Had we not 
been under the protection of Sabinus, we should have at- 
tempted in vain to regain our places ; but he being an 
acknowledged and current authority, known in every 
department of the amphitheatre, the door-keepers, and 
other functionaries, durst refuse him nothing ; insomuch 
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that room was made for us where no room appeared ; 
and, in a word, we shortly found ourselves once more 
seated by the side of Rubellia and Sextus. 

The day was by this time considerably advanced ; and, 
in Fpite of the awnings spread all overhead, the raya rf 
the sun were so powerful that the marble benches felt 
hot to the touch, wherever they were exposed to them ; 
and altogether there was such a glare and fervour through- 
out the place, that my eyes began to be weary of gazing; 
and very gladly would I have retired, rather than remain 
to see out the rest of the exhibition. Nevertheless, there 
was no appearance of any one having gone away in wea- 
riness ; but, on the contrary, the seats, and even the pas- 
sages, seemed to be more crowded than they had been in 
the anterior part of the morning. 

The arena was perfectly vacant when I looked down 
upon it; but in a short. time a single old man, who, as 
Rubellia told me, had, without doubt, been found guilty of 
some atrocious wickedness, was led forth from a small 
wicket on the one side, and presently, his fetters being 
struck off, those that conducted him retired, leaving him 
alone upon the sand. The eyes of this malefactor refused 
at first to look steadfastly on the objects around him, and 
it seemed to me that he had probably been long confined 
in some dark place, so grievously did the dazzling splen- 
dour reflected from the floor and walls appear to bewil- 
der and confound him. Nevertheless, after a brief space, 
he seemed, in some measure, to recover himself, and as- 
sumed a posture of calm resignation, leaning with one 
hand against the parapet, as if he needed support to up- 
hold himself. Pallid and extenuated were the outlines of 
the old man's visage, and his hair and beard exhibited not 
a little of the squalidness attendant on long and hopeless 
confinement; yet there was something in the attitude, and 
even in the countenance, of the man, which made me 
harbour the suspicion that he had not, at some former 
period, been altogether unacquainted with the luxuries 
and refinements of social life. The beauty, indeed, of the 
mould in which his form had originally been cast, might, 
perhaps, have been the sole cause of these casual demon- 
strations of elegance ; yet it was impossible not to regard 
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the man with greater interest, by reason of the contrast 
which imagination could suggest between what he once 
might have been, perhaps had been, and what he now 
was. 

A feeling of somewhat the same sort seemed, of a truth, 
to pervade many more in the assembly besides myself; 
and I heard a continual whispering among those around 
me, as if there was a general anxiety to learn something 
concerning the history of the man. No one, however, ap- 
pearing to be able to say any thing concerning him, I kept 
my eyes fixed upon himself, awaiting the issue in silence. 
Judge, then, what was my surprise when one of the her- 
alds of Trajan, having commanded that there should be 
silence in the amphitheatre, said, *' Let Thraso of Antioch 
come forth and answer to the things that shall be alleged 
against him." To which the old man, who was alone in 
the arena, immediately made reply, "Here am I — my 
name is Thraso of Antioch." In vain, however, even 
after hearing the well-remembered voice, did I attempt 
to persuade myself that the face was such as I had pic- 
tured within myself; for, as to seeing it, I have already 
told you that utter darkness prevailed in the dungeon all 
the time I was there with him. 

Then arose the prefect of the city, who had h isplace 
immediately under the chair of the prince, and said in a 
voice which, although not loud, was heard distinctly 
ell through the amphitheatre, " Thraso of Antioch, being 
accused of blasphemy and contempt for the gods, has 
been brought hither, either to refute this charge, by 
doing homage at the altar of Jupiter Best and Greatest ; 
or, persisting in his rebellion against Rome, and tlt6 prince, 
and the religion of the state, to suffer openly the punish- 
ment which the laws of the state have affixed to such per- 
versity. Let him remain where he is until the Flamens 
invite us all to join in the s^icrifice." 

Then Thraso, hearing these words, stepped forth into 
the middle of the arena, and folding his arms upon his 
breast, stood there composedly, without once lifting up 
his eyes, either to the place from which the prefect had 
spoken to him, or to any other region of the amphitheatre. 
The situation in which he stood was such, that I com- 
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manded, where I sat, a full and distinct view of every 
movement of the old man's countenance, and assuredly 
my eyes were in no danger of being directed away from 
him. For a few moments there was perfect silence 
throughout the assembly, until at length the same herald, 
who had previously spoken made proclamation for the 
doors to be thrown open, that the priests of Jupiter might 
have access to the arena. Whereupon there was heard 
forthwith a noise, as of the turning of j»onle heavy ma- 
chinery, and a part of the ground-work of the arena itself 
appeared to be giving way, right over-against that quarter 
in which Thraso had his station. But of this the purpose 
was soon manifested, when there arose from underneath 
into the space thus vacated, a certain wooden stage, or 
platform, covered all over with rich carpetings, whereof 
the centre was occupied by a marble altar, set forth 
already with all the usual appurtenances of sacrifice, and. 
surmounted on one side by a gigantic statue of bronze, in 
which it was easy to recognise all the features of the great 
Phidian Jupiter. Neither had the altar any sooner made 
its appearance there, and the sound of the machinery, by 
which its great weight had been lifted, ceased to be heard, 
than, even as the herald had given command, the main 
gat6s of the amphitheatre were expanded, and thereby a 
free passage prepared for the procession of the Flamens. 
With that, all those that were present in the amphitheatre, 
arose from their seats and stood up, and a' sweet symphony 
of lutes and clarions ushered in. the sacred, band to the 
place appointed for them. And^rst of all, there marched 
a train of fifty beautiful boys, and then an equal number 
of very young maidens, all, both boys and maidens, arrayed 
in white tunics, and having their heads crowned with 
oaken' garlands, and hearing in their hands fresh branches 
of the oak-tree, which, above all the other trees of the 
forest, fs, as you have heard and well know, held dear 
and sacred to Jupiter. Then these youthful bands were 
separated, and. they arranged themselves, the boys on the 
right and the girls on the left-hand of the altar, some of 
them standing on the arena itself, and others on either 
side, upon the steps of the platform whereon the altar was 
fixed ; and beautiful indeed was their array, and comely 
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and guiltless were their looks ; and much modesty was 
apparent, both in the downcast eyes and closed lips with 
.which some of them stood there to await the issue of their 
coming, and in the juvenile admiration wherewith othen 
of them were regarding the wide and splendid assemblage 
aroimd them ; insomuch that I could not but feel within 
myself a certain dread and fearfulness, when I saw the 
f feet of so many tender and innocent ones placed there 
upon the same hot and guilty sand which had so often 
drunk the blood of &erce beasts and cruel malefactors — 
alaa1 which had drunk the blood of the innocent also — 
and which was yet to drink thereof abundantly. 
- And after them there came in the priests themselves of 
Jupiter, arrayed in the white garments of sacrifice, walk* 
ing two by two, the oldest tmd principal of them coming 
last. And behind them again were certain younger 
.assistants, clothed also in white, who led by a coixl of silk 
inwrought with threiads of silver a milk-white steer, with- 
out spcit or blemish, whose horns were already gilt, and 
his broad brows crowned with oak-leaves and roses; 
Aiid last of all entered the Vestal Yiigins; none of whom 
had ever before been s6en by me, and they also Walked 
two by two ; and no one could contemplate vdthout ven- 
eration the majesty of their demeanour. With broad 
fillets were they bound around the forehead, and deep 
•flowing veils hung down to their feeU entirely covering 
their faces and their hands; nevertheless, their dignity 
was appar'eqt; and it was not the less impressive by 
reason of the great mystery in which all things about them 
appeared to be enveloped. • • 

Imagine, therefore, to yourselves, how magnificent was 
the appearance of all things, when youths and damsels, 
and priests and Vestals, had taken their places according 
to the custom of their sacred observances ; and all that 
innumerable company of spectators yet standing up in 
the amphitheatre, the choral hymn was begun, in which 
every voice there was united, except only that of Thraso 
the Christian. Now, it was the soft low voices of the 
young maidens that sounded, and then these would pause 
and give place to the clearer and more piercing notes of 
the boys, that stood on the other side of the altar; then 
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again the priestesses of Vesta would break in from afar 
with their equable harmony ;' and anon, these in their 
turn ceaiing, the Flamens of Jupiter would lift up their 
strong deep chanting, until, at the appointed signal from 
him that stood on the highest step of the altar, with the 
cup of libation in his hand, the whole people that were 
present burst in and joined in the rushing stream of the 
buwlen, " Jupiter, Jupiter, hear us ! hear us, father of 
gods and men !" while the wine wa^ poured out, gushing 
red upon the marble, and the incense flung on high from 
fifty censers, rolled its waves of smoke all over the sur- 
face of the arena, and quite up to the gorgeous canopy of 
that resounding amphitheatre. Magnificent indeed wa3 
the spectacle, and majestic the music ; yet in the midst of 
it, how could I take away my eyes from the pale and 
solitary old man, by reason of whose presence alone all 
these things were so ? With calm eyes did he regard all 
the pageantry of those imperial rites ; with closed lips 
did he stand amid all the shouting multitudes. He 
bowed not his head ; he lifted nqt up his hand ; neither 
would he bend his knee, when the victim was slain before 
the horns of the altar ; neither would he in any thing 
give semblance of being a partaker in the worship. 

At length the song ceased, and there was a proclama- 
tion again for deep silence ; and. the prefect of the city, 
addressing himself once more to Thraso, said unto him,* 
" Impious and unhappy man, with great clemency have 
all things been conducted as concerning thee. When, 
after long imprisonment and innumerable exhortations in 
private and in public, thou hadst always rejected every 
means of safety, and spurned from thee the pardon of 
those in whose hands thy being is placed, yet, notwith- 
standing of all thine obstinacy and continual rebellion, 
was it determined that, in the face of all the people, 
thou shouldst once more have free grace oflTered to thee, 
provided only thou shouldst, when all the assembly wor- 
shipped, join thy voice with them, and bow thy head also 
towards the altar of Jupiter. Nevertheless, all that now 
hear me shall bear witness, that with open and visible 
contumacy thou hast rejected this opportunity also, of 
being reconciled unto the prince and the empire ; that, 
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when every knee was bent, and every voice lifted up^ 
thou alone hast stood upright, and thy lips alone have been 
closed. If it be so that, from some inflicted hither than 
voluntary perversion of mind, thou hast never yet been 
able to understand the danger in which thou art placed, 
know now, that there remains no hope at all for thee, 
except for a moment ; and let the strong fear of death 
open thine eyes, that thou mayst see where thou art, and 
for what purpose thou hast been brought hither. Thou 
art a born subject of Rome, and thy life can only be held 
by thee in virtue of obedience to the laws of the prince 
and the senate. These laws are clearer and more distinct 
upon nothing than the necessity that all men should ac- 
knowledge the deities of Rome ; and of good reason, since 
if they be despised and their authority set at naught, by 
what means shall an oath be ratified, or a pledge given T 
or how may the head, which counsels and protects, be 
assured that the members shall not be lifted up against it 7 
Let silence remain in the assembly, and let Thraso of 
Antioch make his election, whether he will give obe- 
dience to the laws, or suffer the penalty of their trans- 
gression." 

Then the prefect, and all those round about Trajan, sat 
down, and there was a deep silence throughout the lower, 
region of the amphitheatre, where for the most part they of 
condition were placed; but when the rabble, that sat 
above, beheld the stern and resolute countenance with 
which the old man stood there upon the arena, it seemed 
as if they were enraged thereby beyond measure, and 
there arose among them a fierce uproar, and a shouting 
of hatred ; and, amid groans and hisses, there was a cry 
from innumerable voices, of "Christian! Christian! — 
Blasphemer! Blasphemer! — Atheist! Atheist! — A tiger! 
A tiger ! Let loose a tiger upon the Christian !" 

Nevertheless, the old man preserved unmoved the 
steadfastness of his demeanour, and lifting up his eyes to 
the place from whence the tumult proceeded, regarded 
the ferocious multitude with a visage, not of anger, or of 
scornfulness, but rather of pity, and of calmness ; inso- - 
much that I perceived the nobles and senators were 
somewhat ashamed of the outcry, and the prefect of the 
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'City arose from his place, and beckoned with his hand, 
until the people were weary of shouting, and order was 
in some measure re-established in the amphitheatre. 

Then Thraso, perceiving that silence once more pre- 
vailed, lifted up his hand, and bowed himself before Tra- 
jan, and the great men of authority that were near to his 
chair, and said, with a firm clear voice, in the Roman 
tongue, **My name, O Trajan, is Thraso — the son of 
Androboulos. I am a native of Antioch, in Syria, and 
have in all things, except only in what pertains to this 
cause, observed throughout ail the years of my life the 
statutes of the empire, as they by whose accusation I 
have been led hither shall themselves be constrained to 
bear abundant witness for me this day. My father was 
a Ck*eek of Macedonian extraction, being descended from 
one of those that came to Syria beneath the banners of 
the great king Seleucus : but he took to wife a maiden of 
the Hebrew nation, and in process of time became a 
proselyte to the faith of her fathers. Nevertheless, he 
nved in trust and honour beneath the governors appointed 
by those that were before you in the empire, and brought 
up me and all his children to reverence, in all things that 
are lawful, the authority of Cesar. But as to the faith of 
the true God, whose worshippers ye blindly and foolishly 
call atheists and blasphemers, from that he neither 
swerved himself, nor would permit any of those that 
were in his household to depart. Now, when he had 
been a dweller for some time in Jerusalem, the great city 
of the Jews, he began to examine into those things which 
were reported publicly concerning Jesus of Nazareth, 
who is also called the Christ, of which things not a few 
that had been eye-witnesses, were then living in that city. 
And when he had been satisfied from their testimony that 
those miracles, of which you have all heard, were in truth 
performed in the sight of the people by Jesus of Nazareth, 
and had listened unto the words of their teachers, and 
saw how they proved that the old prophets of the He- 
brews had foretold those wonderful works, he perceived 
that Jesus of Nazareth was indeed the Christ of God, and 
the great deliverer that had been promised to that people, 
even from the time of the patriarchs, and the beginning' 
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of their nation. And he belicTed on him with all hi* 
household ; and I also, from a stripling, have, although 
unworthy, been a Christian ; for by that name were they 
first called in Antioch, the city of my birth. 

^^ But being brought into trouble by reason of his re- 
ligion, which the rulers of the Jews abhorred, my father 
departed after a time, from Jerusalem, and dwelt with my 
mother in one of the villages of Palestine, until his death. 
Not long after which time, the Jews rebelled against 
Cesar, and the great war began, which terminated in the 
overthrow of Jerusalem, and the utter ruin of their 
nation. Now, when Vespasian first came with his army 
into those regions, I, being without employment in the 
place where we had our habitation, and having, moreover^ 
taken up a great, and perhaps a sinful, wrath against the 
Jews, on account of the sufferings which my fether had 
undergone among them, and of the evils which, at their 
hands, our whole household had sustained, joined myself 
to one of the bands of Syrian auxiliaries ; and although 
my mother entreated me, I could not be persuaded to re- 
frain from following the camp of Cesar along with them. 
Of which thing it has often since then repented me, and 
in which, it may be, I still hold myself not to have done 
altogether as was right ; for if the Jews had offended 
Cesar, it was, indeed, a reasonable thing that Cesar 
should visit them with his vengeance ; but, peradventure, 
it behooved not any of them that were descended from 
the fathers of that people, to take part in the warfare. 
Nevertheless, being then young, and full of life, and, as I 
have said, irritated by the sense of domestic injuries, I 
scrupled not to fulfil in all things the duty of a true soldier, 
and followed the eagles of Vespasian and his son, even to 
the day when the lines were drawn around the Holy City ; 
and it was manifest, that the war could have no end, but 
in the eternal overthrow of the power of the Jews. 
Neither did the length of the siege weary me, or produce 
within me any sort of unwillingness ; but, on the contrary, 
so long as the city was beleaguered, I remained with the 
band in which I had numbered myself, and did in all 
things such service as my strength would permit. Even 
among the soldiers that have guarded my prison, since I 



134 VAUBRIU8. 

was led into Rome for the sake of that accusation which 
has been brought against me in the matter of my belief, 
eyen among them, I have seen the faces of some that v^ere 
my comrades in that fierce war, and that long beleaguer- 
ment, who also, if they be commanded, will not refuse to 
bear testimony before you, that all these are true, even as 
I have said, and tliat I was a faithful soldier, both of Ves- 
pasian and of Titus, unto the last. Neither, indeed, did 
I lay down arms immediately when Jeixisalem had been 
sacked, and the temple burnt, according to the prediction of 
Christ, but went with Cesar along the seacoast, and was 
present with him all through the journeyings he made in 
Egypt, even to the day when he made his great festival at 
Alexandria, and crowned the ox Apis with his own hands, 
in the presence of all that people. On which day it was, 
that, for the first time, I also was accused of being a 
Christian, and at the command of Titus himself was in- 
terrogated by one of the rulers of the army. 

"Now with shame and confusion of face must I ac- 
knowledge, that on that day I, from desire of life, forgot 
myself utterly, and being deserted of all steadfastness, 
went up to the altar in presence of my judge, and offered 

f'fts there to one of the idols of the Egyptians, whereon 
was declared free of all blame ; and even received 
honour and commendation thereafter from them, on ac- 
count of my services in the war. But, from that day, my 
spirit sunk within me, and I knew not what to do, by 
reason of the sorrow that came upon me for that which I 
had done ; insomuch that I grew weary of all things, 
and determined to leave the band in which I was serving, 
that I might seek out, if it were possible, the habitation 
of my mother, and make atonement in secret for the 
wickedness of w^hich I, unhappy and fearful man, had 
been guilty at Alexandria. Being absolved, therefore, 
from my oath of service, on account of the length of time 
I had remained with the army, I departed from Egypt, 
and, after a time, found out my mother where she was 
dwelling in the mountainous country of Palestine, to jhe 
north of Jerusalem. In going thither, however, I was 
constrained to pass by the place where I had so long lain 
in your camp, O Romans ! and to look with my own 
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eyes on the sorrowful desolation of that ancient city, 
where so many holy prophets of the Hebrews had min- 
istered, and so many great kings reigned, in the days of 
the old time, when their nation flourished and was chosen 
and favoured of the Almighty. And it was then, indeed, 
that I first began to repent me of having been present in 
the host of Titus, and of having had a part in that terrible 
destruction ; to which, when I added the recollection of 
my own miserable timorousness, when I was accused, by 
reason of the faith that was in me, at Alexandria — of a 
surety, great was my, perplexity, and I fled across the 
mountains with much speed, seeking in vain to fly from 
the stings and perpetual torment of my own meditations, 
which nevertheless continued even more and more to 
sink into my spirit ; insomuch that when I came into the 
place where my mother was dwelling, scarcely could she 
recognise me, wasted and worn as I was with that per- 
petual misery of shame and repentance. Without re- 
proaches, however, and indeed with great kindness, did 
she receive me into her habitation, even although, as I 
have said, she had been much offended with me be- 
cause of my going up to the beleaguerment of the city 
of her fathers. But when I, being humbled, made con- 
fession to her and her household, and to all the faithful 
that were in that place, of the grievous sin whereof I had 
been guilty in Egypt, both she and all the rest of them 
busied themselves continually to comfort me, and to as- 
sure me that there was yet hope, if my repentance were 
sincere, and my resolution immoveable never again to 
yield myself to any similar temptation. One of them 
also, that had been ordained of the disciples of Christ to 
minister in holy things among the scattered believers that 
dwelt up and down in that region, came not many days 
after to the same place, and having publicly heard my 
confession in presence of the church there, gave unto me 
absolution, and admitted me once more to be a partaker 
with them in the ordinances of the sanctuary. From 
which day, O Trajan I I have never again been so far 
deserted of myself as to) fall back into that miserable 
error, or by any cowardly word of mine, to deny the 
faith that is in me, which is the faith of the true God, 

L2 
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that made heaven and earth, and of his son Jesus Christ r 
\vhom he sent into the world to teach loving-kindness, 
and long-suffering, and patience among all kindreds, and 
tongues, and nations of mankind ; and to make expiation, 
by the accursed death of the cross, for the evil and the 
wickedness that is in the world. From which faith 
should I now depart, out of terror for that which, by 
your command, may befall me in this place, of a surety 
no comfort could ever again come to me in my mind, for 
I should be bowed down, and utterly miserable, out of 
grief and shame ; which as you yourself, O Cesar, will 
admit and acknowledge, is far worse than death itself, or 
any evil which the body of man can sustain. Neither 
could 1 have any hope of being reconciled unto the true 
God, whom I should have so, once and again, denied ; 
insomuch that neither in life nor in death should I be able 
to have any happiness ; for in life, what happiness is there 
to him that is ashamed of himself ? and in departing from 
life, what comfort can be given to him that, knowing the 
truth, hath openly abjured the truth for the sake of a few, 
at the utmost, and these most miserable and unhappy 
years ? I am an old man, and my near kindred and my 
friends are already dead, so that poor after all, and not 
worthy to be mentioned, is the sacrijfice on which I have 
this day resolved. And as for you, O Romans, should I 
now make shipwreck of my faith, and tell a lie to save 
ray life before you, with what contempt would yourselves 
be constrained forthwith to look upon me ! Whosoever 
is wise among you, according to the philosophy of the 
earth, would utterly despise me ; and whosoever is brave 
and steadfast of spirit would think foul scorn that a sol- 
dier of Titus should be so much afraid to die. There- 
fore, O Trajan, am I resolved to endure all things rather 
than sacrifice to your gods ; and if such be your will, I 
will not refuse to die for this cause, to which witness has 
already been borne in Rome by the blood of so many 
apostles, and other noble martyrs of Christ.'* 

The old man, having said these words, bowed himself 
once more reverently before Trajan, and then folding his 
arms in his cloak, appeared to await submissively, yet 
boldly, whatever might be appointed concerning him. 



YALEBIUS. 127 

Steadfastly did I look upon his face at that moment, to see 
whether it mfght exhibit no traces of wavering, or at 
least, if pride barred irresolution, whether, nevertheless, 
there might not appear some token of natural sorrow and 
human unwillingness to die : yet in vain did I scrutinize 
and seek therein for any such symptoms of spiritual weak- 
ness ; for although it was visible that, with the exertion 
of so long standing and speaking, to say nothing qf 
thought acid anxiety, his bodily strength was much spent, 
still his eye preserved all its firmness, and his brow re- 
mained quite serene ; and the parched lips of the old man 
did not once betray the least shadow of trembling. Me- 
thinks I see him even now, as he then stood — his deep 
calm eyes sometimes turned upwards to Trajan, but for 
the most part bent downward to the ground, beneath 
those gray brows of his, whose dark shade rested upon 
his large solemn eyelids. Upon his broad front, as he 
stooped, no hair appeared, but long hoary ringlets, clus- 
tered down on either side, mingling with the venerable 
although dishevelled beard, that lay upon his bosom. He- 
roic meekness was enthroned visibly upon air his linea- 
ments, and a murmur began to run through the assembly, 
as if — even in a Christian — it were not possible to con- 
template such things without admiration. 

But, as they afterward related to me — fori myself was 
not indeed sufficiently attentive to it — Trajan, who had as 
yet, during all the occurrences of the day, preserved un- 
moved the majestic serenity of his countenance, when he 
observed this last movement in the spirit of the assembly, 
began all at once to be very indignant, that such things 
should occur in such a place, in consequence of the ap- 
pearance merely, and the language, of a culprit and a 
Christian. I confess it, that I was too much occupied 
with gazing on Thraso, to have any leisure for remarking 
the particulars of the deportment of any other person pres- 
ent — no, not even of Trajan himself; yet such had been the 
effect produced on me by the history which the old man 
delivered of himself, that I indeed was not prepared at 
the moment to find the strong arm of power directed 
ruthlessly and immediately against him. At least, said I 
to myself, after such a statement as this, the prince will 
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institute an inquiry among all those now present in the 
capital who are likely to be able either to contradict es- 
sentially, or to confirm essentially, the narrative in which 
this man has thought fit to imbody his only defence. 
Many years indeedliave elapsed since the walls of Jeru- 
salem were shattered by the engines of Rome, and the 
golden gate of its antique temple refused to be any pro- 
tection against the furious soldiery of Titus. Yet surely 
not a few of such as were present in that proud host 
must be still in Ufe ; yea, not a few of them must be now 
present in the capital of the world. The old spearman 
with whom I talked .in the guard-room, and beside the 
ramparts underneath which Thraso was imprisoned, he 
surely cannot be the only witness that remains to give 
testimony to the truth of that which we have heard. He 
at least there is, and we shall forthwith have him at least 
confronted with Thraso. 

Such were my own thoughts within me ; judge, there- 
fore, what was my astonishment when I heard the trumpet 
sound, and perceived that its note, without any word 
being spoken, was at once received as a sufficient warn- 
ing by the priests and the Vestals, and the youths and the 
damsels, and all those that had in any way been connected 
with the service of the altar, that had appeared on the 
arena, to retire from the place whereon they stood, and 
leave the old man there alone, to await the issue of his 
destiny. Immediately on the signal being given by the 
trumpet did all these begin to move away ; but although 
in silence they had at first marched into the amphitheatre, 
they did not retire from it in silence. Another hymn, on 
the contrary, in which also, as it seemed, different parts 
were allotted for each difierent order of singers, was 
begun to be sung by them even before they had moved 
from the arena ; and after the last of their procession had 
disappeared behind the wide folding-doors of the amphi- 
theatre, we still heard their voices chanting solemnly 
until they had entered the great temple of Isis and Sera- 
pis, which, as I think, I have already said, stands over- 
against it, on the very brink of the Esquiline. And 
while all were yet listening to their singing, and to the 
divine harmony of lutes, and other sweet-sounding instru- 
ments, that accompanied their voices, the slaves, and 
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Other attendants upon the duties of the place, removed 
every thing from the arena, except only the altar and 
statue of Jupiter, i/i^hich were still left where they had 
been placed ; insomuch that ere they had made an end 
of singing, and we of listening, the old man was left alone 
there as at the beginning, when he first came forth into 
the centre of the amphitheatre. 

But just when deep silence once more prevailed all 
over the immense assembly, and expectation was most 
intense concerning what should be at length commanded . 
by Trajan, it fell out so that a little bald ape escaped 
through the bars of one of the grated doors, which were 
along the boundary-wall of the arena, and leaping forth 
upon the sand, began to skip up and down, challenging 
by all manner of foolish gestures the attention of those 
that sat over* against it, leaning down from the parapet. 
And immediately certain painted courtesans, that were 
sitting not far from thence, with gilded breasts and bright 
coloured garlands, and all other gorgeous trappings of the 
degradation of harlotry, began to throw down apples and 
nuts to the obscene creature, and to testify much delight 
in the grimaces with which it received them, hopping to 
and fro, and casting them away, and then catching them up 
again, with continual gibbering and prating; and no 
sooner did the rabble that were above perceive these 
things, than they all, as with one consent, began to applaud 
and to shout loudly ; insomuch that the vaulted vomitories 
and wide arches of entrance, and all the marble walls of 
the spacious amphitheatre, re-echoed in a moment with 
peals of laughter, and with every wild sound of careless- 
ness and merriment. While, in the^mean time, the African 
feeders and naked gladiators, and all those hangers-on of 
the amphitheatre whom we had seen in the dark places 
down below, hearing now the sounds that had arisen 
among the assembly, began to show themselves in crowds 
from behind the same grated doors through one of which 
the monkey had escaped, and to partake in the mirth of 
the spectators, and to whistle upon the creature, and to 
excite it to new caperings, by their outcries and jeerings ; 
insomuch that it seemed as if the minds of all present 
were entirely occupied with the pranks of this brute ; and 
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that almost it was forgotten amid the tumult, not only 
for what purpose all that solemn and stately pageantry of 
priests and Vestals had just been exhibited before them ; 
but even that such a being as Thraso was standing there 
upon the same arena, whereon that moping ape was 
diverting the multitude by its ridiculous gestures. 

Now, for myself, who had never before looked upon 
any creature of this disgusting tribe, and had gathered 
only some^ general notion of its appearance from the 
treatises of the physiologists, and the narratives of travel- 
lers, I could not, indeed, refuse to contemplate at first its 
motions with some curiosity and attention ; but of a truth 
I knew not, after the scene had lasted for a little space, 
whether to be more humbled within myself by the 
monkey's filthy mimickings of the form and attitudes of 
mankind, or by the display of brutish heartlessness which 
burst forth from all that countless multitude, while gazing 
on that spectacle of humiliation. 

But it was not until my eye fell again on Thraso, who 
stood all this time solitary and silent amid the surround- 
ing hubbub, that my sorrow and indignation were the 
greatest, and that I felt the deepest scorn for the minds of 
those that filled the amphitheatre around me. There 
stood the old man even as before, with his arms folded in 
bis gown, and his eyes resting on the sand before him, pale, 
calm, and unmoved in his meekness, even as if his ears 
had not once received any sound of all the shoutings and 
the joyous laughters of that unpitying rabble, that had 
come there to behold him die. Once, indeed — it was but 
once — I thought I could perceive that a slight emotion of 
contempt wreathed for an instant his thin and bloodless 
lips ; but it seemed as if that were but the involuntary and 
momentary passing over him of one proud thought, and 
that he spurned it from him immediately, as a thing un- 
worthy of the resolute and determined mind of his integ- 
rity, choosing rather to array himself in the divine armour 
of patience, than to oppose with any weapon of human 

Cission the insults heaped upon his head by the cruel cal- 
usness of that degenerate congregation of men. And, 
whether it were so that the sight of all this did not affect 
me alone with such reflections, or only that they in author* 
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ity were afraid too much of the day might be occupied 
with what formed so unseemly an addition to the regular 
and ordained business of the assembly, — concerning this 
matter, I, indeed, cannot pretend to offer any conjecture ; 
but so it was, that while the uproar of mirth was yet at 
its height, certain of the lictors that were about the con- 
sular chairs leaped down into the arena, and ^beat the 
monkey back again among the feeders, and other base 
hirelings, that stood behind the grated doors of which I 
have spoken. Whereupon there was at once an end of 
the tumult, and the lictors having reascended to their 
places, the eyes of all men there present began once more 
to fix themselves upon Thraso the Christian. 

And he also, when he perceived that it was so, and 
was sensible of the silence that once more prevailed, it 
seemed as if he too was aware that at last his appointed 
hour had come, and that he must nee^ prepare himself in 
good earnest for the abiding of the issue. For, instead of 
continuing steadfast in his place, as he had done during all 
the time he had as yet been exposed there, it appeared 
as if now at length, being swallowed up in the contempla- 
tion of his approaching fate, he had quite forgotten all the 
rules he had laid down to himself concerning his beha- 
viour on the arena. Of a surety, I mean not to say that 
he had now lost remembrance of the courage which hith* 
erto he had manifested,— or even that any the least 
symptom of changeableness was made visible upon his 
countenance. But it seemed to me, of a truth, that of such 
things as he had determined upon within himself before 
he came thither, touching the mere external demeanour 
of his bodily frame, the memory now, in this final moment 
of expectation, had somewhat passed away ; for Thraso 
stood still no lon^r on the centre of the arena; but re* 
taining his arms folded as they had been, and his eyes 
fixed upon the sand, he began to pace rapidly to and fro, 
in presence of all the multitude — traversing all the open 
space whereon he alone now was, from side to side, with- 
out so much as once looking up, or exhibiting any token 
that he was conscious of the presence of any man. By- 
and-by, nevertheless, in the deeper knittings of his brows, 
and the closer pressure of his extenuated lips, and then 



132 TAMiuua* 

again in the quivering of the nerves and muscles upon the 
arms and legs of the old man, as he moved to and fro be- 
fore us, it was testified abundantly how keenly the spirit 
was at work within ; the strong soul wrestling, it may be, 
with some last stirring temptations of the flesh, and the 
mind itself not altogether refusing to betray its sympathy 
with the natural shudderings of the body. But the mo- 
ment that the herald of Trajan commanded attention in 
the assembly, and that the prefect of the city, who had 
formerly spoken unto him, began again to prepare him- 
self for speaking, that moment did the old man appear to 
return at once again entirely to himself; and he fixed his 
eyes upon the prefect with even the same steadfastness 
as when he made his oration to Trajan, and the whole as- 
sembly of the people. 

** By all the gods," whispered Sabinus at that moment 
into my ear, — ** by all the gods of Olympus, this old man 
is a true soldier of Vespasian and of Titus. He will die, 
Valerius, for this superstition, even with the constancy of 
a Roman.*' 

" With all the constancy of a philosopher, say rather," 
quoth Xerophrastes, who had overheard his whisper, — 
** yea, with all the constancy of a philosopher. Of a 
surety, there must be some lessons of nobility in this faith 
of the Jews/' 

" Now speak not, but look at the old man," interrupted 
Rubellia ; ^ the signal is given for the executioner to come 
forth upon the arena." 

And I looked, and saw that the prefect of the city was 
standing up in his place, immediately below the chair of 
Trajan, and immediately he began to speak ; and he said, 
first looking towards the people, '* Let there be silence, 
and let no man stir in this place until this matter be ended." 
And then addressing himself, as it seemed, to Thraso, — 
"With all patience," proceeded he, "have the words 
which this man chose to utter in his defence been listened 
unto ; but it must be manifest to all men that they con- 
tain no shadow of apology, but rather afford the strong- 
est confirmation of all that had before been alleged against 
him. Instead of departing from his error, or offering any 
extenuation of its magnitude, the words of his address 
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have tended only to show what was already well known 
to all that have had any dealings with the adherents of this 
blasphemous sect, — that their obstinacy is as great as their 
atheism is perverse, and that no clemency can, without 
blame, be extended to their wilfulness, neither to the scorn 
wherewith they are resolved to regard all things sacred. 
Nevertheless, inquiry has been made, and confirmation has 
been given by those who were present in the wars of the 
divine Titus, as to that which this man hath said con- 
cerning his own service in the Roman host, throughout 
the glorious campaign of Palestine, and the siege of the 
city of the Jews. For which service, it hath seemed 
right unto Cesar, ever-merciful, that no circumstance of 
needless shame be added unto the death by which this 
Christian must now expiate before all them who have seen 
his contempt of the sacriiSce of Jupiter, and heard his 
words of blasphemy against all the gods, the guilt of 
which, it is manifest to all, he hath been justly and neces- 
sarily accused. Let those, therefore, who have been 
commanded to bring forth a tiger, depart now with their 
beast, and let this man be beheaded before the altar of 
Jupiter ; afler which, for this day, the assembly will dis- 
perse ; for, until the morrow, the spectacle of the wild 
animals, which the prince hath prepared, must be de- 
ferred.** 

And when he had said so, the prefect made his obei- 
sance again to Cesar, and sat down in his place ; and im- 
mediately one of the doors of the arena was flung open, 
and there entered some slaves, bearing a wooden block 
upon their shoulders, behind whom followed also certain 
ill-favoured blacks, out of the company of African gladi- 
ators, one of whom carried bare in his hand a long and 
heavy sword, the* surface of which glittered brightly as 
he moved, even as if it had been newly sharpened and 
burnished for the occasion. Seeing all which fatal pre- 
parations, Thraso immediately flung aside the long cloak 
m which hitherto his arms, and all his body, had bech 
wrapped ; and after regarding those that had come in for 
a moment with a steadfast eye, he turned himself to the 
place where the prefect was sitting, as if he had yet one 
word to say Wore he should submit himself unto the 

Vol. I.— M 
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fword of the African ; whereupon the prefect said, ^ If 
the prisoner hath yet any thing to offer, it is not too late 
for mercy — let him speak quickly." 

'' I have nothing more to offer, O Romans !" answered 
the old man, '* as concerning that of which I have spoken 
before. But since already some favour has been extended 
to me by reason of my services in the army of Cesar, 
perhaps so neither will this be refused, — that my body should 
DC given to such as shall ask for it, that it may be treated 
without indignity after my soul is released from its habi- 
tation." 

'< It is granted," replied the prefect. " Is there any 
thing more ?" 

** There is nothing," said the old man ; ** this is all I had 
to ask of you." 

With that, the block being already fixed upon the sand 
immediately in front of the altar of Jupiter, one of the 
Africans moved towards Thraso, as if to conduct him to 
the place where it behooved him to kneel ; but he, observ- 
ing what was his intention, forthwith prevented him, and 
walked of himself steadily close up to him in whose hand 
the sword was unsheathed. Being come thither, the old 
man immediately took his station over-against the block, and 
having for a moment placed his hand upon bis eyes, and 
moved his lips, as it seemed in fervent supplication, dropped 
his one knee on the ground, and stretched forth his neck 
towards the block ; out suddenly, after he had done so, 
he sprang again upon his feet, and besan to gaze with a 
keen eye all around the assembly, as if he were in search 
of some one to whom he had something to say, the which 
he could not die without speaking. In vain, however, as 
it appeared, did he make this endeavour ; for after a little 
space, he shook his head despairingly, and gave over the 
steadfastness of his look. Nevertheless!^ *he lifted up his 
voice, and, surveying once more the whole face of the 
amphitheatre round about, from side to side, said audibly, 
" There is one here who made last night a promise to 
me in my dungeon. I cannot see him wt^re he is ; but I 
conjure him to take good- heed, and execute, as he is a man 
and a Roman, all those things which he said to me he would 
do." Now when I heard him say so, I well knew vHthia 
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myself that it was for me only his eye had been searchiiij^ 
and half did I arise from my seat, that he might see I was 
there, and observe my resolution to keep the faith I had 
plighted voluntarily to him in his prison. But Sabious, 
who had not witnessed without attention the deep interest 
with which I had all along been contemplating the beha« 
viour of the old man, called to mind, without difficulty, 
how he had left roe the night before to do his errand to 
Thraso ; and comprehending something of that which was 
meant, held me firm upon the bench, whispering at the 
same time, in an earnest manner, ^ As you regard me, 
Valerius, and as you regard your own safety, be stilL** 

Being constrained after this manner, I neither rose up 
nor made any attempt to attract the attention of Thraso-— 
for which forbearance, I confess to you, I have since that 
day undergone the viatation of not a few bitter thoughts,—* 
but remained steadily in my place, while the old man once 
more addressed himself to kneel down upon the block 
that was before him. Calmly now at length did he kneel, 
and with much composure did he place himself. Tet, 
before the gladiator was ready to strike, he lifted up hif 
head once again, and gazed upward for a moment 
towards heaven, with such a countenance of faith and 
hope, that there went through all the assembly a murmor, 
as it were, and a stirring breath of admiration. Then 
bowed he for the last time his gray hairs, and almost 
before he had rested his neck upon the tree, the strong 
sword of the African smote thereon with merciful fierce- 
ness, and the headless trunk falling backward upon the 
sand, the blood spouted forth in a gushing stream, and 
sprinkled all over with red drops the base of the statue of 
Jupiter Capitolinus, and the surface of the marble altar, 
whereupon the ascrifice of the Flamens had that day been 
ofiered. 

The executioner, having made an end of his duty, forthr 
with wiped his sword from the blood of the Christian^ 
and advancing towards the seats of the magistrate^ 
claimed the largess that was due to him from the prince's 
bounty, by reason of that which he had done; which, 
when he had received, as is the custom, he and all hit 
attendants withdrew immediately from the arena; the 
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emperor at the same moment, and the consolars, and all 
they that were about him, departing also themselves from 
the assembly ; and the whole amphitheatre speedily being 
fiUed with the clamours of a universal upbreaking and dis* 
persion of that great muhitude. 

But as for us that had been sitting with Rubellia, we 
could by no means be prevailed with to accept of the 
lady's invitation to go home with her to supper in the 
Suburra; for the fatigue which had attended the gazing 
on so many and so various sorts of spectacles was not 
inconsiderable, and the day being already far spent, we 
were all willing to retire, as speedily as might be, to our 
respective places of abode. As for me, from Sabinus 
also, and Xerophrastes, and Sextus himself, I suddenly 
found myself separated, by reason of a sudden rushing 
among the crowd that surrounded the gates of the amphi- 
theatre ; so that after waiting there for a space, in expecta- 
tion of being joined to them again, I perceived that I 
must of necessity return homeward entirely by myself. 

Neither, after a moment, was I sorry that the thing had 
so fallen out ; for, of a truth, the circumstances which had 
occurred in my presence had taken such possession of 
my mind, that I was sensible a short time spent by myself 
was very needful for the regaining of my usual manner of 
converse. Nay, so much was 1 occupied with those 
things, that even after having come as far as the arch of 
Titus, I could not refrain from turning back, and re-enter- 
ing the walls of the amphitheatre, that I might once more 
behold the place on which that old man had died. But 
when I had come into the edifice, I found it now almost ' 
utterly deserted of all the multitudes that had filled it ; 
insomuch that, walking over from bench to bench, my 
steps sounded as in a solitary place. 1 saw from a dis- 
tance the body of Thraso still lying on the spot where it 
had fallen ; but while I was yet looking thereon, and had 
some purpose to approach nearer, there entered, by one 
of the private passages, those friends of his to whom he 
had entreated that his body might be given. Three men 
and three women were all they- that came for that mourn- 
ful office ; but both men and women of them had th^ir 
faces wrapped in their garments, so that who they were^ 
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neither I nor any one else could be permitted to dkcover* 
Having lifted up the body and the head, they placed them 
together reverently in a linen sheet, and then laying; that 
upon an humble bier, they walked away with their sad 
burden, and disappeared from my view by the same 
postern through wiiich they had entered at first upon the 
arena. But when they had gone away, the slaves of the 
edifice speedily came in, to put the sand, and all othei 
things therein, in order ; and seeing their labour com- 
menced, I also was at length satisfied to take my final 
departure. 

The sun had already been long gone down, ere I, filled 
with many melancholy meditations, and wellnigh spent 
utterly with the weariness of a sleepless night and a 
thoughtful day, reached at length the Martian Field, and 
entered once more the hospitable mansion of my kinsman. 



CHAPTER XIV. 

I SAW, my friends, that you listened with not less of 
indignation than of astonishment to the account which I 
yesterday gave you of a day spent in the amphitheatre of 
Vespasian. Neither did I expect that it should be other* 
wise with young persons of ingenuous minds, whose feel- 
ings have never been hardened by any personal experience 
of the life of Rome. 

And yet, when you reflect a little more upon the matter, 
I think you will abate something of the wonder you mani- 
fissted on hearing of the fondness of the Roman people 
for some of thos« cruel, nithful spectacles. You wiU 
admit, at least, that there is a certain natural prineiple, on 
an exaggerated and morbid obedience to which, rather 
than on any total and absolute departure from the laws 
of our mind, much of that which excited so much of your 
astonishment and indignation also may be supposed to 
depend. In and by itself, I maintain it must always be a 
most interesting thinir for a man to witness, in whatevw 

M3 
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ibape, the last moments of any human creature. Do not 
mistake me; I mean not those merely corporal strus;- 
gles, in which there must always be every thing to reyoTt, 
and nothing to interest, because in them, it is evidenty the 
nobler part of our nature can have no share — the soul 
being already swallowed up, and its divinity absorbed in 
the intense convulsions of animal suffering. These are 
things on which no eyes can gaze willingly, without-indi* 
eating the deccradation of the spirit at whose bidding they 
are moved. But before that curtain falls beyond which 
every one must shudder to penetrate, there is a last terri- 
ble act of the real tragedy, which must ever have power 
to fix the eyes with an earnestness not the less deep 
because of its bein^ preceded by some struggles of reluc- 
tance. We live m a state in which, however we may 
clothe ourselves with the aritaour of levity, or with the 
more effectual armour of occupation, it is impossible that 
the one fearful idea of dissdotion should not ever and anon 
come to scare us with its terrors. We feel that we are 
walking over a soil, on the most level and the most rugged 
parts of which it is equally possible we may meet with the 
dark pit wherein it is our destiny to stumble. How sud- 
den or how gradual soever the inevitable fall may he, we 
well know we shall have little enough space to prepare 
ourselves for the last leap, when we shall be fairly on the 
declivity ; and I maintain, once more, that it is a rational^ 
no less than a natural, curiosity, which leads us to seek to 
supply, in some measure, this necessary defect, and to 
gather, if possible, from witnessing the last moments of 
others, some hints which may be of use to us, when our 
own dark hour shall come. We see a being standing on 
the edge of a precipice, to which the only thing we know 
certainly is, that we ourselves shall one day be brought ; 
and shall it be possible to feel no curios^y concerning the 
manner in which he conducts himself on that giddy bnnk 7 
That which is denied to us in our own person may, in 
part, be supplied in his ; and the eyes which dwell upon 
his features, while they are filled with the overwhelming 
expectation of near approaching death, make the closest 
approximation of which our nature admits to penetrating 
toe actual mysteries of the unseen region. For my* 
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iielf, I shall confess \nthoui scruple, that both wiser and 
better did I come away from all that mournful spectacle. 

But perhaps I am joining together things which, after 
all, had no necessary connection, when I ascribe to my 
contemplation of the death of Thraso, and the other cruel 
sights which, as it seemed, were regarded with indifference 
and heartlessness by the great multitudes around me, so 
much of the salutary change which, about this period, my 
own spirit underwent; a change of which you have 
already oftentimes heard me speak, and of which shortly 
you shall hear me speak more at length. 

The slumbers which followed that busy day of novel- 
ties and terrors were long and heavy ; tor utterly worn 
out were both mind and body, and youth hastened to re- 
pair the waste of its energies, by drinking deeply at the 
great fountain of natural refreshment. Nevertheless, sd- 
though the hand of sleep had lain steadily upon me, when 
I awoke in the already confirmed light of morning I found 
myself yet filled with a confused and tremulous sense of 
excitation, as if the spirit had disdained to be idle after 
having received so much food for activity, and fancy had 
still been garnishing the passive sphere of the night with 
aerial representations of all the gorgeous and solemn reali- 
ties of the by-past day. I lay there ruminating amid 
the dispersing shadows of the mysterious world of dreams, 
and scarcely as yet aware that a whole night had passed 
since I had returned from the amphitheatre, when I was 
at length roused to a sudden and complete recollection of 
all things by the entrance of Boto. 

'^ My dear master," said he, making a sort of start after 
he had come in, " I was afraid you would be angry with 
me for not coming to you sooner, but now I perceive 
you have been as lazy as the rest of us. Why, surely 
you are not aware what time of day it is ! What would 
my dear old lady over the water say, if she heard of my 
young master lying in bed till within three hours of noon ! 
Oh, what a place is this you have brought me to I Why, 
when I awake in the morning, the first thought that comes 
into my head always is, What, Boto, and is it really possi- 
ble that all that wide roaring sea lies between you and the 
quiet green banks of Anton ! Is it truth, good truth, and 
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neither dream nor witching, that yoa, Boto, are in Rome I 
But I sometimes have to jump up and take a look out of the 
window before I am quite cofmoced ; and then, to be 
sure, I know well enough that I, who used always to 
dream about driving cattte to Yenta, and perhaps kissing 
a Brigian lass by tti^ way, could never dream so many 
fine things unless I were really among them. Good 
heavens I what a heap of stories I shall have to tell, when 
we get safe back to old Britain 1" 

^ indeed, Boto," said I, '' you will be quite a travelled 
man. Be sure you do not give yourself too many airs on 
the occasion." 

"Travelled man, in faith!" replied the clown. **I 
should like to know, who it is that will be able to hold up 
his head with me when I am once fairly back again. 
Oh, how the old smith will be humbled! Bethought 
himself such a mighty person, because my old master, 
your father, had taken him with him as fieir as Camulodu* 
num,* and how he used to brag of what he had seen 
Uiere ; but now, I trow. Master Pernorix will be fain to 
talk quietly about his joumey^i. Oh, Rome, Rome 1 what 
fine things shall I have to tell them all about Rome, — and 
the lions, and the monkeys, and the elephants, and the 
fighting-men, and the Christian, and the emperor, and all 
the wonderful sights we saw yesterday. But the worst 
of it is, that nobody will ever be able to believe one-half 
of what I shall tell them. And when does my dear Mas- 
ter Valerius think we shall be returning to my old lady, 
and all the rest of them in Britain ?" 

" Of a truth, good Boto," said I, " that is more than I 
can pretend to give you any notion of; but I dare say, 
you shall have toth time and opportunity to pick up a 
few more marvels still before we go. In the mean time, 
you are comfortable, I hope, in your quarters, and Dromo 
takes good heed of you V 

"Dromo," quoth he, looking as arch as his massive fea- 
tures would admit of, " Dromo, indeed I If I had nobody 
to trust to but him, I should be very ill ofil Dromo is a 
great man ; the young lord of the house has him up in his 
chamber every day to talk with him by himself; and 

* Either Colchester or Maiden. 
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Vfhen he comes down again, or returng from any of the 
errands he is sent out upon, there is no bearing with him 
in the courtyard, where we are all huddled together. As 
for the overseer, old Sarcalus, the freedman, he has quite 
given him up. Nobody dare speak about whipping him ; 
he looks upon himself as almost as important a person 
as his master, I believe, if the truth were known ; and yet 
I should not complain, for, after all, it was Dromo that 
carried me yesterday to the amphitheatre,'' 

"Ay, that was very kind of Dromo — I should have 
thought of it myself. And did he not see that you got 
your supper snugly, when you came back ?" 
' "Ah I now, master, don't make them whip me — ^I see 
they have told you all." 

" All !" said I, — " I do assure you they have told me 
nothing about you ; but come, speak out. It must be 
something very bad that would make me think of having 
you whipped. You have been only three days in Rome 
— ^1 shall make allowance for a few vagaries, provided they 
be not very extravagant." 

" Well, then. Master Valerius," quoth he, " since they 
have told you nothing beforehand, and you seem inclined 
to be so good-natured with me, I shall e'en tell you all 
myself; and I hope you won't think me, after all, very much 
to blame." 

" Speak out, my honest Boto, and remember there is 
Dromo also to be examined, in case you keep any thing 
back from me," 

" Ah ! master, but Dromo would not be so easily caught 
as poor Boto. Dromo is a cunning man, and a close ; 
and besides, they say he was bom in a city they call 
Crete, and the people of that place can't speak a word of 
truth, even although they were willing. Do not think any 
thing at all about Dromo ; but trust entirely to your own 
poor Boto, and he will tell you every thing. Dromo is a 
sad dog." 

I know not what more he might have proceeded to say 
concerning Dromo, had not that crafty Cretan, who with- 
out question had been listening all the while behind the 
door, just at that moment glided in on very delicate tiptoe, 
and coming close up behind the British slave, as he stood 
in the act of haranguing me, smote him a smart fillip upon 
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the cheek with the back of his fingers, mknicking, at the 
same time, the broad British accent of the nnm, and re* 
peating after him into his tingling ears the words, ^ Dromo 
is a sad dog — Dromo is a cunning man^ and a close^^ 
Dromo would not he so easily caught as poor Boto.^ ^ Ha, 
ha I Master Valerius,** then said he to me, " and so you 
would really take the trouble to ask questions of this wor* 
thy man, when you had it in your power to send for me : 
I thought it had not been for nothing that three persons I 
could name entered upon a certain alliance — but 'tis all 
one to the Cretan. Both Sextus and you may manage 
your own affairs for yourselves, if such be your pleasure.** 

I knew not on this whether to be more amazed with 
the impudence of the Cretan or the confusion of poor 
Boto, who stood rubbing his cheek with a strangely 
mingled aspect of sheepishness and sulkiness ; but Dromo 
soon put an end to the affair, by turning round with a 
face of admirably feigned astonishment to my Briton, and 
saying, ^ Crood heavens I Boto, are you still there ? Do 
you not perceive that your master and I have something 
to say to each other in private 7 Begone, my good man ; 
shall I never be able to render you susceptible of the 
smallest polish 7** 

These last words, being accompanied with a gentle push 
on the back, soon expelled poor Boto, who, nevertheless^ 
did not depart without casting towards me a look of wo- 
ful appeal over his shoulder. But I, perceiving plainly, 
in the midst of all his frolicsome behaviour^that Dromo 
had really something to say to me, and suspecting, of 
course, that the interest of Sextus might be concerned in 
what he had to say, sufiered my slave to withdraw in 

Sod earnest Dromo^ after the door was shut, laid his 
ger upon his lip, and stood still for a moment in an at* 
titude of close attention ; but the heavy heels of the reluc* 
tant Briton were heard with great distinctness, lumberins 
along the marble floor of the ^Uery ; so, being satisfied 
that there was no eaves*dropping in the case, the variet 
seated himself forthwith in a posture of great familiarity 
on the nether end of my couch, and, to judge from the 
expressbn of his countenance, seemed evidently to be 
preparing himself for a disclosure of some importance. 
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At length, after not a few winks of much intelligence^ it 
was thus he began : — 

'' You may hear Boto's istory, sir, at any time you please, 
and I dare say it will amuse you ; but in the mean time I 
must really have you attend to me, for, without jesting, 
things are by no means in so fair a train as I had thought 
for my young master ; and if something effectual be not 
speedily discovered, I am really at a loss to think how we 
shall be able to get out of our difficulties in such a man- 
ner as may be either satisfactory to him or creditable to 
my management. But you had better get up and dress 
yourself, and while you are doing so, I will tell you every 
thing.^ 

I did as he bade me, and then the Cretan proceeded : 
*— ^ As 1 was coming out of the amphitheatre yesterday, I 
happened to find myself rubbing shoulders with a certain 
old fat Calabrian, whom I had seen before about Rubel* 
lia's house in the Suburra, and thinking that no harm 
could possibly come of being civil to him, I began im* 
mediately to ask his opinion of the spectacles. Whereon 
I wish you had been there to see how much he was de- 
lighted with the attention 1 paid him, and how he plumed 
himself on being admitted to talk on such subjects with 
such a person as me; for the man himself is but an 
Ignorant fellow, and seems never to have kept company 
but with the grooms and hinds. From less to more, we 
began to be the greatest friends in the world ; and by the 
time we got to the arch, it was evident that we could not 
possibly part without having a glass together to cement 
the acquaintance. Well, we were just about to dive into 
one of the wine-cellars there, below the gateway, when 
1 saw your friend Boto standing by himself in the middle 
of the street, apparently. quite agaze and bewildered, and 
not able to form the smallest guess which way he ought 
to take in order to reach home ; and being a good-natured 
fellow, in spite of all that has been said, I immediately 
shouted out his name till he was compelled to hear me, 
and then beckoned to him to come along with us, which 
indeed he did without much coaxing." 

** Well, Dromo,'' said I, « and so all your great news is, 
that you have been leading my Briton into one of your 
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' debauches ? In truth, I think you need not have made 
such an affectation of mystery withal." 

« Stop now," quoth he, cutting me short ; ^ if the slave 
be too slow, I am sure the master's quickness will make 
up for it. Hear me out before you begin commenting ; 
such interruptions would bring the Stagyrite himself to a 
stand : — we were soon, all three of us, seated in one of 
those snug little places, which if you have not yet seen, 
you are ignorant of the most comfortable sight within all 
the four walls of Rome, — a quiet cleanly little place, just 
big enough for the company, — ^three good hassocks upon 
the floor, a handful of sausages, and a plate of dried fish 
as broad as the shield of Ajax, and a ^ood old-fashioned 
round-bellied jolly jug of Surrentine in the midst of us. 
I dare say, 4here were a hundred besides employed in the 
same way in the house ; but we shut the door, and were 
as private as behind the altar of Vesta." * 

** A tempting scene, Dromo ; and what use did you 
make of your privacy ?" 

** All in good time, — ^all in good time. Master Valerius ; 
^ • you would have the apple before the egg, if one would 
indulge you, 1 think. We had scarcely emptied our first 
jug, ere the conversation between the Calabrian and me 
took a turn that was not quite unnatural; for slaves, how- 
ever little you may trust them, will always be smelling out 
something of the truth ; and you may be sure all this 
visiting, and feasting, and riding about in chariots, and sit- 
ting together at the amphitheatre, has not been going on 
without causing a good deal of talk both in this house 
and the Lady Rubellia's. The courtship was of course 
the subject of our conversation, and T, pretending to know 
nothing of it myself, except from the common report of 
the slaves about our house, affected to consider it as 
highly probable that the fat Calabrian mi^ht have had 
much better opportunities than mine of being informed 
how the affair really stood." 

« And did he really seem to have any knowledge about 
it?" said I. 

*♦ Not much — not much ; but still the man did tell me 
something that 1 think may turn out to be well worth the 
knowing. I am sure, said I (by this time Boto was fast 
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asleep) — I am sure, if Robellia won't have my young 
master^ it won't be for want of presents ; for we all know 
he has afaready given her a whole casket of rings and 
bracelets that belonged to his mother, and he is sitting for 
his picture, which, they say, he is to give her besides. So 
much said I. 

** * And /am sure,' quoth the Calabrian in return, ^that 
if your j^oung master don't have my lady, it won't be for 
want of presents neither ; for she is the most generous, 
open-handed lady in the world, and that her worst ene- 
mies will allow, although her father be an old rogue, and 
a usurer, as all the town says he is. No, Dromo,' continued 
he, • nor will it be for want of filters, nor of charms, nor 
of any thing that soothsaying can procure ; for, between 
ourselves, my lady keeps up a constant traffic of late with 
all that sort of gentry ; and what the is^e of it all may 
be, Hecate only knows.' Now, my dear Master Valerius, 
when I heard him speak of filters and charms, you may 
be sure I began to quicken up my ears more keenly than 
ever." 

" Poh I poh ! Dromo," said I ; " you are not serious. 
You do not mean surely to make me think that you be- 
Geve in the efficacy of love-potions, or any such quack- 
eries as these ?" 

^ Quackeries I do you call filters quackeries 7 Why, 
there was a girl once gave myself a filter that kept me 
raving for six months." 

^ What sort of a looking girl was she, good Dromo ?" 

"Bah!" quoth he; "that's all utter nonsense. I see 
well enough what you are thinking of; but don't expect 
to drive me out of memory as well as judgment by any 
of your jeering. Heavens and earth ! when did anybody 
ever hear of anybody denying the efficacy of filters 1 
What an atheistical sort of barbarians those Britons must 
be that you have been living among | By Jupiter, if you 
had sulfered as much from filters as I have done, you 
would be a little more shy of talking so contemptuously 
about them. I wonder you are not afraid of some evil 
coming upon you. Remember Dian's handful ; remem- 
ber the fate of Actaeon I" 

" Good Dromo," said I, ** 1 suppose you also sufiered 

Vol. I.~N 
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ffom peeping. But talk seriously, are you yourself a 
dealer in filters, thnt you are so anxious I should belieTe 
in their power ? Or what is your meaning ?" 

" My meaning," quoth he, with great vehemence of 
utterance, and smiting his forehead as he spoke, — '* my 
meaning. Master Valerius, is just this, that if Rubellia givea 
Sextus such another filter as a certain cunning little 
damsel gave me, before I left the pleasant island ofCrete, 
to be a drudge and a packhorse here in Rome, where a 
man may sweat all his life in another's service, without 
being once thanked for his pains, and perhaps be laid out, 
look ye, for a supper to the vultures at last, because no- 
body will treat his carcass to a blaze of old sticks, — I say, 
that if the Lady Rubellia contrives to give Sextus such 
another filter as that, the game's up. Master Valerius ; 
aiid we may as'well set about painting the dead, as try to 
«ave him from her clutches. The man's gone— he's as 
lost as Troy." 

" Well, well, Dromo," said I, for I perceived there was 
no* use in fighting it with him, " and have you not been 
able to hit upon any feasible scheme for averting this 
horrible filter?" 

^ Ay, have you come to that at last 7 that is just what I 
have been cudgelling my brains about, half of the time 
drunk, and half of it sober, for the last twelve hours. But 
if I do hit upon any thing, I shall need assistance. In 
such cases, the best judgment can do nothing by itself." 

" Fear not, my dear Dromo," quoth I ; ** if my assistance 
can do you any good, you well know you can command 
it to the utmost." 

" Then prepare," replied the Cretan, rising up with an 
air of much solemnity— " then prepare in good earnest; 
for, may "Cerberus growl upon me, if I don't find out some 
fcheme before another day goes over, and show you all 
what stuff I am made of Impudent baggage, forsooth, to 
think of entrapping Sextus without consulting Dromo I — 
No, by Cretan Jove, she shall not accomplish it — no, not 
even with a sea of filters." 

** And, in the mean time," said I, " what must Sextus 
do with himself?" 

** He must not go near the Suburra ; he most remain 
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closely at home ; and as for tasting any thing at her houst, 
or any thing that comes from her — by heavens, if he does * 
not take his oath against that, we may as well leave him 
to his destiny. If he will but take good care for this one 
day, I think there is every chance something may be hit 
upon ere the morning. I have sot my cue, and shall not be 
idle, I promise you; but I undertake nothing unless you 
swear to keep Sextussafe, and at a distance from her, till 
nightfall." 

*' Good Dromo," said I, " make yourself easy on that 
score ; it will be a new circumstance indeed if we find 
any difficulty in persuading Sextus to stay a single day 
away from. the Suburra." 

" Persuading /" quoth the slave ; " who ever heard of 
such a word as persuasion at such a crisis as this ? I tell 
you what it is, he must be kept away ; and if no other 
plan can be fallen on, I have a great mind to turn the key 
on him and his pedagogue both together. I heard them 
hammering at their lessons already as I came along ; and 
that puts me in mind that I have a very shrewd notion 
there is more between that bearded goat of ours and this 
Rubellia, than any of us had been suspecting. Unless that 
Calabrian lies— and I think lying is above his sphere — 
this old rogue has been oftener in the Suburra of late 
than we had any thought of. So help me Hermes I I 
believe Licinius has been employing him to go his private 
messages to Rubellia — but that is only one insult more, 
and I shall have my revenge all in a lump." 

"I think it very likely," answered I, quite quietly, 
" that Licinius may have been employing Xerophrastes 
in some such embassies as these ; and if I mistake not 
the matter, he would feel himself quite as much in his 
element trotting along the Sacred Way, and so forth, on 
such errands for the father, as in expounding those musty 
parchments of his to the son." 

" No matter for all that," quoth Dromo, rubbing his 
hands ; " the more enemies the more glory. Would Mil- 
tiades have been pleased had the Spartans arrived t 
Leave all to me — take you care only of Sextus, and I am 
not afraid for any reinforcement that rascally rhetorician 
may bring against me." 

While he was saying so, the face of the Cretan ex- 
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hibited obvious symptoms of incipient glee ; and he con* 
* eluded with snapping his fingers, and uttering a short keen 
whistle, such as you have heard from the lips of a hunter, 
when the dogs begin to bay around the tliicket in which 
he suspects the boar has his lair. Seeing him so ecstati* 
cally occupied with the expectation of some active and 
bustling scene, I could not help participating, in some 
measure, in the feelings of the Cretan myself. In short, 
I could scarcely Ipokupon his dancing eyes and grinning 
lips, without being touched for the* moment with some- 
thing of the genuine spirit of your managing go-between ; 
and so, " Dear Dromo,** said I, " I beseech you, if it be pos- 
sible, let me have a share in whatever you resolve upon." 
•* Watch weU,'' replied he, evidently much fluttered — 
^ watch well during the day, and you shall see what you 
shall see, when the moon mounts above the Coelian, and 
the hour for grubbing among herbs and bones is come. 
But now I hear some one coming, and I think it is Li- 
cinius's own footsteps." 

So saying, Dromo laid his finger once more on his lips, 
in token of secrecy, and glided from the room. Nor 
had his well-practised ears deceived him,' for he had 
scarcely vanished into the gallery before my kinsman 
entered at the other side of the apartment. 

*' My dear Valerius," said he, saluting me affectionately, 
" I thought you were probably much fatigued with your 
jspectacles, so I desired that nobody should call you this 
'morning ; butl met Boto in the hall just now, and hear- 
ing from him that you were astir, I have come up to see 
you, for I wish particularly to have a little private cour 
versation with you. If you have no objection, we will 
take a walk in the eastern portico, till such time as Xero- 
phrastes leaves Sextus at liberty for the day." 

So saying, Licfnius led the way along the gallery to 
the place he had mentioned, and in passing we also heard 
the deep voice of the rhetorician resounding among the 
pillars, and could even catch a few of the magniloquent 
phrases with which he was feeding the ears of his pupil. 
**Ay, ay," quoth my kinsman as we went on, "I wish, 
indeed, it were possible to inspire the youth with some 
proper sense of what is due to the dignity of principle^ 
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and how absord it is to think of gratifying idle whims at 
the expense of the dictates of duty. But I fear the boy 
is incorrigible ; and alas ! Valerius, I am very sorry to say 
that I suspect you have been looking on his errors with a 
countenance rather of favour and of confirmation, than, 
as I should have expected from you beforehand, of 
rebuke.'* 

•* My dear sir," said I, " you know not how much you 
distress me. I could rather 'die than encourage Sextus 
in any thing I thought evil ; but, indeed, I have seen 
nothing to make me imagine him capable of following 
any such conduct." 

" Come, by Hercules," returned he, '* there is no occa- 
sion for so many words. I thought it v«ry odd that you 
went away so soon from the Forum the other day, con- 
sidering that you had never been there before ; but I 
thought it doubly and trebly remarkable that Sextus 
should have accompanied you, knowing, as be must have 
done, how much I, at all events, was interested in the 
affairs of Rubellia. But I have since found out that it 
was not the society of old Capito alone — no, my friend, 
nor yet the alarm of a thunder-storm, that detained you 
jftt the villa. In a word, Valerius, I strongly suspect that 
Sextus is carrying on an intrigue with a young lady whom 
I never saw, but who, I am quite sure, will never bo 
heiress to fifty sesterces, and that is the true cause of his 
reluctance concerning a match which, to say nothing of 
the pleasure it would give to me, is the only means by 
which I can see any prospect of the young man's fortune 
being made, and the dignity of our family kept up, after 
another eflSgy shall have been added to the long series 
that already adorn our hall. Infatuated and headstrong 
boy ! if he owes nothing to himself or to me, is it possible 
that he can look upon that venerable line of sages and 
heroes, without feeling shame in the degradation of hia 
own earth-stooping desires ?" 

"Without question, sir," said I, "you allude to the 
Lady Rubellia, whom, as I have heard from various 
quarters, you are desirous of seeing wedded to Sextus." 

" Yes, Valerius, it is indeed to her I allude j and it is of 
the obstacle which — ^unwittingly, I doubt not, and heed* 

N2 
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less]y— -you youraetf have been throwing in the way of 
that much-desired union, that I have now to make my 
complaint. Of a surety, such is not the service that I had 
expected from my British kinsman. Rubellia is descended 
from a noble family, and both in possession and ex- 
pectation her wealth is great. Two heavy fines laid upoa 
me by Domitian, and the expense at which I have main- 
tained my rank among the great patrons of Rome, these 
things together have impoverished me, not indeed in a 
manner unworthy of the lineage from which I am sprung, 
but to an extent not altogether convenient. In this boy 
my earthly hopes were placed ; and see you now how 
they are all likely to be blasted for the sake of a dimpled 
cheek, and a pair of wanton eyes I or rather, indeed, I 
should say, for the sake of the malignant pleasure that is 
derived from thwarting my purposes : for, if beauty were 
what the boy wanted, where should he find beauty to be 
compared with that of Rubellia 1 Indeed, Valerius, I 
should before this time have made you acquainted with 
my intentions from my own lips, and then I am sure 
there would have been no occasion for any such coa] 
versation as this." Then, after a pause, he continued, 
more sternly, " Of a surety it is my own foolish indul- 
gence which has made my degenerate boy quite forget, 
not only what is the duty of a Roman son, but what is 
the power of a Roman father." 

'' Nay, Licinius," said I, interrupting him, ** I trust there 
is no need for all this seriousness. Sextus, after all, has 
only just laid aside tlie garb of a stripling ; certainly it is 
too much to be despairing of his success in life, only be- 
cause he is unwilling, at a period so early, to enter upon 
a connection which, I am sure, you would be sorry to 
find him regarding in any other light than that of a per- 
manent one. Is it possible that, if he really dislike Ru- 
bellia, you would wish to see him marry her — only to 
divorce her, without question, as soon as ho, should find 
it possible to do so without incoaveaience ?" 

'' Handsome, rich, noble, and almost as young as him- 
selft why, in the name of all the gods, for what cause 
should he divorce Rubellia T 
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" Sir/* said I, " he loves nojt Rubellia, nor will ever love . 
her ; and if you cause your son to marry this woman, 
look you well to it, that the unhappiness of both rest not 
on your head. Handsome, rich, noble, and young she 
may be ; but I am sure she has neither such a heart nor 
such a mind as should belong to the wife of your Sextus. 
A luxurious woman is Rubellia, and I have seen her find 
luxury in the contemplation of blood. Wed not Ru- 
bellia to your son." 

" Peace, Valerius,*' he answered ; " what boyish non- 
sense is this ? I will wed RubeUia to my son ; and let 
him see to it that he tempts me not further with his dis- 
obedience." 

Licinius said these last words in a voice of so much 
earnestness, that I knew not well what ansirer to make 
to him ; but just while I was hesitating, ther^ came to 
the place where we were walking among the statues, one 
of the little boys that were about the house (I mean the 
children of the domestic slaves), who, making his obei- 
sance to Licinius, said, '' If it please my lord, the same 
senator that was here in the morning has returned with 
two others, and is waiting in the hall." 

*• Oh ! Pontius Mamurra again, I suppose," quoth the 
orator, and so left me without saying another word; 
some other business, as it seemed, having immediately 
recurred to occupy his attention. 

But I, for my part, when I heard the name of the vis- 
iter, began to understand somewhat of the channel 
through which my kinsman had been informed concern- 
ing what had passed at the suburban of Velius Capito. 



CHAPTER XV. 

I HAD no leisure, however, to reflect long upon this 
hint ; for, on coming to my own apartment, I found Sex- 
tus waiting there for me, who said, immediately on my 
'entrance^ " Come, Valerius, I have been looking for you 
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all over the home, and I wc^s just about to set off without 
you. My father has been looking on me this morning 
with such an aspect of displeasure as I never before wit- 
nessed in him, and I know, that if I defer going to the 
painter, whom he has commanded to execute my like- 
ness, he will be altogether enraged against me at supper- 
time. I know very well he means the ring, in which it 
is to be placed, for another present to Rubellia ; but not- 
withstanding, what can I do ? Any opposition to him in 
lesser matters would only tend to bring on some final 
explanation about the great affair itself, and that, whether 
it be weakness in me or not, I as yet have no- courage 
to encounter. Come along, the man must be expecting 
me about this time, and there is no use in keeping him 
idle, since go I must ; and as for you, I am sure you will 
accompany me, for 1 have much need of you to keep up 
my heart during so odious a business. Xerophrastes, in- 
deed,*' he continued, ^' has been desired to go along with 
me ; but he will be no comfort, for I see plainly, from 
the drift of his harangues this morning, that he also is 
enlisted against me. My dear Valerius, I have nobody 
in the whole world I can trust to but Dromo and your-* 
self." 

He had scarcely said so, when we heard Xerophrastes 
pacing up and down with solemn strides in the gallery ; 
so I knew not how to excuse myself^ although I was very 
anxious to have staid at home for another purpose, 
of which I shall speak to you anon. Young Sextus, mean- 
while, had taken down my gown from the nail, and he 
threw it over my shoulders before I had time to say any 
thing ; and, in a word, the whole three of us were soon 
on our way to the place of my young friend's ungrateful 
destination. 

In order to arrive at this place, however, we had a 
considerable part of the city to move over ; for I found 
that 4.his painter was one of those who exercise their art 
during the public hours of the day in the baths of the 
Palatine, where, as you have heard, in the wide circuit 
of the princely residence, abundant accommodation is set 
forth for all such ingenious persons as choose to make use 
of it. We proceeded, therefore, along the edge of the 
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river, and by the west of the Capitol, following the line 
of that great Triumphal Way which has been witness of 
so many glorious pagecgits; for so, they told me, we 
should most easily ascend into the Cesarian courts. But 
when we had come thither, we found, very unexpectedly, 
that the whole of the open space in front of the portico 
and stairs of Trajan was occupied by a detachment of 
the Praetorian cohorts, who were drawn up there in splen- 
did array to receive some promised donative from the 
bounty of the prince ; while the martial music, and the 
clamours of their mustering, had collected all around 
them enough of spectators to render the passage onward 
in some measure difficult. We also by this means were 
constrained to form part of their attendance, and stood 
there gazing patiently among the multitude, till such time 
as they should disperse. Neither was it, in truth, possi- 
ble for me altogether to hment this interruption ; for the 
sun shone brightly upon the crests and the spears, and 
the silver eagles glittered here and there resplendentljr 
above the heads of the warriors, and the horses of the tri- 
bunes pawed the ground proudly when the horns were 
sounding, and the deep silence along the armed line con- 
trasted nobly with the hum and tumult of the admiring 
assemblage ; and even the eyes of the stately Xerophras- 
tes caught some animation from the brilliancy of the 
spectacle before him ; and the enamoured and perplexed 
Sextus himself, beating time on my shoulder to the notes 
of the trumpet, seemed to have forgotten for a moment 
all the anxieties of his situation. 

Some horsemen, however, riding along to keep the 
ground open in front of the soldiery, compelled us to shift 
our places more to the eastward,, where many chariots 
were drawn up, and in one of these I ere long discovered 
Rubellia sitting by herself. The lady looked paler by far 
than I had ever before seen her, and had not the air of 
being in the smallest degree occupied with what was 
passing. But I, for my part, did not think it necessary to 
take any notice of her being there to either of my com- 
panions, and was willing, indeed, to keep myself turned 
away from the place where she sat, in order to avoid any 
chance of being recognised by her. Yet there was somo^ 
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thing in the aspect of her -coontenance, and in the troubled 
air of her whole attitude, that in spite of myself pre- 
vented me from doing so, and, as it were by a sort of fas- 
cination, drew my eyes to the spot that I wished most to 
avoid. From time to time, therefore, I felt myself cOn« 
strained to regard the melancholy lady ; and I had not 
turned round often for that purpose before Sextus also 
perceived what it was that attracted my attention — so I 
discovered sufficiently, although he said. not a word, from 
the fervent pressure with which his fingers suddenly be* 
gan to lean upon my arm as I stood before him. And at 
that moment there drew near to the place where her 
chariot stood a certain little ugly old woman, with no 
covering upon her head but long coarse gray clusters of 
hair hanging matted and twisted all down upon her 
shoulders, who immediately lifted up a basket of trinkets 
she had on her arm, and presented it to Rubellia, as if to 
solicit her to purchase something out of it ; but no sooner 
did Rubellia perceive the basket thrust into her chariot/ 
than she started on her seat, and looking in the face of 
the old creature, manifested immediately many signs of 
no trivial emotion ; for her colour, which, as I have told 
you, had that day quite departed from her, now returned 
with a sudden and strong flush into her cheeks, and her 
dim eyes recovered all their animation, and her Ups 
tremblefd after such a fashion that^ it was evident she 
had something to say which could not possibly regard the. 
gaudy ornaments that were offered to her view in the 
basket. Whatever it was, however, that she had to say, 
she did not occupy much time in saying it ; for scarcely 
a. minute had elapsed before the basket was lowered again, 
and the old woman, after whispering something into 
the ear of the lady, began to move away from her 
towards another part of the crowd, after which Rubellia 
sunk back again immediately into the corner of her 
chariots and appeared to relapse into much of the same 
pensive abstraction from which the old woman's visit had 
disturbed her. 

But many moments had not gone ere I heard a low 
voice croaking out, •* Rings, rings, — amulets and rings T' 
among the crowd that stocd immediately behind me ; andf 
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looking over my shoulder, I perceived tba same old 
v?oimia with the long gray clusters of hair, already stand* 
ing close beside us, and pushing forward between Xero- 
phrastes and Sextus the same basket which had been 
thrust into the chariot of Rubellia. There was a certain 
wild and outlandish leer upon the tawny countenance of 
the woman that, I know not how, affected me with some* 
thing that was neither fear nor curiosity, but a strange 
mixture of both ; so that at one moment my impulse was 
to interpose some part of the bystanding multitude be- 
tween me and her, and the next, I could scarcely help 
moving towards her -more nearly than was necessary. 
But it seemed as if neither to me nor to Xerophrastes was 
she ambitious of vending her wares, for she took not the 
least notice of either of us, nor indeed of any others that 
were near her, except only the young Sextus, whom she 
began coaxing to buy of her, with all that flow of cun- 
ning and low adulation which comes so naturally from the 
lips of such itinerants. 

** My noble youth," quoth the hag, " my noble, lovely, 
beautiful young gentleman — my sweet Adonis, my charm- 
ing lord, do now look into old Pona's basket — ^poorold Po- 
nula I — <lo take a look at Ponula's rings and amulets — her 
amulets and rings. Here is one that I could have sold a 
hundred times for all that it is worth, but I was determined 
to keep it till I should see the prettiest young gentleman in 
Rome, and I never will go back to Naples without selling 
it, after this day ; for this beautiful little amulet must be 
nobody's but yours. You will break iny heart, mj^ lovely 
prince, if you don't buy my beautiful little amulet** 

*' And what,? said he, blushing and laughing, ^ may be 
the virtues of your amulet?" 

•* Virtues of my amulet I" she replied, twisting her old 
seamed lips into a faint and fawnish simper ; '* do you 
ask what are the virtues of my amulet ? Of a surety 
you shall know them ;" then laying her yellow hand upon 
his shoulder, till she had made him stoop down so that she 
m^ht get close to his ear, and sinking her voice into a 
whisper, she began to pour out, with much mysterious 
volubility, all the story of its marvellous potencies: but 
what she said even I could not know, only I heard the 
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words, ^Ethiopian, Ethiopian,'' and ^'Memnon, Mem- 
noD," and something about '' not a pretty lady in Rome'' 
—and a few more disjointed fragments, of which it was 
not possible for me to make any sense. But just as the 
woman was most earnest in her whisper, and Sextus, ap- 
parently at least, in listening to it, I found my gown 
plucked hastily from behind ; and behold, there was Dromo, 
with a countenance quite tremulously agitated, and all 
over as white as a piece of dead parchment, pointing to 
bis young master and the old hag, and beseeching me to 
separate them, by motions which were in nowise to be 
mistaken. How he had come thither, or what was the 
cause of all his anxiety, I had no time to conjecture, for 
before I could say a word, he began to bellow out, — " The 
horses, the horses — make room there for the horses ;" and 
immediately those that stood near him began to move a 
little, and then, the cry being repeated, those that stood 
farther off mistaking the noise of their feet for that of the 
actual approach of some new squadron, there arose alto« 
gether a sort of rushing among the crowd ; and in a 
twinkling the voice of Fona was beard grumbling and 
croaking at a distance from the place to which our party 
were borne by the current of its multitudes. Close, 
nevertheless, did the faithful Cretan stick to us ; and no 
sooner was quiet in some measure restored, and the false 
alarm he had created at an end, than he whispered into my 
car, " For the sake of all that is sacred, let not that foul 
hag speak another word to my young master — I will tell 
you more anon. Meantime, haste ye, haste ye. Make 
the best of your speed to the Palatine ; it will be much 
easier for you to push your way thither than it was for me 
to come where you are." 

Nor was he satisfied with indicating all this by words 
alone, but pointing with his finger to a place where there 
really was some appearance of an oj)ening, he continued, 
by every fervent gesture in his power,Jo impress on me 
the necessity of immediately obeying hte directions ; and 
how to account for this I know not, but indeed'there was 
something in the earnestness of Dromo's manner which 
I found it quite impossible to resist ; insomuch that even, I 
believe, without so much display of zeal, he might have 
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ftccomplished his purpose witii me. AuJI events, the way 
needed only to be pointed out in order to its being 
followed by Sextus and Xerophrastes, who were already 
weary of the heat and the pressure of the multitude; so 
we were all soon in motion towards the region of which 
the Cretan had given us notice. It so happened, how- 
ever, that in the same commotion which had removed us 
from one part of the crowd to another, the chariot of Ru- 
bellia also had changed its situation ; for just as we had 
escaped, as we thought, from all the tumult, and were 
about to place our feet on the first step of that great and 
magnificent flight of stairs that leads up from the new 
way to the Augustan Towers, there came to us a lad. of 
that lady's household, who told us his mistress was near 
at hand, and desirous, if it so pleased us, of our company. 
So invited, and being aware that we were in sight of Ru- 
bellia, what could be done but to follow her bidding 7 
and we did so accordingly, in spite of all Dromo's warn- 
ings to me — nay, I say yet further, in spite of our own in- 
clinations. We found the lady in her chariot, but not such 
as we had seen her before. On the contrary, whether or 
not the sight of Sextua had produced the change, the 
whole liveliness of her aspect seemed now to be com- 
pletely restored to her, and she received us, as it appeared, 
with all her usual gayety of address, " Careless men," 
said she, as we drew near ; '* I suppose I might have sat 
here till the Greek Kalends, before any one of you would 
have observed me." 

" Most noble lady," quoth Xerophrastes, " bear it not 
indignantly, that amid all the confusion of men and 
horses, and trumpets and shoutings, our attention was 
abstracted from that which was really most worthy of our 
notice ; of a sitrety, my young friends deserve to be ex- 
cused, since even I, who am not in the habit of beins 
much troubled by such vanities, was myself so much 
bewildered that I scarcely knew my right hand from my 
left, in this human chaos. Pardon us, most noble Rubellia ; 
we have been unwitting offenders." 

" I believe it— I believe it," replied the lady, not once 
looking at the stoic. " But I did not call for you to hear 
useless apologies. What new sight is it that attracts yoii 

Vol. I.— O 
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to the Palatine 7 or is it only that yon are desirous of. 
exhibiting 16 Talerias the old established wonders of the 
place ? In either case, I have half a mind to accompany 

rii. In spite of all they tell us about the Golden- House, 
can scarcely think the Palatine can have shown more 
splendidly than it does now, even in the days of Nero." 
'* Indeed," said I, as we began to mount together the 
broad slabbed steps which rise up, tier above tier, in solid 
magnificence, from the portico that is on the street to 
that which hangs on the brow of the ascent, ** Indeed, 
it is not easy for me to doubt that Rubellia is in the right." 
For now, on one side, were all the pillars and arches 
of the Forum stretched out below us, as in a picture ; 
and on the other lay the stately sweep of the great Circus, 
topped with its obelisk ; while right before, from above 
trees and temples, rose the gray cliffs of the Capitoline, 
with all their crown of domes and proud pinnacles glit* 
tering in the glow of the noontide. Imagine to your- 
selves the space between, all radiant with the arms and 
banners of those moving cohorts, and confess that my en- 
thusiasm might have been pardoned, even had I been an 
old man, and less a stranger to spectacles of Roman mag- 
nificence. As it fell out, it was partaken by my compan- 
ions ; for even Xerophrastes did not refrain from some 
ejaculations of delight. •* Great Rome ! Illustrious, impe- 
rial Rome P* said the stoic, •* how great is thy sublim- 
ity P' And then, after a pause of a moment or two, he 
repeated, in a voice of much majesty, those fine verses 
from the Fury of Ajax : — 

Oh ! might I be where o*er the IWing deep 
Lies the broad shadow of the Sounian clin. 
Waving with all its glorious garniture 
Of rock-sprung foliage': from old Ocean's side, ' 
That I might look on Athens onoe again !* 

But I confess to you, that at the moment some of the 
hints which had reached me concerning the real country 
of his nativity recurring to my recollection, 1 could not 

* Sop. Ajax. 1235. 
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help very wickedly ecboinff bis Greek quotation witl| 
another from Virgil, about the wide tracts ploughed bj 
the Tbracians* — of which impertinence, however, th^ 
sage, lost in his own thoughts, took not or seemed not t9 
take any notice. 

Neither, of a truth, was my admiration diminished 
when, having gained the top of that massive staircase, or 
rather, as I should say, thatgrandiform hill of marbfe,wf 
passed at length beneath the sounding portal, the aole 
remnant of the original pile of Augustus, and found ouiv 
selves within the first of those great imperial quadrangles 
by which the whole summit of that once so varbusly and 
multitudinously peopled region is now occupied. Tb^ 
light and airy formation of the porticoes all around me— > 
the gracefulness of the pillars — the splendour of th^ 
domes — the sublimity of the princely towers — and the 
universal profusion of elaborate elegance in all things ;-^ 
the marble, the brass, the ivory, and the flaming g^A^ 
everywhere lavished on arch, metope, and architrave- 
all conspired for a moment to dazzle my sight, and Isfood 
still to gaze without disturbance on the wide vision of 
magnificence with which it had pleased the masters of 
the world to be surrounded. 

^ Behold," said Sextus, ^ where those two equestriaQ 
statues of bronze are placed over against each other, on the 
left-hand — I have heard my father say that they mark the 
sites of two houses, which, in the old time, before Augustus 
began to enclose the whole Palatine in his walls, were in- 
habited, the one by Cicero, the other by Clodius, his en- 
emy ; but now these are all the traces that remain of 
their mansions." 

'' In faith," replied Rubellia, ^' vour brazen equestriaps 
are grim-looking- riders enough ; but yet, I dare say, they 
don't cast half such fierce looks on each other as those 
two predecessors of theirs whom you have mentionec). 
I should like to have seen the countenance of old Tully, 
the morning he went down the hill to deliver his harangue 
for Mifo.'' 

'• Nay," said I, " I am very glad that Sextus h^ told 

^ Vide iBneid III. 
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me this ; for I shall alway, in reading those famous phi- 
lippics in time to come/ possess a new key to the bitterness 
of their phraseology, knowing, as I do, that the two lived 
just over the way from each other, and that the orator 
could every now and then, when his spirits were flagging, 
derive a new reinforcement of spleen from merely put- 
ting his head out of the window, and contemplating, if not 
the person, at least the habitation of his adversary.'' 

•* To hear you speak," quoth Rubellia, " one would 
think you were studying the art of making philippics 
yourself — ^I am afraid that, if it be so, my joining your 
party may prove to have been but an ill-judged thing for 
my own interests ; for, according to this theory, if any of 
you be preparing to abuse me, my presence will only serve 
to sharpen your weapons." 

*• Of a surety, however," interrupted the smiling Xero- 
phrastes, ^ my noble lady will admit, that, in that case, 
the converse also will hold good, and that if praise be in 
meditation, it will not be the feebler because the subject 
of the intended panegyric has passed before the eyes of 
the eulogist." 

** Most courteous of men," replied the lady, " who 
will ever talk of the stiffness of the Porch, after the days 
of Xerophrastes ? To-day and yesterday you have paid 
me as many compliments as might give a lesson to the 
gayest trifler about the imperial baths here. If all," she 
continued (gazing, as she spoke, with all her eyes upon 
Sextus), " if all were as profuse, I should be unable to 
sustain the weight of their civilities." 

**Nay, O generous lady," quoth the sage again, "it 
must be remembered, that, as the poet has expressed it, 
there are two kinds of shame — there is the wicked shame 
and the good shame. Why should it be doubted that a 
modest Verecundity, not unsuitable to their age, has laid 
her finger on the lips of our young friends? 1 swear bv 
the Victrix of Ida, that your presence itself is that which 
occasions their silence ; bear it not ill— bear it not harshly 
— ^the young will learn — it is not every one that has seen 
Corinth." 

*• No, truly," answered the laughing lady ; " but I doubt 
whether they that have been so fortunate have ever seen 
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wy Hmg liatf 00 bie m we are just going to sbow to our 
fiiend Valerius — let us go at once to the tempie." 

So saying, she poiot^d to the soleina Doric columos 
which sustain the portico of the faoious temple of Apollo 
Palatinus, whose shade lay far out upon the marble courl 
before us, and passing between those brazen horsemen of 
which we had been speaking, we soon began to ascend 
the steps that lead up to the shrine. Nor can I tell you 
how delightful was the fragrant coolness which reigned 
beneath the influence of that massive canopy of marble, to 
us whose eyes had been so long tasked with supporting 
the meridian blaze of the Italian sun, reflected from so 
many shining towers and glowing edifices. We entered 
with slow steps within the vestibule of the temple, and 
stood there for some space, enjoyinc in silence the soft 
breath of air that played around the flowing fountains of 
the god. Then passing on, the aiiy hall of the interior 
itself received us; and I saw the statue of Phoebus pre* 
siding, like a pillar of tender light, over the surroundiitf 
darkness of the vaulted place ; for, to the lofty shrine <? 
the god of day no light of day had access, and there lay 
only a small creeping flame burning thin upon his altar; 
but a dim and sweet radiance, like that of the stars in 
autumn, was difiused all upon the statue, and the altar, 
and the warlike trophies suspended on the inner recesses* 
from the sacred tree of silver that stands in the centre, — 
amid the trembling enamelled leaves and drooping boughs 
of which hung many lamps, after the shape and fashion of 
pomegranates — ^and out of every pomegranate there flowed 
a separate gleam of that soft light, supplied mysteriously 
through the tall stem of the silver tree, from beneath this 
hollow floor of the temple. 

Now there was no one there when we first came into 
the place ; but I had not half-satisfied myself with con- 
templating its beauties, when there advanced from behind 
the statue of Apollo a very majestic woman, arrayed in 
long white garments, and having a fillet of laurel leaves 
twined above her veil, where, parting on her forehead, its 
folds began to fall downward towards her girdle. Ven- 
erable and stately was her mien, but haughty, rather than 
serene, the aspect of her countenance- Without once 

02 
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looking towards us, or the place where we stood, she 
went up immediately to the altar, and began to busy her- 
self in trimming the sacred fire, which, as I have said, 
exhibited only a lambent and fleeting flame upon its sur- 
face. But when, with many kneelings and other cere- 
monies, she had accomplished this solitary service, the 
priestess of Apollo at length turned herself again, as if to 
depart into the secret place from whence she had come 
forth ; and it was then, that first, as it seemed, observing 
the presence of strangers, she stood still before the altar» 
and regarding us attentively, began to recognise the Lady 
Rubellia, whom, forthwith advancing, she saluted cour- 
teously, and invited to come with the rest of us into her 
privacy, behind the shrine of the god. 

So saying, she herself led the way thither, Rubellia 
walking immediately behind her, and the rest of us in her 
train. Through several folding-doors did we pass, and 
along many narrow passages all inlaid, on roof, wall, and 
floor, with snow-white alabaster and rich mosaic work, 
until at length we came to a little airy chamber, where 
three young maidens were sitting with their embroidering 
cushions, while one, taller than the rest, whose back was 
placed towards us, so that we saw not her countenance, 
was kneeling on the floor, and touching, with slow and 
mournful fingers, the strings of a Dorian lyre. Hearing 
the sound of her music as we entered, we stood still in the 
door-way, and the priestess, willing apparently that our 
approach should remain unknown, advancing a step or 
two before us, said, ** Sing on, my love, I have trimmed 
the flame ; sing on, I shall now be able to listen to all 
your song ; but remember, I pray you, that the precincts 
of Phoebus are not those of Pluto, and let not your chant 
be of such funereal solemnity. Sing some gay thing — we 
solitaries have no need of depressing numbers." 

" Dear aunt," replied she that had been thus addressed, 
without, however, changing her attitude, " you must even 
bear with my numbers such as they are ; for if you bid 
me sing only merry strains, I am afraid neither voice nor 
fingers may be able well to obey you." 

These words were spoken in a low and melancholy 
voice ; but guess with what interest I heard them, when I 
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perceived that they proceeded from no other lips than 
those of Athanasia herself. Sextus also, on hearing them, 
knew well enough who she was that spoke ; but when he 
looked at me to signify this, I motioned to the youth that 
he should say nothing to disturb her in her singing. 

*' Then please yourself," said the priestess, laying her 
hand on Athanasia's shoulders ; ** but do sing, for I should 
fain have my maidens to hear something truly of your 
music." 

With that Athanasia again applied her fingers to the 
chords of the lyre, and stooping over them, began to play 
some notes of prelude, less sorrowful than what we had 
at first heard. 

** Ay, my dear girl," says the priestess, " there now you 
have the very secret of that old Delian chant. Heavens ! 
how many lordly choirs have I heard singing to it in 
unison. There are a hundred hymns that may be sung 
to it — ^give us whichsoever of them pleases your fancy 
the best." 

** 1 will try," replied the maiden, " to sing the words 
you have heard from me before. If I remember me 
aright, you liked them." 

Then boldly at once, yet gently, did her voice rush 
into the current of that old strain that you have heard so 
often; but it was then that I myself for the first time 
heard it. 

The moon, the moon is thine, O night. 
Not altogether dark art thoa ; 
Her trembling crescent sheds its light, 
Trembling and pale, upon thine ancient brow. 

The moon is thine, and roand her orb 
A thousand sweet stars minister. 
Whose twinkling rays dark wells absorb, 
! And all the wide seas drink them far and near 

They kiss the wide sea, and swifl smiles 

Of gladness o'er the. waters creep ; 

Old hoary rocks rejoice, and isies, 

And there is glory on the slumbering deep. 

Afar — along the black hill's side, 
' Right blithe of heart the wanderers go, 
While that soft radiance, far and wide, 
Gleams on the winding streams and woods below* 



And g«yly for Ae fragile bark, 

Through the green waves its path is shorn, 

When all'the marmurs of the dark 

CM sea tie calm'd beneath that gliding horn 

Yet hail, ye glittering streaks, that lie 

The eastern mountain-tops upon ! 

Hail ye, deep blushes of the sky. 

That speak the eoming of the bridegroom sun ! 

Hail to the healing beam of day. 

That rouses eveiy living thing ! 

The forest gulfs confess thy sway, 

And upon freshening branches glad birds sing. 

And loathsome forms, that crept unseen 
Beneath the star-light faint and wan. 
Cower in their brakes the thorns between. 
Dreading that fervid eye, and its sure scan 

' Triumphant. Welcome life and light ! 
Sing, rocks and mountains, plain and sea ; 
Fearful, though lovely, was the night : 
Hail to more perfect beauty — hail to tbeb ! 

'* Why stop you, Athanasia 7" said the priestess, fiodiDg 
that her* she paused, — '* why do you rise up, and take 
your fingers from the lyre, before you sing out the 
chorus ?" 

" No more, dear aunt — excuse me — no more. I have 
already sung all that I can," replied Athanasia. 

" Nay, then," says she, " if you be fatigued, sing not ; 
but join me, maidens, in the close — ^perhaps it rises too 
high for Athanasia." 

And with that the ancient lady herself, joined by the 
three damsels who had been embroidering, took up the 
strain, which, indeed, rose higher towards its end. 

Hail to thee, Phoebus, son of Jove, 

Glorious Apollo, lord of light, 

Hail, lovely in thy Delian grove, 

And terrible on Delphos' haunted height ! 

Hail to thee here beneath the dome, 
Oreat Phoebus, of thy Latian shrine ; 
Ail hail from Cesar and from Rome ; 
Hail by thy dearest name, God Palatine ! 

But as they were singing the last verse of all, Rubellia 
also aided their melody with a rich strong gushing voice. 



TALBRnm. 165 

which rose far above all the others ; and it was then, tor 
the first time, that the silent Athanasia turned round 
quickly towards the place where we were standing, and 
perceived, not without manifestation of alarm, by how 
many strangers her song had been overheard. On seeing 
who we were, however, she immediately saluted Sextus 
and myself with her usual modest courtesy. Neverthe- 
less, I could see very well that she blushed more deeply 
than ever when she did so ; and, indeed, I think both my 
companion and myself blushed at the same moment ; for 
he could not see Athanasia without thinking of Sempro- 
nia ; while I, for my part, after all that had passed, was 
not likely to be the more composed, because I thought of 
no one but the maiden herself. 

It seemed that the recollection of having seen me, and 
the strong suspicion of having been recognised by me 
over-against the Praetorian guard-house, had thrown a 
certain air of trouble over Athanasia's demeanour ; for, 
after the first glance, 1 in vain endeavoured to meet her 
eye ; while, on the contrary, to Sextus she directed both 
looks and wprds enough to provoke visibly some not alto- 

f^ther benign movements in the proud spirit of Rubellia* 
uch, at least, was my interpretation of the luxurious 
widow's aspect, and of the tone of impatience in which 
she, after a minute or two had passed, began to uige the 
propriety of our proceeding to the part of the imperial 
edifice in which the painter was expecting us. 

The priestess of Apollo, hearing her say so, courteously 
offered to guide us beyond the precincts of the temple, 
and our whole party were again in motion forthwith ; but 
Athanasia remained behind with the three young damsels, 
and I, who walked last, saw her, ere the portal received me, 
preparing again to handle the lyre, with fingers visibly 
trembling, and a pale countenance, not, as I thought, un- 
stained with some yet more distinct traces of keen emo- 
tion. The sight of her agitation fixed my footstep for a 
moment, and it was then that, on her casting a sudden 

Stance round to the place where I stood, 1 perceived truly 
at I had not been mistaken, and that the tears were, in- 
deed gathered within her eyelids. It was no more, how- 
ever, than one glance, for immediately she stooped again 
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when ihe mw who it was that liogerod, and dashing her 
fingers along the chords of the instrunient, appealed to 
be maktog an efibrt at least to bury her thoughts in it9 
kannony. I stood for a moment, and then, ashamed of 
myself, and troubled with her troubles and with my own, 
I followed the rest into the great library which Augustus 
^aced there beneath the protection of the Palatine Apollo. 
The priestess parted from us at its entrance, after point- 
ing out a low and massive door of bronze on the right- 
band, within which, as she told me, the remains of the 
Sibylline prophecies are preserved, unseen by profane 
eves, watched over perpetually by the guardians of the 
place. 



CHAPTER XVI. 

BcT so much was I occupied with thinking on the par- 
ticulars of Athanasia's behaviour, some of which I have 
just described to you, that, in truth, neither the closed 
receptacle of those precious relics of the Sibylline prophe- 
cies, nor even the opening view of the great Palatine 
library itself, was able at first to take hold on my atten- 
tion. I had walked by the side of my young friend, and 
behind the stoic (who, I think, was expressing, in his 
pompous fashion, much admiration of the singing of Ru- 
bellia), along one or two of the great halls in which the 
library is contained, before the~^ novelty of the objects 
surrounding me made any impression even on my eyes ; 
and even after these were in some measure engaged, my 
mind still continued to dwell with sorrowful interest on 
the troubled aspect of the maiden, and on the sweet low 
notes of her uncompleted song. At length, however, the 
natural levity of youth, and the fervour of curiosity, at* 
tained the victorj^ for the moment over my hidden 
sources of meditation, and I began to be present, not in 
bodv merely, in a place where there was so much that 
m^t well occupy aad interest the mind. The ftr* 



i^eeding rows of yellow marble columns conducted mj 
eyes into the interminable recesses of that wide range of 
stately chambers, in which the records of the thought and 
spirit of all past ages are piled up together ; and gazing 
on the loaded shelves which everywl^re ascended into 
the galleries above, I could not but be affected with many 
new emotions of wonder, and admiration, and reverence. 
The marble busts of poets and philosophers, which are 
ranged in front of the different compartments, seemed to 
preside, in the calm superiority of long-departed great* 
ness, over the undying memorials of intellect and imagi- 
nation behind them ; and I perused the glorious names 
upon their pedestals, with many thoughts TOth concerning 
the majesty and the feebleness of man. Here it was the 
high filleted front of Homer that detained, for the first 
time, the contemplation of one in whose ears, even from 
earliest infancy, the melodious sublimity of the Moeonian 
verse had seized and possessed a restins-place of lofty 
delight. The large eyes of the divine old man seemed, 
even in sculpture, to be distinctly and visibly blind, while 
the dreaming serenity of the pale lips below, and the in- 
expressible sanctity of the towering forehead, revealed 
how the intense perception at once of the lovely and the 
great could compensate a thousand fold to the chosen 

Erince of imagination for all the shut out visions of earthly 
eauty. There again appeared the lai^e mild visage of 
Plato, with all the depth of meditative genius slumbering 
in its noble lineaments — while, close beside, the itfem 
piercing glance of the imperious Stagyrite appeared, even 
in stone, to challenge rightful sway and domination. The 
beautirul face of Pmdar instinct with the intoxication of 
rapture — the modest majesty of Sophocles — the sarcastic 
yet noble pride of Aristophanes — and I know not how 
many likenesses of how many illustrious compeers, in 
every walk of intellectual exertion, succeeded each other 
as we passed along^-each in his own sphere, reigning by 
himself; yet all connected together by a certain common 
air of visible greatness, like so many successive princes, 
or glorious contemporary heroes of the same mighty 
empire. 

From the main range of apartments,, in which these 
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objects were placed, there diverged od either hand many 
lesser chambers, in which we saw studious persons en- 
gaged in perusing the works of the learned, each seated 
by himself, and having his eyes fixed attentively on the 
venerable parchment extended before him. Of these, 
some took no notice of us as we passed, nor even deigned 
to intimate by the smallest movement their perception 
that any one had entered upon the place of their retire- 
ment ; but others there were with whom Xerophrastea 
exchanged, as he walked, lofty salutation, and one or 
two that even entered for a moment into conversation 
vrith him, both touching the cause of his visit and the 
nature of their own occupations. With one of these, 
indeed (he was an ancient Greek of singularly bitter 
aspect, and with a voice very harsh and unmusical), to 
such a length did the colloquy extend, that we began to 
think we should never be able to get our stoic away from 
him, till, as our fortune would have it, it became ne- 
cessary for them to have a certain book for the purpose 
of reference, 4n order to decide a certain point, and then 
Xerophrastes began to make inquiries concerning one 
Parmeno, who, as I gathered, must needs be one of those 
intrusted with the care of the library. 

** Ah ! do you speak of Parmeno ?" quoth the other. 
** I am afraid, if we must wait for him, we shall not be 
able to get that invaluable work either this day or to- 
morrow ; for his young pupil the son of Fabricius is 
dead, and I suppose he will now change his quarters, and 
be no longer seen so often about these haunts of the 
Muses.'' 

^ Alas I" interrupted Sextus, "and is it even so? I 
met Fabricius in the Forum a few days ago, and he told 
me his son was ill ; but little did I imagine my dear com- 
panion was so near his end. Is it indeed so 7 and is 
young Fabricius dead V^ 

"Even so," rejoined the other. ''Rapid, in this in- 
stance, of a surety, have been the shears of Atropos I It 
is but a few moments ago since Agaso the painter passed 
this way ; and he told me he had just been receiving orders 
to take the young man's likeness, as well as he could, 
from the corpse." 
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^ If Ag&so be so engaged," replied Xerophrastes, ** I 
ami afraia we need not expect to find him to-day in his 
usual place. Perhaps we had better make inquiry for 
him at the dwelling of Fabricius." 

To this Sextus assented ; or rather, being lost in re* 
flection concerning the death of his friend, he suffered 
himself to be conducted by the rest of us, who followed 
the guidance of the stoic. Passing, therefore, through 
one or two more apartments, we issued forth, and drew 
near to the vestibule of Fabricius's house, who, as they 
told me, was a noble Roman, having the chief superintendf- 
ence of the whole library, and an intimate friend of 
Licinius ; one whose domestic calamity could not fail to 
spread much afBiction through a wide circle both of pa- 
trician kindred and of personal friends. 

And when we came to the vestibule, we found already 
assembled there not a few of the young man's relations; 
but Xerophrastes immediately said, *' Behold Parmeno,he 
is the most afflicted of them all ; and what wonder that it 
should be so ?" 

** It is, indeed, Parmeno," replied Sextus. ** Alas t the 
bier is already set forth; without doubt, the last rites are 
to be performed this evening.** 

This Parmeno was a most sorrowful but respectable 
looking figure, seated close by the bier of the youth, whose 
education, as it appeared, had been committed to his 
charge. His head was involved in his cloak, so that only 
his eyes and nose could be seen, but these of themselves 
expressed a decorous and philosophical melancholy ; and 
the folds of the cloak fell down over the rest of his figure 
in great order and dignity. On the pavement beside him 
was seen lying, half-unfolded, a book inscribed with the 
name of Heraclitus, which the philosopher appeared to 
have been reading. Now, when Xerophrastes approached* 
this mourner only stretched forth, his hand towards him, 
and shook his head, but he did not say any thing, nor once 
look towards us; and indeed to have done so would 
have inevitably disturbed the august attitude in which he 
had placed himself. Xerophrastes, on his part, received 
the proffered hand, and shaking his head in response^wd, 
« Yes, my Ionian friend, I may still bid thee hail and live j 

Vol. I.— P 
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but I must say farewell to the plant thou wast rearing. I 
must say farewell to the youthful promise of Fabricius." 

On hearing these words, the other philosopher drew his 
mantle quite over his face, and leaned himself heavily 
against one of the fluted columns of the vestibule, for he 
seemed to be much shaken. In the mean time Sextus 
approached the bier, and contemplated his former com- 
panion as he lay there stretched out, and wreathed with 
melancholy garlands ; and his countenance expressed as 
he did so a very afflicting mixture of sadness and astonish- 
ment. Neither, indeed, was it possible even for me, that 
had never before seen the young man, to behold the 
miserable spectacle without similar emotions ; for his age, 
as it seemed, could not have been much different from my 
own, and in all things the pale features of his face were 
interesting, and their expression not less amiable than 
solemn. 

" Alas P said Sextus, " the last time I saw him, how 
differently did he appear I We rode out together with 
some others to Tiber, and spent all the day there ; and as 
we returned by the moonlight, how joyous and merry 
was his conversation. Methinks I yet heat* him laughing 
and speaking. We parted at the foot of the Capitoline, 
and never did I see him again till now." 

" Oh fate of man !" quoth Xerophrastes ; ** how uncer- 
tain is life, how certain death ! Without doubt, young 
Fabricius had as little' thought of djring as any of your 
company ; and yet, see now, he is arrayed for the last 
time, and the juvenile gown, which he should so soon 
have laid aside for the manly, is destined to be consumed 
along with him, amid the blaze of the funeral pile." 

** Alas I indeed," replied Sextus, " I am sure there is 
not one of all his acquaintances that will not mourn over 
him." 

** A fine lad he was," cries one of the stajiders by ; "a 
fine lad, and an excellent horseman. The Martian Field 
did not often behold such a rider in these degenerate days 
of Rome, and the Roman youth." 
' But while the rest were still contemplating the bier, 
Xerophrastes, turning to his brother philosopher, said, 
'' Tell me now, my learned friend, do you stHl, after this 
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mournful event, continue to reside with the elder Fabri- 
cius? Has that excellent man any more sons to be 
educated, or will he retain you only for the sake jof the 
library, with which assuredly he will find few so conver- 
sant as yourself?'' 

To which Parmeno replied, ** Your question, O Xero* 
phrastes, is a natural one, and shows that clear judgment 
concerning the affairs of men for which you have always 
been celebrated. No, my friend, the gray-haired Fabri- 
cius no longer requires my residence here ; for he is about 
to retire into one of his villas on the Campanian shore, 
and to bury for ever his affliction in the privacy of hit 
woods. We are about to part, not without mutual tears; 
and several patricians have already been applying to him 
for his influence with me, whom, although unworthy of 
so much research, they earnestly covet, and wish to eii» 
^a^ as the instructer of their young men. I have been 
sitting here not unseen, beside this my former charge, and' 
eacli is impatient to solicit me into his service." 

" Your reputation 1 well know is high," replied Xeit^ 
phrastes, *<and deservedly so ; more particularly for that 
fine talent you have for giving metaphysical interpret 
tations of mythology, and for explaining the obscure aller 

r)ries of ancient poets. But for my own part, Parmeno, 
find not so much delight in abstract ideas, nor in the 
passive contemplation of the universe ; but incline rather 
to study, as heretofore, that part of philos(q>hy which 
relates to action, and the morality of duty." 

'" Yes, worthy Xerophrastes," returned he, with a most 
languid serenity ; '^ and, so far as I understand, you sort 
weU in this with the stirring disposition of your friend 
Licinius." 

To which Xerophrastes made answer, ** My patron 
Licinius is fond of action, and I of the rules of action. 
He says, it is only in war, or in civil functions of a public 
nature, that a person can prove himself a man. The rest, 
be says, is visionary, and comes to nothing, or is a slumber 
of the mind in sensuality, without thought." 

« Does he think, then," quoth Parmeno, with a sarcastic 
smile, ^ does Licinius think, then, there is no sensuality 
in perpetual action, and declamation, and noise t To me, 
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such things appear almost as trivial as the lazy enjoyments 
of Epicureans, besides being harsh and disagreeable, and 
not unfrequently ridiculous. But observe, O Xerophras- 
tes I that 1 speak these things as it vfere abstractly, and 
not by any means in disparagement of Licinius, your ex- 
cellent patron and friend." 

To which the stoic replied, in astonishment, " What 
is this you iiave said ? Dou you assert that action is 
sensual?" 

Then Parmeno, lifting from the pavement the book 
which he had been readmg, or appearing to read, said, *^ It 
is even so, most erudite Xerophrastes. Indeed, I have 
always delighted in the most primitive and remote doc- 
trines handed down from antiquity ; and among others, in 
the riddles of this obscure Ephesian. Following the 
scope of bis philosophy, I am led to believe, that so often 
as the mind impels, or is impelled by other causes, it be- 
nns to lose sight of pure knowledge, and becomes in 
danger of thinking that every thinj; is vain, light, and 
evanescent, except what is perceived by the senses. 
Heraclitus thinks, that love and hatred govern all things. 
Now, when the principle of discord prevails, it subjects 
all things to the dominion of action, and to the gross per- 
ceptions of sense. But when that of love is prevalent, it 
emancipates the struggling chaos of things from the 
yearning of compulsion, and from the darkness of sensual 
proximity ; for, between things that struggle immediately 
against each other, light has no room to enter in and shine ; 
and therefore it is, that when love gains the ascendency, 
a new arrangement is produced — an arrangement that^ 
if I may so express it, is more serene, transparent, orderly, 
and divine, and wherein things exist in safety from the 
danger of mutual destruction.'- 

To which learned speech Xerophrastes, after a prelimi- 
narv cough, made answer, " My opinion coincides rather 
with that of Empedocles, the immortal Sicilian. He 
thinks that discord is the only separating and arranging 
principle which marks the boundaries between things, 
and enables them mutually to act and repel, in such a way 
as to preserve order.** 

*' Nay, nay," interrupted Parmeno, his hands being by 
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this quite disentangled from his cloak, and his countenance 
consKlerabiy lighted up, '< nay, nay, to such doctrine I 
never shall assent. From Empedocles — even from Xero- 
phrastes, I must differ for ever on this head. The order 
of which you and the Sicilian speak is the order of dark- 
ness only, and of blind force, — a kind of order in which 
fierceness and cruelty always reign/' 

But Xerophrastes continued, ''And I roust confess* 
that I further concur with Empedocles in thinking, that 
love is a principle of which the predominance is more fit 
to turn order into a chaos, than to produce the effects you 
have described." 

^ Nay, speak not against love," quoth Parmeno, 
'' speak not against love, nor believe that any respect is 
due to the dictates of Empedocles, who taught the worst 
that can be taught by any man — that is to say, the altera 
nation of order and confusion succeeding each other 
throughout all time. To seek for truth in conceptions 
Uke these, is no better than to seek repose in the bosom of 
-aEtna." 

" In reference to that point," resumed Xerophrastes, " 1 
agree with you in your disapprobation of Empedocles. 
But when you say, that love is the source of knowledge, 
you much astonish me ; for I have always thought rather 
that its tendency .is to bring confusion upon the mind." 

"Once more," said Parmeno, "once more let me be- 
seech you to say nothing against love. You are thinking 
of the love of particular objects. You speak of Cupid, 
and not of heavenly Eros, who, so far from enchaining, 
or tyrannizing over the mind, rather enables it to escape 
into the tranquil freedom of far-extended contemplation. 
But what is contemplation without the knowledge of per- 
manent forms, on which the mind may find repose, and 
so keep itself from being perplexed by the shifting aspects 
of the many-cok)ured universe ? And therefore it is, O 
Xerophrastes, that sometimes, laying aside Heractitus, I 
study the ancient verses of the poet Xenophanes, who 
shows, by the nature of abstract forms, that a certain 
unity pervades all things. Xenophanes mused of old at 
Colophon, looking through the blue ether of my native 
Ionia. But why should I speak thus at length f Alas 1 

P2 
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what is the occasion of our being here I I perceive th^ 
approach of the poet who was to compose an inscription 
for the urn of my dear Fabricius. Yonder also is the 
architect, who comes with a design for the tomb. Oh 1 
da^ of wo, that I should sit in judgment concerning the 
epitaph and tomb of my ingenuous youth T 

'* It is indeed true,^ repHed the solemn Xerophrastes, 
^' that even I, in the repercussions of our talk, had well- 
nigh forgotten all this sorrowful occasion ; but, perhaps, 
there is something after all not entirely inexcusable in our 
giving so much superiority to the affairs of philosophical 
discussion. Now, however, it is evident that we must 
suspend our colloquy ; and who, I beseech you, above all 
things, is he that now draws near to the place of this 
mournful assembly, holding a horse in his hand. Methinks 
I have seen that face before." 

" That you have indeed, master," quoth he that had 
come up, " that you have ; and no longer ago than yes- 
terday neither, if you will be pleased to give yourself the 
trouble of recollecting me. My name is Aspar, I am well 
known in every feedery* in Rome, and they that know 
ine best will give every assurance concerning my supe- 
riority to any thing in the semblance of a trick. If my 
excellent friend the noble centurion Sabinus were here, 
poor old Aspar would have no reason to complain of the 
want of a good word." 

" Good morrow to you, Aspar," said Sextus, for he 
could not help remembering the attention which the Nu- 
midian had manifested at the amphitheatre ; " but what 
is it that brings you hither just at this moment ? And for 
what purpose have you brought your horse along with 
you ? for people of your sort do not in general ride on 
horseback in the courts of the Palatine." 

"Alas!" quoth Aspar, "and is it you, who seem to 
have been one of the contemporaries of that peerless 
youth — is it you that ask such a question as this ? I did 
not, in truth, imagine that there was any friend of young 
Fabricius who did not know his affection for little Sora. 
There is not such another filly within twentjr miles of the 
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Capitol ; but I brought her hither merely out of regard 
for the family, some of whom I thought might be very 
anxious to possess a pretty creature of which the dear 
boy had been so fond. As for myself, I should never 
bear to look on her again with pleasure, after knowing 
the sudden manner of his death. I wish to heaven the 
filly were fairly lodged in one of the paddocks of the 
Lord Fabricius himself." 

) *^ Lead the animal round into the court," quoth Par- 
meno, ** and I doubt not care will be taken of her. Yon- 
der comes one of the buffoons of the theatre ; he, I doubt 
not, is here to disgrace, if he be permitted, this solemn 
scene, with ranting quotations from the tragic poets. 
Alas ! alas ! I cannot bear all this : there also advance 
the officiators from the temple of Libitina ; they have 
their cypress boughs ready in their hands. O my learned 
friend, 1 cannot sustain these things ; let me begone into 
the mansion." 

And when he had said so, the admirer of Heraclitus 
picked up his favourite scroll, and gathering together the 
folds of his mantle, moved slowly into the house, and Xe- 
rophrastes followed him with similar gestures : and Sex- 
tus and I also were about to take our departure ; and he, 
having procured from one of the slaves of the house a 
myrtle garland, had already placed it upon the bier of the 
young Fabricius, as the last testimonial of his concern ; 
when there drew near two young men, clad in long man- 
tles of black, who also seemed to have been before ac- 
quainted with my friend, for, on seeing him, they imme- 
diately went up and began to exchange with him many 
expressions of grief and lamentation. But while they 
were speaking so together, Rubellia, who had been stand- 
ing all this while a little apart, sent a boy to inform us 
that the painter we wer6 in search of had at last made his 
appearance, and was anxious to proceed with his por- 
trait. I drew Sextus away, therefore, and soon Joined 
the lady and the artist ; but as we were moving oflf thus, 
one of the bystanding slaves, an old gray-headed rtian, 
came up and whispered to us, " These two that you have 
been speaking with are to me the most dis^reeable part 
of this preparation. You have beard their lamentation. 
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and seen their sweeping raiment of mourning ; but they 
are nephews of Fabricius, and I think the chief sub- 
ject of their reflection is, the probability that one or 
other of them must be adopted by my bereaved old master. 
Alas! alas! so goes all between Lucina and Libitina. 
There was never a birth nor a marriage that did not 
create some sorrow, nor a funeral procession that did not 
give rise to some joy. Your rhetoricians talk, but what 
avails it all ? Slaves and masters are all alike subjected 
to the evils of the world, and of these death is both the 
last and the least/' 

Little Agaso, the painter, was an amusing character, 
and even in his exterior there was so much of the amu- 
sing, that I wish I had for a moment fingers like his, that I 
might give you the pleasure of surveying his portrait. 
Imagine, however, since that is all you can do, a smart 
dapper little bandy-legged man of Verona, dressed in a 
Grecian mantle, and endeavouring in every particular to 
look as much as possible like a Greek. Had Xerophras- 
tes not gone off with his brother of Ionia, I have no 
doubt this man would have made his presence a sufficient 
excuse for speaking nothing but Greek to us ; but, even 
as it was, his conversation was interlarded with an abun* 
dant intermixture of the phraseology of that noble tongue. 
Nothing could be spoken of which Agaso did not think fit 
to illustrate, either by the narration of something he him- 
self had seen or heard during his residence at Athens, or 
at least by some quotation from Some of the Grecian 
poets, of whom it seemed to me that M enander and Ana* 
creon were his foremost favourites. To judge from the- 
square and somewhat ponderous formation of the man's 
features. Nature had not designed him for any of the most 
mercurial specimens of her workmanship ; but he con- 
trived, notwithstanding, by perpetual shrugging and gri- 
macing, and, above all, by keeping his eyes and eyebrows 
continually in motion, to give himself an air of no incon- 
siderable life and vivacity. 

Hopping before us with much alacrity, this little artist 
soon conducted our steps through seven, eight, or ten 
galleries, opening off each other, until at length, a certain 
curtain b^ng withdrawn, which had covert the space 
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between two pilasters, we found ourselves in a spacious 
and brilliant apartment, which, from the superior courte- 
ousness wherewith he bowed us into it, there could be no 
difficulty in perceiving to be the customary sphere of his 
own exertions. It was not altogether deserted nor soli- 
tary, even when we entered ; but the removal of the in- 
tervening curtain soon attracted many more of the loun- 
gers of the i>aths, and ere poor Sextus was fairly fixed in 
the proper attitude before the table of the painter, the 
modest youth had the mortification to find himself sur- 
rounded with a very crowd of knowing and curious phv* 
siognomies. The presence of these, however, if it might 
have been gladly dispensed with by Sextus, appeared, 
most assuredly, to be quite the reverse of unwelcome to 
the master of the room. On the contrary, there arose 
between the little man, as he was preparing his brushes, 
and those who had come to survey him at his work, such 
a learned gabble of mutual compliments, remarks, and 
disquisitions, that it seemed to me as if he would have 
been quite disappointed, had he not been favoured with 
their admiring attendance. 

The walls all around being covered with different spe- 
cimens of Agaso's workmanship, there was no want of 
subjects for every sort of conversation likely to interest 
his ears. 

** How noble,'' cries one, ^ is that large portrait you 
have just been finishing of Rupilius I Heavens I with 
what felicity you have caught the august air of that dig* 
nified man 1 M ethinks I see him just about to enter the 
Basilica, when he knows that some great cause is await- 
ing his decision. What solemnity in his aspect 1 what 
grandeur in the gown I How finely the purple of the lati- 
clave is made to harmonize with the colouring of the 
cheeks and chin I What beautiful handling about the 
fingers with which he grasps his tablets I As for the head 
of the stylus, it is the very eye of the picture." 

*' Exquisite, indeed,'' quoth another of these knowing 
characters ; '^ but who can look at it, or any thing else, in 
the same room, with this charming little jewel T Hea- 
vens ! what a beauty I who can it be I for I never saw 
her either at the circus or the amphitheatre, or at any other 
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place of resort. What an inimitable picture of modest^f^ 
and loveliness is this girl r 

The little painter beard this last piece of eulogy with an 
air of some little embarrassment, and at the same tim« 
looked very cunningly towards the person who had uttered 
it. But the Lady Rubellia tossed her head, as if indig- 
nantly, and whispered to me, '' Pretty she may be, though 
I can't say that style of dressing her hair is aUall adapted 
for such features ; but as for modesty, I should like to see 
what part of her face it is in which that is so visible. I 
asked Agaso,. two or three days aso, who it was, and 
be told me it is a little Spanish girl, whom that august 
looking person, with the grand laticlave, and the purple 
cheeks and chin, and the glittering stylus, thought fit to 
bring with him from Spain, when he was relieved from 
the hard duties of the proprstorship, — which, without 
doubt, her agreeable society had enabled him to go 
through with ^tter than that of his own wife would have 
done. I dare say, he takes good care she shall not be 
seen either at circus or amphitheatre; and, indeed, I 
think it is sufficient impudence to show her likeness ia 
this way, in the company of so many portraits of re- 
spectability. But there is no saying bow far these en- 
amoured old dotards will go. Impudent minx that it is, I 
think if the wife of this same Rupilius were to hear of 
its being here, she would do well, to come and scratch 
its eyes out. I have no patience for such audacity.'' 

"My dear lady," quoth the painter, who overheard 
somewhat of what slie was saying, " my dear Lady Ru- 
bellia, for the sake of all that is sacred, don't say a word 
about this to any one again ; wait at least till the canvass 
for the augurship be over, and then, if you will, you may 
say any thing about it you please. But just at present 
Rupilius would be very angry if any of these affairs were 
made more public than is necessary ; for there are always 
enough of people to exaggerate and misrepresent." 

'^ Exaggerate, indeed!" replied the lady; «< there is 
much room for exaggeration, forsooth. For my part, I 
think Rupilius ought to be ashamed of himself; and at 
bis time of life too/ Then sinking her voice into a note 
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almost inaudible, she added* ^ I think you said he was just 
the same age with my own uncle V* 

'* Yes," says the painter, ^' I think he must be about the 
same standing ; and I think he went to Spain just about 
the period of your own marriage." 

" Filthy old fellow," quoth she very quickly ; " and this 
is what he has brought home with him ! I have a great 
mind to tell his wife/' 

" Hush, hush," said Agaso ; ** if yon do so, you will ruin 
me. Besides, this is the very day Rupilius spoke of bring* 
ing her to see his own portrait ; and, indeed, I am sure that 
is the old senator^s hem, in the adjoining ^lery. They 
will be here in an instant. I rely on your prudence." 

And no sooner had Agaso said so, than of a surety the 
portly original of the laticlaved portrait walked into the 
room, having his gown, and every part of his dressy 
arranged ii^all things after the same fashion represented 
in the picture ; although in the living countenance it was 
easy to discover not a few deep lines and spots which 
had been cautiously omitted in the copy. By his side 
moved a short pursy woman, arrayed in the extremity of 
gaudy and costly attire, whose own naturally dark and 
swarthy complexion did not, in spite of all the arts <^ 
cosmeticism, harmonize very well with the bright golden 
ringlets of her Sicambrian peruke ; while fa^shind the 
(mir came a thin damsel, whose scraggy lineaments ex« 
hibited a sort of faint shadow, or type, as it were, of the 
same visage, the rudiments of which had been so abun- 
dantly filled up in that of the broad and rubicund old 
magistrate her father. 

"There, now," quoth Rubellia, perceiving their ap* 
preach; "just see with what eflFrontery this ancient lib- 
ertine struts into the room ; and his wife and daughter, 
too, are along with him. Oh, dog-eyed audacity I And 
vet it is scarcely possible to observe the group without 
laughing." 

But if she, or any of the rest of us, felt any inclination 
to smile on the very first appearance of the party, I leave 
you to judge how much this inclination must have been 
mcreased by what passed after they had begun to make 
their observations on the work which they had come to 
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examine. For the ex-proprsetor himgelfy after saluting 
A^asoy stood still with an air of infinite dignity, in the 
midst of the apartment, while the fond daughter, rushing 
close up to his picti^re, could with difficulty affix any limits 
to her expressions of the satisfaction with which it inspired 
her. The little fat M etulla also (for so his wife was named) 
devoured its features at first with his eyes of rapture ; 
but she ere long began to see and to say, that, after all, 
imperfect justice had been rendered to the manly charms 
of her lord. 

'' Oh Jupiter I*' quoth the young damsel, " if papa were 
. not here himself, 1 should expect the wood to speak to 
us, so perfectly does this resemble him 1 Look at the very 
ring upon his finder. It is the very ring he wears ! One 
can see the very images that are engraved upon it ; one 
can see the three Graces that papa always seals with. I 
never saw such a picture — when will it be brought home ?** 

^ Hush, hush, now. Primula, my darlinff,'^quoth the 
mother. *^ It is certainly an astonishing likeness ; but I 
don't understand what it is that makes painters, nowa- 
days,' paint people older than they are. 1 am sure your 
papa, girl, does not look near so old as in this picture. 
It may be like him hereafter;, but he should have been 
represented much younger just now. And besides, it 
wants something of his expression. Don't you think so 
now yourself, sir V* (turning to the painter.) •* Don't it 
strike yourself that you have given him too sombre a look f 
Rupilius has surely been looking very gloomily when he 
sat to you." 

On this the painter, leaving Sextus, advanced to the side 
of Metulla, and after a pause of some moments, spent in 
contemplating alternately his own work and the original, 
said, with a courteous simper, ** How much am I indebted 
to you, most noble lady, for this visit, and these judicious 
remarks ! Without doubt, you must be the best judge. 
But as for me, I only wish you had accompanied the sen- 
ator when he was sitting to me, and then, without ques- 
tion, his countenance would have worn the look you de- 
siderate ; and I perhaps might have more easily succeeded 
in catching it, being aided by your suggestions. But 
ladies do not know how their lords look at times^ when 
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they themselves are not present I have painted the sena- 
tor ; but I have missed — I perceive it too plainly — I have 
missed something of the man. I hope it may yet be 
amended." 

^ How modest he is !" ejaculated the flattered spouse ; 
*< how modest he is, with all his genius ! A single sit- 
ting will suffice, I am sure, to give it every thing it wants. 
We shall come," added she, in a lower tone, ^ we shaH 
come some day when you are quite alone, and I will sit 
by you, and talk to Rupilius all the while ; and that will 
keep senate-meetings and edicts, and all that stufi*, out of 
his head, and you shall paint him just when he has his 
own smile on his face." 

** Delightful P replied the artist ; " how happy shall I 
be in having such an opportunity of improving both the 
picture and myself I We must positively prevail on the 
senator to give us this one sitting more ; for, consider only^. 
had the picture been for the Senate, or for Cesar, or for 
the Province, or any public place, it might have been well, 
perhaps, to leave it almost as it is ; but the case is very 
difierent in a domestic portrait. In regard to that, the 
usual domestic expression should, above all thinss, be 
sought for ; and the ideas of intelligent private friends 
should especially be consulted by the artist." 

^ Never ask his consent," quoth MetuUa, smiling upon 
her lord ; ^ leave the whole matter to me. I have re- 
solved, and that is enough. The picture is for me, and I 
am determined to have it done according to my own 
wishes. And besides, if he were to refuse me, I know 
how I should be certain to overcome him ; for he has 
asked me to sit to you myself, and you know if I were 
to persist in sitting with my gloomy face, as he has with 
his, he would be so much mortified that we should soon 
bring him to his right reason." 

*^Your gloomy face, noble lady!" replied the artist, 
strutting back a pace or two. " 1 am afraid, if that is the 
charm by which alone he is to be softened, we must give 
up all our hopes. Which day of the Greek kalends shall 
I say my Lady M etulla is to sit with her gloomy face T" 
•Ha ! ha I ha !" quoth Metulla ; « you are such a wag. 
I protest I believe you will keep me laughing, in spite ci 

Vol. I.— Q 
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myself, all the time I am sitting. And pray now, what 
dress do you think I should wear ? Prima says, I ought 
certainly to be in green ; but I was thinking that perhaps 
a yellow byssine would suit me better. But I shall send 
over half a dozen robes, and then we can choose which- 
ever seems to be the best. One thing only I am quite re- 
solved upon» and that is, that I shall have my golden 
chain, with the little miniature of thQ propraetor — ^the 
senator, I mean — (he is no longer propreetor, you know) 
— at the end of it." 

*• Nothing could be better — nothing could be in finer 
taste,'' he made answer ; '* and if my lady should think 
of green, or blue, or purple, or any dark colour for the 
gown, the rings of the golden chain, and the setting of 
the miniature, would come in so beautifully, they would 
have the richest effect in the world. O ! by all means, 
let us have the chain and the miniature." 

" And do, my dear mother,*' interrupted Prima, " and 
do have on the sapphire tiara when you sit to Agaso ; for, 
you know, everybody says you look better with it than 
any other head-dress.'* 

" We shall consult Agaso and your papa, my dear, and 
whatever they think fittest shall be the thing." 

** Or what would you think," continued Prima, " of having 
your own hair simply, like this lady here ?" (It was that 
of the Spanish girl she- meant.) " What a pretty face ! 
Well, if I were to be painted, I should like to be dressed 
exactly like this." 

** A smart little girl, indeed," quoth the mother. " I 
think I should know that face. I am sure I have met 
with that young lady somewhere — though where or when 
I have not the least idea. Is she a Roman lady, Agaso ?" 

*• No, not a Roman lady," answered the artist ; " nor 
do I think my lady can ever have met nvith her. But 
perhaps my Lord Rupilius may, for she is a Spaniard." 
f Agaso, on saying so, turned with a smile of indescri- 
bable cunning to the senator ; but he, scarcely appearing 
to look at the picture, answered with great gravity, " I 
think I have seen the countenance before ; and perhaps 
it was in my province. The face is certainly a pretty 
one : but nothing so very extraordinary." 
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•* No, no/* echoed MetulTa ; " nothing so very extraor- 
dinary. The girl might be a beauty in Spain ; but I am 
sure she would be nothing extraordinary in Rome.'* 

" Well, now," said Prima, 'M am no judge ; but I do 
think her very handsome, and I am sure she must be noble, 
although a proyincial, for she has not the loast vulgarity 
in her look." 

** No, not exactly vulgarity — far from it," quoth Me- 
tulla ; '^ but yet how one misses the air of the capital. 
They may say what they like," added she, drawing her- 
self up ; '* but there is no such thing as a really urbane air 
to be got out of Rome." 

** Was my lady Metulla ever in Greece ?" said the 
painter, bowing low as he spoke. 

" No, indeed," quoth she, with a titter, *' no, indeed. 
Greece may be Greece, but Rome's Rome. Rome's 
enough for me ; I have no curiosity to see Greece, 1 as- 
sure you." 

" Good heavens, now !" interrupted the daughter, ** I, 
mamma, am surprised to hear you say so. I should so like 
to be in Greece. There are so many pretty things to be 
seen in Greece — ^they make all the prettiest rings and 
bracelets in Greece, don't they ?" 

The question was addressed to Agaso, who, bowing 
again, but looking a little grave, said« ''In Gredle, or by 
those who have been in Greece, certainly. There is 
nothing to be done in any of the arts without having seen 
Greece. But it was of the ladies of Greece that we were 
speaking." 

**' And what think you of the ladies of Greece ?" quoth 
Metulla, returning to the charge. " I hope yon will not 
say that they are superior to those of Rome ? I have a 
notion they don't pay for what they have so well, how- 
ever." 

'' Let it be admitted," answered the smiling Agaso ; 
'' how should poor Greece equal imperial Rome in such 
points as these ? But I cannot give up my old friends the 
Greeks, notwithstanding — and more particularly the 
Greek ladies. They are beautiful graceful creatures ; 
that every one who haa seen them must admit.*' 

*' Graceful indeed I" quoth Metulla. " I believe, if the 
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troth were known, they are no better thaft they shoold 

"And yet I must own," continued the artist, with 
another bow to Metulla, "that they do want some things 
which the Roman ladies hare. There is a certain dig- 
nity, as it were — ^a certain noble tranquillity, that I never 
saw anywhere but in Romc^J 

To which Itmt speech Metulla vouchsafed no answer ; 
but I saw tiiat it had produced the intended effect ; for, 
while she was hearing it, a soft flutter of satisfaction ap- 
peared to pass over her chubby cheeks, and the unsuspi- 
cious matron became visibly lost in a maze of complacent 
meditations on its close. The pause in that conversation 
allowed me to overhear something of what was passing 
in another part of the room, where some other picture 
appeared to be exciting among another set of observers 
a scarcely inferior measure of curiosity. On going up 
to them, I perceived that it was a sketch, in chalk only, 
of the head and shoulders of an old white-bearded man, 
which was occupying their attention ; and when I had 
gained an opportunity of more nearly surveying it, I rec- 
ognised without difficulty, and not, as you will believe^ 
without interest, the features of the same Thraso who 
died on the preceding day at the Flavian Amphitheatre. 
The grdfter number of those who were looking on it 
seemed also to have been present at his death; fori 
heard pointed out by them with exactness the parts in 
which the resemblance had been most successfully taken* 
The beauty of the old roan's lineaments, and the serenity 
of his aspect, they all admired ; and while they were loud 
in praising these, Agaso himself also joined them, saying, 
** Oh, so you have found out my old Christian. How did 
ou get hold of him ? for I meant it not to be seen till I 

d lain on a little of the colour. But is it not a fine 
study ? is it not a noble head 7 I think I shall introduce 
it in the picture I am painting for Pliny. The subject is 
the sacrifice of Iphigenia — don't you think it would do 
gloriously for the head of one of the priests ?" 

** A priest P' quoth one of the loungers ; ^ I was 
afraid you were going to make it serve for the head of 
the victinu It is only taking away the beard^ and paint- 
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iiig the hair Uack» and a few more trivial changes such as 
that ; and poets and painters can do far moi^ wonderful 
things than turning age into youths Yoiv ugly old infidel 
might really make a very fine Iphigenia," 

*' Ha ! ha I Curio,*' replied the artist, " you must always 
have your joke, Curio ; but seriously, do you not admire 
the old head ? I went to the amphitheaire rather late, 
without expecting any thing particular ; hot, you know, a 
painter never goes anywhere without his tablets, and 
when I saw the man come in, it immediately struck me 
that he might be turned to some account. I made sev- 
eral little sketches of him, for it was a lon^ time ere it was 
over ; and this is from the one I took just after he had 
made his oration to Trajan. His hands and feet were 
singularly fine, I tliought. Here," said he, turning over 
the leaves of his tablets, *' here you have him in a variety 
of shapes i here, this now is the knee — the muscles 
showed powerfully when he knelt on one knee ; there 
again you have his fingers as they were folded on his 
breast — ^not much fiesh, but the line very good, and the 
veins well expressed. I think one of the priests might 
stand in that attitude very properly, just at the moment 
when Agamemnon is supposed to be about to utter the 
final word." 

" Well," replied another, " for my part, I think the 
resignation of the Christian must have been rather a dif- 
ferent sort of thing from that of Agamemnon's priests." 

" Priest indeed 1" interrupted Metulla, who by this time 
had been able to bear herself away from her ex-proprae- 
tor's likeness ; " do you talk of making a priest out of a 
Christian ? I wonder you are not afraid of such a blas- 
phemous thought. For me, if I had a picture of an atheist 
in my house, 1 should expect the roof to fall in. And yet 
here, where you have temples on every side of you, and 
the whole Capitoline within view, you speak of turning 
this old infidel into one of Agamemnon's priests ! Jupiter 
and Apollo preserve us ! to make a priest out of a Chris- 
tian !" 

" Poh, poh 1" quoth the critic who had been speaking 
before ; " these wicked artists have no thought about such 
things as these. I think we may consider ourselves as 
Q2 
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yery lucky in not having heard bim proposing to turn the 
old fellow into a god. I have heard of such things. But 
I believe I should say nothing about that, for I once sat 
for a god myself; and although I am not quite so bad 
as a Christian, I really think I was unworthy of such an ' 
honour." 

. " You are very modest, indeed, sir," replied the lady^ 
witli a countenance of some little indignation ; *^ and if 
one may take the liberty to ask such a question, what 
god was it that had the honour to haye you set for his 
likeness?" / 

*• Why— Janus — ^I think it was Janus," answered Cu- 
rio; " yes, and now I remember me, Agaso here had the 
impudence to paint his own likeness for the other face of 
the deity. I believe the representation was pretty gene- 
rally admired." 

*' Yes, by two at least in the city,'' replied the little fat 
lady, very tartly, 

" You are forgetting the young ladies," returned the 
placid Curio. ** So many of them fell in love with it» 
that Agaso and I were weary of it. There .was no peace 
till the picture of Janus was shut up — ha ! ha T , 

" I really don't approve of this conversation,'', quoth 
Metulla, " and I hope few that are here approve of it any 
more than myself. Oome, come. Prima, my love, it is 
high time to be going. This is no place for us, when such 
talk is permitted." 

So saying, this pious female walked away, escorted by 
her husband and her daughter. She and Prima kissed 
their hands^ as if to bid good-by te the picture of the old 
senator^ as they passed it, and the whole party were soon 
at such a distance that Curio and some of the company 
thought it safe to indulge in a laugh at their expense. But 
of all the laughers, there was not one that laughed more 
heartily than Rubellia herself^ 

"Cunning old rogue!" quoth she; ^'Iwas much in- 
clined to betray hiqn once or twice ; but, in spite of my- 
self, I can scarcely help taking part with him» now that I 
have seen this creature, whom he has the misery to call 
wife. Wbo^in the name of Hermes — who is she? and 
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how does a man of his rank happip to have burdened 
himself with such a bundle of disgrace ?" 

" GkHxl Jove P' says Curio, " is it possible that there is 
any one ignorant of the history of Rupiltus, and his cele- 
brated marriage ? I thought the whole story had been as 
public as the Pantheon." 

** I have heard his name,** replied she, ** and that often* 
times ; biit I never was told any thing in particular either 
about him or his history/' 

«* Why, after all," was Curio's answer, " there is 
nothing so very particular, I believe, either to be told or 
to be heard. The father of this Rupilius was a consider- 
able favourite about the court of Claudius; and if Narcis- 
sus had lived, might have risen to the first honours of the 
state ; but he fell gradually into neglect after the death of 
that great freedman, and I believe was at last forbid to 
come to the Palatine by Nero; though I know not 
whether, as was the case with Vespasian, that punishment 
was inflicted on him for not sufliciently applauding the 
singing emperor's voice. However, the man was humbled 
in his spirit, and having squandered away the best part of 
his patrimony during the days of his dancing attendance 
on Narcissus, he was fain to make up his purse again by 
sending his son down to the dock -yards ; and the young 
Rupilius married, in short, this Metulla, the charming 
daughter and sole heiress of a certain ancient Ligurian, 
whose person was well known in the markets, and his 
name familiar to all frequenters of courts of justice. In 
the course of the many strange revolutions that have taken 
place, it is np great wonder that the husband of Metulla 
should have been sent as propraetor into Spain ; neither, 
being sent thither, is it very wonderful that he should have 
left Metulla behind him. In short, I see nothing wonder- 
ful about the matter. Such things happen in Rome every 
day, and nobody stares at them. I was just thinking of 
taking a walk by the river-side some day soon, and seeing 
whether it may not be possible to pick up some other 
little Metulla for myself." 

But about this time the great bell rung in the tower 
above the baths, and Curio and the greater part of the 
young loungers that were about Agaso soon dis^rsed 
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themselves ; some thence or wrestle — others to play in 
the tennis-court — others to ride in the Hippodrome, in 
preparation*for the taking of the bath ; insomuch that the 
painter, being left alone with Sextus, Rubellia, and my* 
self, had at length leisure to proceed more diligently with 
his portrait of the youth. Much did the lady and the 
painter discourse, and many merry things were said by 
them both ; but all they said could not entirely remove 
the embarrassment fixed on the countenance of Sextus ; 
nor, of a truth, did he in any sort present himself with 
much advantage before the eyes of the artist. Rubellia, 
nevertheless, satover-against him, with looks of no severe 
criticism ; and I think gazed on him at least as attentively 
as the painter. 

1 doubt not she would have remained to the end 
of the sitting, had not one of her household come with 
a message to her, which, as it seemed, rendered necessary 
her departure. It stnick me that the messenger answered 
very well to Dromo's description of the fat Calabrian 
with whom he and Boto had been drinking ; but of this 
I said nothing to Sextus. 

It was very near the hour of supper before we were 
dismissed, and we found Licinius already about to enter 
the eating-chamber when we reached home. 



CHAPTER XVII. 

The orator received us both with less coldness than 
I could have expected, after the conversation he had held 
with me in the morning ; but I suppose it was his know- 
ledge that the intervening hours had been spent in 
Rubellia's company, at the Augustan Library,* which 
had, in some measure, softened his feelings of jealousy 

* The oridnal library had been destroyed in the conflagration of 
Nero; and the establishment suffered again in the time of Domitian. 
Bat it had been diligently restored, as far as possible, by Nenra and 
Trajan. 
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towards his son ; and perhaps he had given me credit for 
advice and interference, to the merit of which I had, in 
fact, no claim. Howbeit, it was easy to see that his mind 
was still far from being perfectly at rest, and that, in spite 
of the efibrt he made to occupy himself and his company 
with indifferent topics of conversation, he coi4d never 
entirely disengage his own thoughts from those domemic 
concerns which had produced an impression so serious 
on spirits naturally, as you have heard, above all others 
buoyant and elastic. 

But he remained not long at table after supper was 
concluded, being summoned to discourse in private with 
a client, who had that day arrived in Rome from some 
remote district of Italy ; so that Sextus and I were left 
at leisure to spend the remainder of the evening as it 
might please ourselves ; for, as to Xerophrastes, he had 
not as yet made his appearance, and we took it for granted 
be had' remained at the sorrowful mansion of Fabricius, 
for the purpose of consoling, with philosophical discourses, 
his bereaved brother of Ionia. We retired, therefore, 
into the apartment of my young friend, where, if either 
books, or musical instruments, or wooden swords for 
fencing, had been gifted with any power of amusement, 
we could have had no reason to complain of tedium. 
But although each of these methods was resorted to in 
turn, they were all very much in vain. 

** Poor Sextus could not read a page in any of his 
favourite poets, without coming upon some verse which 
made him throw down the scroll to ruminate on the 
charms of his Sempronia. When he took up his lute, his 
fingers seemed spontaneously to evoke only the most 
melancholy of sounds ; and ere long, those trembling fin- 
gers were sure to wander from the melody, while tears 
were gathered in his eyes, or coursed each other, slow and 
large, down his guileless cheeks. It was only in the more 
violent exercise of the foil that he succeeded in banishing 
from his thoughts the troubles of his situation ; but both 
of us, having contended till we were breathless, were soon 
compelled to sit down, and then the unhappy boy's ex- 
hausted body seemed to communicate a new infusion of 
debility to his harassed mind. When I looked on him 
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sitting in the corner, the tears dropping ever and anon on 
his folded hands, and the purple glow of the sitting sun c 
gleaming on the disordered ringlets of his glossy hair, I 
could not help feeling all my soul dissolved with pity 
within me ; and if 1 did not entirely forget my own situ- 
ation in the contemplation of his, I am sure my sympathy 
was not the less sincere, because I had both love and per- 
plexities of my own. 

We sat over-against each other for the most part in 
silence (for I soon found that I could not ^ay any thing 
capable of effectually interesting him), until the shades of 
evening had quite darkened the chamber, and then we 
walked together, not less silently, in the adjoining open 
gallery, until the moon had arisen from above the tall 
poplars around the Pantheon and Baths of Agrippa, and 
diffused her radiance over all the beautiful gardens and 
noble edifices that lay beneath us, down to the brink of 
the river. Lassitude of spirit then, if not in expectation 
of sleep, rendered Sextus desirous of retiring to his 
couch ; so, having exhorted the youth to wrestle with his 
grief, and to call hope to his aid, I at length left him to 
himself. But as for me, I had as yet no feeling of wea- 
riness, and, besides, I remembered the promise I had 
made to Dromo in the morning; I therefore had my 
lamp lighted, and set myself to read in my chamber* 
hoping Uiereby at least to sooth my mind, and so prepare 
myself better either for quiet slumber, or for taking a 
part in any thing that might tend to the benefit of my 
friend. 

I was very much surprised, indeed, that the Cretan 
had not as yet come to me, and made inquiry concerning 
him of Boto ; out hearing from him that the man was 
absent from the house, and that no one knew what bad 
become of him, I thought from this there was the more 
likelihood of his being engaged in some scheme, the re- 
sult of which I should by>and-by learn from his own lips. 

I dismissed my Briton, therefore, and, as I have said» 
prepared me to read by my watchiight, and while I was 
considering what I should read, I remembered the scroll 
I had received from Thraso, which forthwith I took from 
the place in which I had locked it up on the morning of 
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the preceding day. There fell from out of it, as I un- 
folded it, a letter sealed, but without any superscription. 
This I of course considered as meant only for the eye 
of Athanasia ; so 1 kssjed the parchment her fingers were 
destined to touch, and before I began to read, restored 
it to the receptacle from which it had been taken. 

Now some of you, my young friends, that now listen 
to me, have already heard me speak, on another occa- 
sion, of the impression which that night's reading made 
upon my mind, and been told, from my own lips, what 
book it was that was contained in the scroll of Thraso ; 
the rest of you will judge for yourselves with what as- 
tonishment it was that I, who had at the best expected to 
unfold some obscure treatise of Asiatic lore, some semi* 
barbarous exposition of mystical riddles, found myself 
engaged in the perusal of a plain and perspicuous narra- 
tive of facts, written evidently by a man of accomplish- 
ment and learning, and in Greek, of which the most 
elegant penman of these times could have had no occa- 
sion to be ashamed. In a word, it was the Gospel of the 
holy physician St. Luke, which had been put into my 
hands ; and at this day I am still grateful that this was 
the first of the Christian books which I had an opportu- 
nity of seeing ; for such had been my education, that I 
am afraid others, not less worthy of the true faith, might 
have repelled me by the peculiarities of their compo- 
sition, as well as by the acquaintance with many things, 
to me then entirely unknown, which they take for granted 
in the style of their commencement. Here, however, 
there was enough only of mystery the more effectually 
to stimulate my curiosity, while the eagerness with which 
I engaged myself in its gratification was abundantly 
repaid from the beginning, both by the beauty of the 
simple narrative itself, and the sublimity of the concep- 
tions imbodied and evolved in its course. 

Considering the book which I was reading as one 
merely of human origin and invention, I could not help 
regarding it with such admiration, that it appeared to me 
above all things wonderful I had never seen it mentioned 
by any of the writers of the age, or heard it spoken of 
by any of those who, in my presence since I came to 
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Rome, had talked conceniiDff the faith and doctrines of 
the persecuted Christians. But this was not all — at least, 
■aid I to myself, there is something here which deserves 
to be inquired into and examined. Of things such as 
these, if told falsely, it must needs have been — ^nay, it 
must still be easy to prove the falsehood. It is impossi- 
ble that, in the days of Tiberius, any such events should 
have occurred in Palestine, without being more or less 
submitted to the inspection of Roman eyes. This is no 
wild tale, handed down from the dark ages of a bar- 
barous race. Here I have a Roman centurion,* de- 
scribed as being among the witnesses of this man's mir- 
aculous power, and as acknowledging his belief in the 
divinity of his benevolence. Here, at least, must have 
been one spectator without prejudices, otherwise than 
against the potency of this Prophet of Nazareth. Of a 
suretv the legends of Rome herself contain many tales 
which demand a much greater measure of indulgence ; 
since the wonders they narrate appear to have been 
oftentimes attended with no beneficial consequences, 
either to individuals or to the state ; whereas here the 
occasion appears always to have been such as might 
justify the mterference of supernatural might. The 
power of this person seems to have been exerted only 
for good ; and nis precepts are full of such godlike lofti- 
ness as neither Socrates, nor Plato, nor any of those 
Greek sages who bowed in reverence to the hoary 
wisdom of Egypt and India, would have disdained to 
admire. 

Such, I think, were some of the thoughts that followed 
each other in my mind, while I was reading the first part 
of this Sacred Volume. The doubts, suspicions, and 
distrusts with which they were mingled — the under 
current of reluctance with which I felt myself all along 
contending — were such as you may more easily imagine 
than I can describe. 

As the narrative went on, however, you will have no 
difficulty in supposing that my attention became more 
and more closely riveted, and that, occupied with the 

* St. Lake, chap, m Ter. 1. 
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strange eTents and sublime scenes it unfolds — and agi- 
tated by turns with the pity, the wonder, the terror, and 
the admiration that matchless story must ever awaken, 
either in believing or hesitating minds — I had forgotten, 
for the time, every thing beyond the page of the volume 
on which my finger was fixed. I had read so till tho oil 
of my lamp was wellnigh exhausted, and my eyes al* 
ready began to feel strained, by reason of the feebleness 
and uncertainty of its light. Nevertheless, so thoroughly 
was I still occupied, that the door of my chamber was 
opened without my perceiving it. It was only the rustling 
of Dromo's cloak against the edge of my chair that made 
me aware my privacy was disturbed ; and I turned round 
to the Cretan with a start as sudden as that of one roused 
by a rude hand from the strong slumber of midnight. 

The face of the man was greatly flushed, and he 
seemed to be much out of breath ; but in spite of these 
symptoms of recent fatigue, I soon perceived that he had 
not come thither with any thought or purpose of repose. 

On the contrary, his hands seemed to be busied in 
tightening his girdle, even before he was able to speak, 
and the first words he uttered were, ^Come along — 
come along, sir — this is no time for study. We must be 
quick, indeed, if we mean to do any service to-night. I 
have acquaintance with some of the soldiers at the Ca* 
pene Gate, and they will let us pass through ; but they are 
relieved at the next watch, and then we shall have no 
chance." '^ 

'< And why," said J, hastily thrusting the scroll into my 
bosom, ** why, Dromo, or for what purpose, should we 
desire to pass through the Capene Gale at the dead hour 
of night?" 

** Come along," said he ; *' in brief, there is no time for 
explanation. It is simply because it is the dead hour of 
night that we must pass through the gate ; for it would 
do nobody any good to pass through at any other time. 
Heaven knows, and so do my weary limbs, that I have 
been through it more than once already since the moon 
rose ; but this is no occasion either for explanation or 
Complaint. Come along, in a word, for the sake of all 
that is holy — or abandon Sextus to his fate." 

Vol. I.— R 
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Thus adjured, I could not oppose any obstacle to the 
zeal of this active Cretan, do, wrapping myself from 
head to foot in my mantle, I glided down the staircase 
behind him, and stole, with quick but cautious steps, 
through the hall. The chained porter was lying asleep 
on a bundle of skins across the threshold ; but Dromo 
had already found means to have the door opened, so he 
leaped lightly over the man, and I imitated his agility. 
• The Cretan then locked the gate on the outside, by 
means of a key which he carried in his bosom, and in a 
twinkling be^an to move onward at a pace not much 
inferior^ I think, to that of a well-trotting pony. The 
refreshing current of the stirred air excited me as much 
as the infection of his eagerness ; so I also moved rapidly, 
and without asking any further (]uestion ; satisfied, in short, 
to follow, lik^ a well-trained soldier, the guidance of the 
leader to whose command I had submitted myself. 

Nor could I easily have found a better. But instead 
of conducting me, as I expected, along some of -the wide 
and stately windings of the great streets I had already 
traversed, this cunning varlet (who seemed, indeed, to 
move as if he had a natural aversion to every open place) 
threaded one obscure lane after another, keeping always, 
where the moonlight had any access, to the dark side of 
the way ; insomuch that a person better skilled than my- 
self might well have been somewhat puzzled ; and as for 
me, I had not the least conception whither I was ^oing. 
Close, however, did I adhere to him ; and, in truth, it was 
no wonder if I suffered less than he did from the race ; 
for Dromo was both much older and, though but a little 
fellow, much heavier than me, and besides, according to 
his own account of the matter, this was not the first race 
he had encountered that night. Howbeit, we both con- 
tinued to go on, without much slackening the pace at 
which we had commenced, and reached the Capene Port, 
which, as you know, is on the south side of the city, not 
many bow-shots from the Anio, before T could have im- 
agined it possible to traverse so great a space. I compre- 
hended well enough, from certain gestures exhibited at 
crossing! and turnings, that the obscure path of the Cre- 
tan had been partly selected for the purpose of avoiding 
any interviews with the watchers of the night ; but I 
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have no doubt its shortness also had, on the whole, re- 
commended it At least, I am sure I must have taken 
double the time to perform the journey, had I either fol« 
lowed the line of the Sacred Way, or gone by the river-side, 
on the west of the Aventine. 

Before coming close up to the gate, Dromo told me to 
wait for him ausingle moment, and stepped down into a 
low cellar, in which a light was burning ; but he staid not 
long there, and when he returned to me, I observed that 
his style of walking was a good deal more clumsy fhaf^ 
usual, which, indeed, was not much to be wondered at, 
considering that he had now to carry, not only himself, 
but two huge skins of wine, intended, as 1 at once sus* 
pected, for the purpose of facilitating our passage through 
the gate of the city at that very questionable hour. I 
told him my suspicion in a whisper; but he made no 
answer, except by handing to me one of his burdens, 
which I should have thought it very unfair to refuse. So 
laden, therefore, we crept on as well as we could to the 
portal, beneath the shadow of which two lusty and well- 
sinewed PrsBtorians were pacing to and fro very majesti- 
cally, their armour as they moved ringing audibly upon 
them amid the silence of the night. 

Of that silence, however, my Cretan seemed to have 
much more reverence than could be expected from shields 
or cuirasses. Slowly did he make his approach to one 
of those moving statues, and with gestures of respect 
did he place his jolly burden at his feet. The Prae- 
torian halted in silence, on observing this method of 
salutation. In silence did he stoop and lift it, and with as 
little noise as possible did he apply his lips to take cogni- 
zance of its contents. The result of that cautious inquiry 
was, as it appeared, not unsatisfactory; yet the other skin* 
which I, imitating in all things the gestures of Dromo, had 
placed at the foot of the companion guard, was subjected 
to a scrutiny equally exact, before the postern was opened 
to us. Silently did the well-oiled key and bolt and hinget 
turn, and very silently stooping did we step beneath the 
lintel of the Capene Gate, which as silently was again 
made fast as soon as we had fairly got through it. Im- 
mediately on passing, however, we must needs stop for a 
little moment to draw our breath ; and it was th^n that, 
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bearing distinctly throueh wood and iron these two re- 
spectable warriors smacking-tlieir lips at the close of evei^ 
draught, poor Dromo could not refrain from expressing his 
regret that, having been so generous to them, he had left 
nothing at all to himself. But I soon relieved him from 
this unpleasant train of reflection, by giving him a few 
•pieces of coin, and desiring him, if he knew of any place 
» of equal convenience on that side the gate, to bring forth- 
with a small cupful for ourselves, that we might enter 
' "^itfl the better spirit on whatever should yet remain be- 
fore us of our journey. A very plentiful cup, you may be- 
lieve, was very speedily produced, and almost as speedily 
exhausted ; after which we resumed our progress, though 
at a rate much more moderate. 

An d walking thus more leisurely, the Cretan did not now 
refuse to answer the questions I had put to him before with 
so little success. On the contrary, whether it was that 
the wine I had given him opened his heart, or that he had 
some private objections to moving in silence between the 
lofty towers and other funereal monuments that, after you 
have passed the stream of the Anio, throw their gloomy 
shadows across all that part of the Appian Way — (for, as 
to this point, I am not, indeed, prepared to speak with any 
certainty) — the man was now apparently quite as much 
disposed to be communicative as hitherto he had been 
otherwise. 

** A busy day indeed,'' quoth he, *• and a bustling one 
has this been with me ; and yet I think the worst is still 
to come of it.** 

** And where,** said I, ''have you been all day, my good 
Dromo 7 for, indeed, both Sextus and I were wondering 
what could have become of you.** 

^Become of meT he replied; "and I assure you, I, 
on my side, have been wondering more than once what 
would have become ofUm^ had he not happened to have 
my assistance in this affair, which, between ourselves, is 
one of the most delicate I was ever any way en^ged in. 
Well, had I been working as hard for the lady R'ubellia 
as I have been against her--and had I succeeded on that 
side of the affair, as I yet have good hope I shall on this — 
I say nothing, but I don't thinks from all I can hear of the 
widow^ I should have had to eomplain of the want of 
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some very handsome recompense. But that is not what 
I am thinking about. I am for Sextus, and all I do is for 
the sake of Sextus — I should scorn to lend my aid to a 
lady to assist her in getting a husband who does not like 
her. I say, I should scorn to do such a thing as that, al« 
though I were to have one of Rubellia's own diamond 
bracelets for my pains." 

" Dear Dromo," I made answer, " I have not the small- * 
est doubt of your fidelity, nor yet of your disinterested- 
ness ; but I trust, if every thing goes well, you wiljf find' 
all your exertions shall not have been in vain, even as re- 
garding your own interest. If things turn out as we could 
wish with Sextus, do not entertain the smallest doubt he 
will take care to reward you to the utmost of your expect- 
ation." 

" My expectation !" quoth he ; "I promise you that is 
no-great affair. Be so good as to look over the wall there, 
for I, for my part, have looked already, and tell me what 
you see." 

"I see," said I, leaning over the parapet, "I see 
nothing but a dog gnawing a bone by the side of a bush 
here." 

" Well," replied Dromo ; " and is not that robbing the 
bush 1 Is not that a very wicked robbery ?" 

" Robbing the bush, Dromo ! what is your meaning ?" 
said I. 

" Why, don't you perceive," was his answer, " that if 
that poor slave's carcass had been allowed to lie where 
his master left it, it would have fattened the bush ? and 
don't you think it a very brutal robbery of which the 
vultures and the dogs have been guilty, in robbing the poor 
bush of what that kind and grateful master intended for 
it ? There is no law in Rome, if such things go unpun- 
ished." 

So saying, he lifted a large stone from the way, and 
leaning over the wall beside me, he smote the ravenous 
animal fiercely upon the loins, as it was stooping there, 
gnarling and gnawing. The dog on this set up a piteous 
noise, and r?in away yelping among the long grass. But 
Dromo laughed when he perceived that his aim had been 
successful, and pursued the creature with an angry hiss ; 
^ R3 
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saying, ^ Take that, you base em*, and I only wish it had 
been given to him whose cruel conduct allowed you to 
taste such a banquet ;" then turning to me with a more 
quiet voice, he proceeded, ** They say, in the old time 
the Esquiline itself used to be full of such horrible sights 
as these ; but it was given to some great man by one of 
the Cesars,* and now there is not such a pretty place, no, 
' not about all the city. But when the dogs and the vul- 
tures were driven from the Esquiline, they came to this 
Soarter, where the wretches they feed on have, at least, 
ie consolation of being devoured in the neighbourhood of 
many a noble funeral pile. But I tell you,'' added be, in a 
lower note, " I tell you, Master Valerius, I fancy some 
other sorts of animals were obliged to leave the Esquiline 
about that time, of whom I am more afraid than I' am 
either of beasts or of birds — behold, sir, we must turn 
off here ; a little to the left is the place we must go to." 

^ I follow you," said I, *<good Dromo, like a most exem- 
plary spaniel — ^you leave me never an inch behind you.** 

*' Come/' said he again, ** let us move cheerily along. 
Here, look ye, is the cemetery of a truly noble Roman ; for 
I saw the embers of a recent fire over-against its entrance 
a few hours ago, and they told me he had been burning 
one of bis poor people, and J saw the little urn in which 
the ashes were to be placed. Well, if you great men 
knew the truth of the matter, a master never seems so 
respectable — I mean to say, his sarcophagus never does — 
as when the walls around him are filled with comfortable 
Kttle niches, and every little niche contains the ashes of 
one or more of the faithful servants of the family. A 
nobleman'jB urn never looks like itself when it stands gap- 
ing iq tlie midst of an empty mausoleum." 

I could scarcely help smiling at the particular zeal with 
which Dromo appeared to have studied this subject in all 
its bearings ; but neither, I must freely confess it, could I 
avoid sympathizing, in some measure, with most of the 
feelings he expressed. I rated him, however, very roundly, 
for entertaining any suspicions of the kindliness of young 
Sextus, and compelled him to acknowledge besides thai 

* Augustas gave the Esquiline to Mecsnas, that the poor might cease 
to make use of it in their funeral rites. He then covered it with those 
laaMMis gardens to which Horace frequently alludei. 
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no person in Rome took better care of his slaves, living 
and dead, than Licinius. But all this availed me nothings 
for Dromo had many strange whims in his head ; and I 
found it was quite in vain to introduce any subject in that 
region of tombs, other than that of the unworthy treat* 
ment to which defunct bondsmen are too often exposed 
by their masters. I extracted from him, however,* a fact 
of which I had no previous conception ; namely, that the 
corpses, not of slaves only, but of poor freedmen, are fre« 
quently left in that proud and heartless region, to whiten 
the polluted ground with as many of their bones as the' 
fierce dogs that prowl about the skirts of the imperial city, 
and foul birds, lured from the mountains by the scent of 
corruption, may choose to spare. 

At length, however, Dromo became quite silent, and 
walked — ^not before but beside me — through a bleaker 
part of the field. As we advanced, he stood still every 
now and then for a moment, as if to listen ; but whatever 
be might have heard, or expected to hear, I perceived 
nothing, except here and there the howl of a dog, or the 
lazy hooting of the night-owl, from the top of some of the 
old cypresses that rose between us and the moon. The 
scene, however, to confess the truth, was suificiently 
dreary without any more accompaniments than these. 
For though the moon was high in heaven, there was much 
wind in the afr ; and a thousand gray clouds, that seemed 
to be travelling at full speed between the Alps and the 
Apennine, followed each other over the face of the bright 
planet, and dimmed ever and anon the lustre of its beauty. 
And the wind whistled when the moon was obscured, and 
sighed very piteously ; and then when the cloud passed 
away, and the clear moon shone out again, there was 
such a screeching among the owls, that I could not help 
thinking the moon was glad to hurry away into the bosom 
of the gray drifting clouds — so abominable was the salu- 
tation of those obscene fowls of the night. 

At last Dromo seemed to catch the sound he had been 
expecting ; for he started suddenly, and then laying his 
finger on his lip, moved forward with lohg cautious steps 
to the parapet along which we were walking. 
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CHAPTER XVIIL 

I CREPT down to the low wall at his bidding, and, look- 
ing over it, perceived that the ground sunk very deeply 
on the other side ; but just at that moment the moon 
passed behind a thick veil of clouds, so that I could not 
distinctly see any thing below. It seemed, however, as 
if the eyes of the Cretan were better than mine, for as he 
knelt by my side, he seized my wrist with an eager and 
tremulous gripe, and continued to gaze downward into 
the hollow, with an earnestness the cause of which I could 
by no means understand. 

At length the cloud rolled away, and the moonbeams* 
falling brightly on the surface beneath, discovered to my 
view what it was that had so effectually riveted the eyes 
of the slave. 

The ground there was more desolate of aspect than 
any part of that which we had traversed — stony and hard, 
with here and there tufts of withered fern, and a few 
straggling bushes of thorn, growing out of the ungenial 
soil. And immediately below the wall over which we 
were leaning two human figures were visible, — wild 
uncouth figures, even more desolate than the place in 
which they appeared. The one of them was sitting on 
the ground, wrapped in a dark cloak, which entirely con- 
cealed the countenance, and even the sex, of the wearer. 
The other was a half-naked boy, holding in a string a 
little ne>v-shorn lamb, which with one of his hands he 
continually stroked and caressed ; but his eyes seemed to 
be fixed steadfastly upon the sitting figure, as if waiting 
for some signal or command. 

Nor was it long before that sitting figure arose, and 
throwing away the cloak, displayed the gray tangled 
tresses of an old woman, and two strong bony arms, 
one of which was stretched forth with an impatient ges- 
ture towards the stripling, while the other was pointed 
upward to the visible moon. 

** Strike," said she, " silly boy — now strike, and strike 
deeply, and beware lest any of the blood tinge your feet 
or your hands !" 

Low and dismal was the note in which these words 
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were uttered ; but I heard them as distinctly as if they 
had been thundered, and I recognised at once the voice 
of the same old woman who had attracted my notice in 
the morning, at the foot of the Palatine. 

The boy, hearing the words of Pona, drew forth 
instantly a knife from his bosom, whose glittering blade 
was forthwith buried at one blow in the throat of the 
yearling, and it was then first that I perceived a small 
ditch dug between the boy and the woman, into which» 
the lamb's throat being held over it, the blood of the 
innocent creature was made to drop from the fatal wound 
it had received. So surely had the blow been given 
that not one faint bleat escaped from the slaughtered 
animal, and so deeply that the blood flowed in a strong 
stream, dashing audibly upon the bottom of the receiving 
trench. And while it was yet dropping so, the old 
woman, muttering to herself a sort of chant, of which I 
could' understand nothing, showered from her girdle or 
lap into the trench I know not what of bones, or short 
sticks, mingled with leaves and roots, which afterward 
she seemed to be stirring about in the blood, with one of 
the tall strong stems of the fern that grew there ; and 
then flinging the bloody fern-stem itself into the ditch, 
she raised her chant higher, and I heard words such as 
these, wild and broken, like the note in which they were 
sung— 

'* Bleeds not here in place foriorn, 
"The spotless yearling newly shorn 1 
Lies not here within the trench, 
Moistened with the yearting*s gore, 
Brittle bone 
Of hoary crone, 

With the strong bone of lusty wench, 
Crumbling, crumbling ever more 1 
Queen of Heaven, fW>m out thy cloud, 
J^k while the owl is hootinff loud, 
That wandering ghost and shivering sprite. 
May fear to mock my charm to-night. 

- Now the bird that sings for thee "" "^-i 
Sings from the topmost cypress-tree ; 
Drearily now the screech-owl hoots, 
Well she knows that we have torn 
The blessed hemlock by the roota. 
Hark her cry ; 
The dark leaves lie 
In the blood of the new-shpm.— 
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Bone, and root, and yearling's blood 
Curdle round the wounded sod. — 
Look, Hecate, while the night-bird screams, 
Wake for us the world of dreams." 

And whether it were from the hideous croaking of the 
voice in which these strange words were sung, or from 
the squalidness of the scene and the persons before me, 
or from some infection of the terror with which Dromo 
was sensibly inspired by what he saw and heard, this 
indeed I know not ; but it is certain that I did not hear 
out this haggard creature's chant without some feelings, 
I shall not say of fear, yet, without question, of a very 
unpleasing nature. The wildness of the gestures of the 
old woman was such, that I could not doubt she had her- 
self some faith in the efficacy of the foul and cruel charms 
to which she had resorted ; nor could 1 see her stirring 
that trench of innocent blood without remembering, with 
an instinctive horror, the still more ruthless charms, 
whose practice the poets of Italy have ascribed to such 
hoary enchantresses. The dreariness of the midnight 
wind, too, as it whistled along the bare and steril soil 
around us, and the perpetual variations in the light, by 
reason of the careering of those innumerable clouds, and 
the remembrance of the funereal purposes for which, as 
it seemed, all this region was set apart — ^the whole of 
this together produced, I know not how, a certain pres- 
sure upon my spirits, and I confess to you I felt, as I was 
Kneeling there by the side of the Cretan, as if I owed 
him no great thanks for having brought me that night 
beyond the Capene Gate. Here, however, I was, and 
there was no escaping without seeing the thing out. I 
therefore nerved myself as well as 1 could, and, returning 
the pressure of Dromo's hand, continued to keep my eye 
fixed upon the mysterious group below me. 

** It seemed as if the goddess to whom the witch's song 
had been addressed did not listen to it with any very fa- 
vourable ears ; for the outward sign at least, for which it 
had petitioned, was so far from being granted, that in the 
conclusion of the chant,the clouds gathered themselves over 
the face of the planet more thickly than ever, while, instead 
of any atoning gifts of revelation, the wind howled only 
more loudly than before nmong the tombs and the grass, 
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and the half-scared owl sent up a feebler and more un- 
certain hooting from her melancholy roost. In spite of 
all this, notwithstanding, the old woman continued, so far 
as we could see, in the same attitude of expectation with 
i^hich she had concluded her song, and the poor stripling 
her attendant still held the wellnigh drained throat of 
his murdered lamb above the abominable trench. By de- 
grees, however, the patience of both seemed to be ex- 
hausted ; for there arose between them an angry alterca- 
tion, which showed that each was willing to throw upon 
the other the failure of the common incantation. 

" Infernal brat of Hades I'* quoth the witch, " look ye, 
if you have not stained your filthy hands, and if the thirsty 
shadows be not incensed, because you have deprived 
them of some of the sweet blood which they love !" 

" Curse not me, mother," replied the boy — "but curse 
yourself, if you will ; for anybody might have known that 
the beautiful moon would rather never shine anymore than 
shine upon such a wicked woman as you. Did you think, 
in truth, that the blood of a stolen lamb would ever pro* 
pitiate Hecate ? I am but a boy, and yet I told you 
better." 

*♦ Imp of Alecto !" quoth she ; " execrable spawn of all 
the Furies ! Hold thy peace, foul thing, or I will try 
whether no other blood may make the charm work 
better I" 

" Beware, beware T' quoth the boy, leaping backwards 
— '* beware what you do 1 Remember, I am no longer so 
weak that I must bear all your blows." 

And, as he said so, there was just a gleam of light 
enough to show me that he brandished above his head the 
bloody knife with which he had slaughtered the victim at 
the witch's bidding. 

" A curse now upon thee !" continued the witch, stamp- 
ing her foot furiously, without, however, over-stepping the 
trench that separated them — " a foul curse upon thee I 
and a foul curse, since I am bid to say so, upon the womb 
that bare thee I And I would curse the loins that begat 
thee also ; but that were needless, for the sea is deep, and 
the strong hounds of Father Ocean will keep what they 
have fanged." 

" Ha, ha I mad mother," quoth the boy (and I know 
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not whether I ever heard any sound so hideoas as that 
laugh of his), '* say you so, mad mother of mine ? and 
80 also will the strong hounds of old Motlier Earth." 
f And at that moment the moon shone out again once 
more from among the lurid clouds, and I saw that two 
of those lean dogs, such as I had observed before in that 
region, had come close up to the woman, and were 
already beginning to lap the blood from out of the trench 
before her eyes. And then it seemed as if all the wrath 
she had before manifested were but as nothing ; for in- 
stead of doing any thing to scare them from their feast, 
she sat down beside them, and wrapping her long cloak 
once more around her, began to curse in her madness the 
very power to which her prayers had been addressed ; 
and the low steady tone in which she now poured forth her 
imprecations appeared to me a thousand times more fear- 
ful than the previous loudness of her angry screaming. 

" Ay," said she, " look forth now from thy cloud, — ^look 
forth now, beautiful moon, and listen, if thou hast hearing 
as well as light, to the foul tongues that are lapping the 
blood of thy sacri6ce 1 So be it with all the blood that is 
ever henceforth shed for thee ! So fare it with all that 
ever put trust in thee, false, accursed Hecate ; for though 
thou ridest high in the blue heaven, yet hell is thy birth* 
^ place, and hell holds no demon falser than thee, beautiful, 
accursed, execrable Moon I A curse upon thy false, 
smiling face I May the steam of the hot blood they are 
drinking arise up and blot thee out for ever from the face 
of the sky 1 Set quickly in darkness, false, harlot Moon, 
and console thee in Tartarus with the ghost of thine 
Endymion I" 

And she also concluded her cursing with laughter as full 
of scorn and rage as that of her boy had been of savage 
triumph and delight. And then she arose again from the 
ground, and stooping over the trench, began to caress with 
her hands the lean dogs that had by this time wellnigh 
lapped up all the blood. 

** Ha, ha ! pretty pets of mine," quoth she, in a fond- 
ling tone, ** would it not have been very hard to deprive 
you of your feast! Bones enow, I warrant me, have 
ye picked already, since the Sun, whose light ye hate, 
went down, and the Moon, that is so dear to us ail, began 
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to shine among the tombs of these proud Romans ; and 
why should ye not have wine, and the strongest and rich- 
est of wine too, to wash down your banquet withal ? 
Drink on, pretty creatures, and quaff deeply, and then ye 
shall have sweet slumbers in some lordly cemetery, which 
it were foul shame to leave for the habitation of the dead 
alone. Sweet slumbers shall ye have, in spite of all the 
haughty Manes that may shudder at your presence; 
and ye shall rub your crimsoned chops upon the finest 
urn of them all,' and the brightest of their eternal 
lamps shall keep watch over your heavy slumbers. Drink 
on, sweet lips, and drink deeply ; and leave not a single 
drop behind you ; and be sure you salute yon high-sailing, 
chaste, proud Dian, with a thankful howl, ere you creep 
to your resting-place." So saying, she turned once more 
to the boy, who stood shivering over-against her. And, 
'' what," quoth she (again resuming her angry note)» 
** what is this, foul pest ? and why is it that thou darest 
ta stand by there with that idiot face of thine, while I 
am cherishing my darlings ? Have at him, pretty dogs, 
have at him I Tear him life and limb, and see whether 
his blood be not the sweeter of the two." 

And then, with hissing and grinding of her teeth, and 
furious clapping of her bony hands, she strove, as it 
seemed, to the uttermost to excite the obscene creatures 
against the boy ; and they, crouching with their bellies 
on the ground, and wagging their tails, began in truth to 
howl upon him terribly, while he, knife in hand, seemed 
to fear and to prepare him for their onset. 

But when one of them did crouch nearer, and appeared 
to be really on the point of springing upon the lad, I 
could no longer refrain from calling out ; and, '* Stop,** 
said I," cruel woman, for there are eyes that you think not 
of to take note of your wickedness. Stop, and c^I off 
your bloody dogs ; and stand upon your guard, boy, and 
be of good courage." And, at the same time, I hurled 
down one of the great loose stones that were on the top 
of the wall, which rolled on and bounded into the ditch 
beside them ; and the dogs, hearing the sound of the 
stone, immediately crept away yelping, and the old 
woman, huddling her cloak over her head, began to ruA 
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swiftly away from us, along the wall oVer which w^ 
were leaning. The boy only stood still for a moment, 
and looked upward towards the place where we were, 
and then he also fled along the shade of the wall, but in 
the opposite direction from that in which Pona was 
running. 

And Dromo, whose teeth were chattering in his head, 
said to me, in a very piteous whisper, but not till all of 
them were quite out of sight, ^ Heaven and earth pre* 
serve us ! was ever such madness as yours, to scare the 
witch trom the place of her incantation, and to hurl a 
stone into the consecrated trench I Alas \ for you and 
for me, sir — and, most of all, alas for Sextus — for I fear 
me after this we shall have no luck in counteracting the 
designs of RubelKa.'' 

"RubelliaP' was my answer — "what I can you pos- 
sibly imagne Rubellia to have any thing to do with this 
madness r 

** Imagine P quoth he ; "in good sooth, I like to hear 
you talking about imaginations, after what we have wit- 
nessed. Do you need to be told, that if things had gone 
well with that bloody woman and her foul ditch, we 
should never have been able to preserve Sextus from her 
clutches?" 

"By the rod of Hermes, good Dromo P said I, "this 
will never do. I shall believe much on your credit, but 
•ot things quite so^ extravagant as this.** 

To which Dromo made no reply, save a long, incred- 
ulous, and, I think, contemptuous whistle, which seemed 
to reach the ears of every owl between us and the Ap- 
pian Way ; with such a hooting and screeching did 
they echo its note from every funereal tower and tall 
cypress around us. And Dromo, when he heard that 
doleful concert, seemed to have all his dread redoubled 
within him, for he shook from head to foot in the uncer- 
tain moonlight, and I thought I could almost hear his' 
heart knocking against his* ribs, while I held his arm in 
mine ; until, at last, he seemed to make one violent effort, 
and springing on his feet, said, "Come, Master Vale- 
rius, let us behave after all like men" (I smiled when he 
said so) ; " let us behave like men, and quit us bravely I 
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The hour has not yet come, if my Calabrian friend is to 
be trusted, at which the lady was to visit Pona in her 
dwelling. It is but daring a little more. If she has seen 
and known us already, then nothing can endanger us 
further ; and if she hath not, we may escape again as 
welljas this once." . 

^ Well spoken," said I, '' most shrewd Dromo, and Uke 
yourself; but what is it that you woukl have lis do?" 

''The first thing," he replied, ''is what has already 
been too long delayed." 

And in so saying, the Cretan produced from under his 
cloak a long fictitious beard, which he immediately pro- 
ceeded to fix upon his own face with a string. A thin 
tall cap of black cloth was next brought forth, which he 
fastened in like manner around his brows, and a little 
piece of chalk, with which he once or twice rubbed over 
his black bushy eyebrows, completed a disguise, beneath 
which I should certainly have sought in vain to discover 
any trace of the natural countenance of Dromo. In short, 
after a few changes in the folding of his cloak, there 
stood before me a figure so venerably mysterious, that 
had I met it there unawares at midnight, and in the 
neighbourhood of so many tombs, I am sure, although of 
no superstitious temper, I could not have regarded it 
without very considerable awe and apprehension. 

" Come now, good master," quoth he, " you are taller 
than I, pluck me a branch from the nearest tree, and # 
think you shall confess I make a very tolerable sooth- 
sayer." 

In this it was easy to gratify him ; for there was an old 
vnllow just a few yards ofi*, and its boughs were so dry 
with age that I soon abstracted a very proper wand for 
him. After receiving which, he stood for a moment 
leaning on it in a very dignified fashion, as if to rehearse 
an attitude worthy of his new vocation ; and then said, 
" Well, sir, I think if the Lady Rubellia comes now, we 
shall be tolerably prepared for her. But I have no dis- 
guise for you ; therefore, the moment you hear a foot- 
step, be sure you wrap your face in your gown, and stand 
behind me, for so shall you best consult both your own 
concealment and the dignity of this Assyrian. There ia 
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no other way by which she can come from the Subarra, 
therefore we might stay very well where we are ; but I 
think it might be still better to await her coming where 
^ there are either tombs or larger trees to cast a shade 
over our equipage, in case the moon should take it into 
her head t^ be more kind to us than she was to Pona, 
and perhaps shine out with an unseasonable brightness/' 

'* By all means," said I, '* most venerable mati ; and 
besides, the wind is rather chilly, therefore I shall be well 
pleased to have shelter as well as shade." 

" You shall have both," quoth he, '* and that without 
any very troublesome journey ; for there is a thick grove 
of pines only a little way on. I believe there is a very 
grand tomb in the midst of them, in case you should pre- 
fer to sit under it ; but I, for my part, shall be quite satis- 
fied with the black shadows of the trees themselves. 
By-the-by," he continued, after some little pause, ** it is 
odd enough that it should be so ; but I believe it is the 
very place where all that race of the Sempronii to which 
a certain young damsel belongs have been burnt and 
buried ever since Rome was a city. You cannot see their 
tomb yet ; but that is only from the thickness of the trees, 
some of which are, I suppose, even older than itself. 
Now I remember me, it was just there that they set up 
two winters ago the funeral pile of old Caius — I mean 
the father of the Lady Athanasia, whom you saw at Ca- 
^Ito's villa. They are a very noble race, and although 
none of the richest nowadays, there is not a prouder 
in Rome. I saw the procession at that old man's funeral 
myself, and I think the images of his ancestors that they 
carried before him would have reached half-way from 
hence to the Great Road. Grim, dusty figures I trow 
they were ; but I doUbt not there had been many a haughty 
captain among them when they were alive." 
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CHAPTER I. 

These words were spoken as we were moving on- 
ward towards this sam# grove of pines ; and before he 
had made an end of speaking, we could clearly hear the 
wind sighing among their branches, and along the dry 
underground about the roots of their bare trunks. And 
on coming to them I found that he had said truly there 
was a tomb in the midst of them ; for a very noble high 
circular tower was indeed there, which, to judge from 
the grayness of its walls, and the luxuriance of the ivy 
that grew thereon, had the appearance of being at least 
as ancient as any of the surrounding trees. The only 
method of access to the inside of this tower seemed to 
be by means of a winding stair, \vhich rose on the ex- 
terior from (he ground to the summit — ^a method, by- 
the-way, not unusual in Roman sepulchres — and it was 
on one of the steps of the stair that I seated myself, 
where, between the shaded wall on the one side and 
the pine branches on the other, I was eflfectually con- 
cealed. As for Dromo, I know not whether it was that 
he coveted not exactly such close proximity to the stones 
of such an edifice, or that he preferred, altogether for 
his own sake, a situation of more conspicuousness ; but 
instead of ascending along with me, when I mounted 
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the steps, he took up a position beside one of the largest 
of the pines that rose out of the ground oyer-against 
me. The soil, however, where he stood was some- 
what elevated, so that, leaning on his willow staff, he 
could ^till, not less than myself, overlook the path with 
a very commanding^ superiority. 

I ought rather, indeed, to say, that he could have 
easily overlooked it, had there been light enough there 
at that time, for the purpose of looking at or overlook- 
ing any thing ; — but this was very far from being the 
case ; for though the moon had got rid of her clouds, 
and the sky, where any of it could be seen, was abun- 
dantly brilliant, the natural darkness of that funereal 
Srove was such, that very little difference could be pro- 
uced in the midst of it by any variation on the face of 
any nightly luminary. The gray tower itself alone re- 
ceived some of the moonbeams on one part of its curved 
surface ; but its contemporary trees participated not in 
any such illumination, — one solemn shade covering all 
things beneath the influence ef their massy growth ; 
insomuch that even the white flowing beard of my pre- 
tended soothsayer could scarcely be distinguished by 
me, sitting right over-against the place where he had 
Wioeen to take his stand. 

**I can scarcely see you, Dromb," said Ij "but I 
think that speck must be your beard, and if so, I beg you 
would tell me what it is you really have in view by aU 
this prepamtion ? Do you expect me to stay here on a 
tombstone all night, merely because you wish to have 
an opportunity of terrifying poor Rubellia by some 
ghost-like howl or other when she passes you ? — which, 
bv-the-way, it seems by no means certain ^e will do at 
all. , Or what is your purpose ?' 

*'Hash, hush, hush P was his answer; "ask me no 
questions, but listen, and hem thrice when you think 
you hear any footsteps coming — ^for young ears are the 
keenest. Hush, I say, for all will be of no use if there 
be any chatting between us/' 

" Well, hush be the word," said I, somewhat tartly, 
for I was not quite pleased with all this affectation of 
mystery. And accordingly silence was kept so strictly, 
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that, in spite of the chilness of the stone on which I 
sat, I presently fell into a sort of a dozing slumber. 

By degrees, however, — ^nor, considering the hour and 
the fatigue I had undergone, is it wonderful that it 
should have been so, — ^my sleep must have become suffi- 
ciently profound, for I did not at first, on waking from 
it, very well remember either where I was or for what 
purpose I had come thither. And, indeed, I have little 
doubt my slumbers might have continued till daybreak| 
but for the interruption I am now to mention.^ 

And yet it seemed as if even in my sleep I had been 
prepared for this by some strange anticipation ; for al- 
though it was a near sound of singing voices that dis- 
pelled my slumbers, and made me start from the stone 
on which I had placed myself, I could not help feeling 
as if that sound were not altogether new to me; — 
whether it were that the half-sensible ear had been al- 
ready ministering indistinctly to the dreaming spirit, or 
that some purely fantastic prelude had been vouchsafed 
to the real music I was destined to hear. I started up 
suddenly — that much is certain, and listened — with 
astonishment, yet not altogether with such surprise as 
might have been expected to attend a transition so hasty 
from sleep to waking, and from silence to the near neigh- 
bourhood of sounds at once so strange and so sweet. 
With breathless curiosity, nevertheless, — with awe, — 
^md not entirely I think without terror, — did I listen to 
the extraordinary melody — ^which, after the pause of a 
moment, I became satisfied could proceed from no fiaci^ 
other than the interior of that old circular sepulchre, — 
on one of the steps of the staircase leading to the summit 
of which, I had permitted myself to be overtaken with 
that deep slumber. Strange, as I have said, and yet 
passing sweet, were the notes that seemed to ascend out 
of the habitation of the noble dead into the nightly air, 
— wild, yet solemn, as if breathed from the bosom of a 
stately repose and a pensive felidty ; insomuch that 
almost I persuaded myself I was hearing the forbidden 
sounds of another world, and the thought came over 
me,— yet almost I tlnnk at that moment withput further 
disturbing me,— what fearful interpretations the old 
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poets have affixed to such untimely communion, and 
how the superstition of all antiquity has shrunk from its 
omen. 

My first impulse, after a moment had elapsed, was to 
call on Dromo, and I did so, at first in a low whisper, 
and then two or three times more loudly, — but all 
equally in vain, for no answer was returned to me ; and 
though I strained my eyes in gazing on the place where 
I had last seen him, yet there I could perceive no trace 
whatever of any human figure ; for the moonlight in* 
deed showed with more distinctness than before the tall 
stem of the old pine-tree against which he had been 
leaning ; but no motion, nor the least appearance of 
whiteness, could either my eyes or my imagination dis- 
cover there. I might easily, you will say, have stepped 
across the road, and entirely satisfied myself; but I 
know not well what it was that nailed me to the place 
where I stood, and prevented me even from once think- 
ing of doing so. The calm sepulchral music, my 
friends, still continued to stream from the recess of the 
mausoleum, and painl^s awe held me there, as if by a 
charm incontrollable. I gazed upward, and beheld the 
moon riding above the Uack pine-tops, in a now serene 
and cloudless heaven. The wind also had passed away, 
as it appeared, with the clouds it had agitated. The 
bird of night was asleep on her unseen bough ; and all 
was silent as death, except only the dwelling of the de- 
parted ; and a certain indescribable delight was be- 
ginning, as I gazed and listened, to be mixed with the 
perturbation wherewith at first I had been inspired. 

And I know not how long I might have stood so, but 
while I was yet listening to this mysterious music, there 
was mingled with its expiring cadence the sound of a 
heavy footstep on the staircase above me, and looking, 
up) I perceived in the moonlight the figure of a man, clad 
in a white gown, but having a naked sword stretched 
forth in his hand, immediately over the place whereon 
I was standing. I obeyed the first natural impulse, 
and leaped downward swiftly on seeing him; but this 
atailed me nothing, for he also ieappd, and almost before 
my feet had touched the ground, I felt the grasp of his 
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^ Jiand upon my shoulder, and that so strongly that I 
j)erceiv^ed plainly there was as little possibility of escape 
as of resistance. I made, therefore, no further effort^ 
but suffered him to do with me as he pleased ; and he, 
on his part, said not a single word, but, still retaining 
his hold, pointed with his sword to the same steps from 
which 1 had descended, and compelled me to mount 
them before him, up to the very summit of the round 
tower. 

" Why is this, sir ?" said I to the man ; " and whither 
do you conduct me ?" 

" Peace," was all his answer ; and, in like manner as 
he had made me climb the exterior, so also he compelled 
me to begin the descent of a similar flight of steps^ 
which led down from an aperture aboye, into the intenor 
of the edifice. And although 1 must confess to you that 
I obeyed not this silent guidance without considerable 
fear, yet I strove as well as I could to control myself. I 
moved with a step in which I think there could not be 
perceived any trembling. 

Yet you will admit that even had I been master at 
that nioment of less firmness, I might have been excu- 
sable ; for, looking down, I perceived that a lamp was 
burning in the midst of the sepulchral tower far below 
me, and saw sitting around it a company of at least eight 
or ten persons, at whose mercy it was quite visible I must 
be placed. Neither, if I might judge from the demeanour 
of the person who was bringing me into their assembly, 
did there appear to be any great room for dependence 
on them ; for, as to themselves, not one of them looked 
up towards me as I was stepping down, and being 
wrapped in their cloaks, I had no means of discovering 
what manner of persons they were. The way in which 
I had been treated, however, by one of their number, was 
a sufiUcient evidence either that they conceived them- 
selves to have been injured by my being there, or that they 
were capable of taking some undue advantage of my 
helpless (Condition. The calmness of their attitudes, 
and the recollection of the sounds that I had heard, 
inclined me to the former of these suppositions ; and 
when I perceived that not one of them stirred, even till 
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I had reached the lowermost step of the interior stair- 
case, ia this, without question, I already felt myself 
considerably strengthened. 

" Behold," said my guide, as I at length touched the 
marble floor of the mausoleum itself— << l^hold proof, and 
that living, that my suspicions were not quite so ground- 
less as you were pleased to imagine. Here is a man whom 
I found listening, even on the very steps of this tower. 
It is for you to decide what shall be done with the eaves- 
dropper." 

With this the whole company sprung at otice to their 
feet, and I perceived evidently, from the surprise ex- 
pressed in their looks and attitudes, that until that mo- 
ment not one of them had been aware of my approach. 
I was about to speak, and declare my innocence of any 
treachery, or even of any knowledge concerning the 
purpose of their assembly ; but before I could do so, one 
of them, and I think the oldest of all that were present, 
having in an instant recovered the tranquillity which 
my arrival had disturbed, said to me, in a voice of the 
utmost gentleness, " Young man, what has brought thee 
hither, or who sent thee ? Art thou indeed a spy, and 
was it thy purpose to betray our assembly ?" 

<< Sir," said I, << I know nothing of your assembly, or 
of ^its purpose ; I fell asleep by accident on the outside 
of this tower, and when I awoke, the music that I heard 
cbtained me." 

<< Examine the stripling," quoth he that had conducted 
me; <' examine his person, and let us see whether there 
be no- traces of suspicion about him." 

'< His looks belie him," replied the senior, << if you 
have cause for your suspicion. But if you will have it 
so, search the young man, that the thing may be made 
apparent how it really is." 

And with that my guide, laying his unsheathed sword 
upon a table or altar of bkck marble, that was in the 
midst of the place, proceeded very leisurely to search 
my garments, and finding in my bosom the scroll which 
I had received from Thraso, he glanced on it for a mo- 
ment, and then handing it to the senior, said, with some- 
thing like a l^gh, " Now, sirs, doubt ye if ye will j" and 
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80 saying, the man resumed bis sword, and leaned its 
point on the floor, as he stood by me. 

" Before heaven — it is the book of the holy Luke 1" 
said the other ; ^< this is indeed suspicious. How came 
this scroll into thy hands, young man ? Art thou aware 
that one of the books of the Christians has been found 
in thy bosom ?" 

" I know it," said I ; "it is one of the books of their 
fiiith, and I have read in it this evening for the first 
time/' 

" Then thou art not thyself a Christian ?" 

"I received the book from one Christian," said I, 
waiving the question ; " and I made promise to deliver 
it into the hands of another." 

^ Name the Christian who gave thee this ^book," said 
my stern guide. 

" Thraso," I replied ; " the same who died yesterday 
in the amphitheatre." 

** Yes," quoth he again, "and I suppose it was there 
he gave it to you. Every one knows the name of 
Thraso. Name, if you please, the person to whom you 
are to deliver the book." 

"You shall pardon me," said I, "that I will not. 
You may call me an eaves-dropper, if you will ; but 
you shall find I am no traitor. It is a Roman — a noble 
Roman lady to whom I must give this book ; and I 
would not tell you her name although you should 
slaughter me here in this tomb, which I have entered 
living and without guilt." And having said this, I 
folded my arms and stood still, abiding their will. 

But scarcely had I finished the words, ere I felt a 
small trembling hand laid upon my shoulder, and look- 
ing round I perceived Athanasia herself, who whispered 
into my ear, " Valerius, was the book for me ? if so, you 
may say it boldly, and I will vouch for your word." 

"For you, lady," I answered in the same tone, "and 
for none other. You well know that I was present in 
Thraso's prison the night before his death; so far {U 
least you can confirm what 1 have said." 

" Sir," said she, then addressing the old man that had 
before questioned me, " I know this you^ man ; and I 
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believe what he has said, and will be answerable for his 
fidelity. It was he that went in to Thraso the other 
night in his prison, and the book was intrusted to him 
by the old man that it might be given into my hands. 
His name is Valerius — Caius Valerius — and he is by- 
birth a noble Roman." 

"Say you so, ladyT interrupted my original con- 
ductor ; " then I ask his pardon. I have wronged Caius 
Valerius ; but both you and he must forgive me, for it 
must be confessed he was found in a very extraordinary 
.situation." 

" Even so," I replied ; " I have nothing to complain of. 
I perceive that I am at present in an assembly of Chris- 
tians ; but he shall do me much wrong who thinks I 
bear any enmity to them ; or, from all that I have yet 
seen or read, to the faith which they profess. I have 
read part of that book," I continued, "for I made 
promise to Thraso that I should do so before giving it 
to Athanasia ; and I trust I shall still be permitted by 
her to read more of it before it is finally demanded 
from me." 

" Oh, read it !" said Athanasia, gently a^ain whisper- 
ing to me. " Oh yes, read the book, Valerius, and may 
God enliffhten the reader." And so saying, she herself 
took up the scroll from the table on which it was lying, 
and gave it again into my hands. 

" There was also a letter for you," said I, receiving it, 
"but that I have left at home." 

" No matter," said Athanasia, " you shall give me the 
letter and the book both together hereafter." 

" In the mean time," said I, " I suppose it were better 
I should retire." 

" Young sir," said the senior, " that is as you please ; 
we have wellnigh made an end of our worship ; but, if 
it please you, you are at freedom to abide with us tiff 
we all go towards the city. Stay, if such be your will ; 
that which you may hear can at least do you no harm. 
Already, I doubt not, you have seen enough to despise 
the ignorant calumnies of our enemies." 

And when he had said so, the old man walked to the 
side of the sepulchre, and took out fronHbehind one of 
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the urns that stood there (ranged in their niches) a small 
casket, which, returning, he placed before him on the 
marble table. Then, opening the casket, he brought 
forth a silver goblet and a salver containing some little 
pieces of bread ^ and, untying from his neck a'massive 
cross* of gold, he set that also on the table, between the 
cup and the salver. In brief, the Christian priest (for such, 
as you already see, he was) had finished his preparation, 
and was about to commence the administration of the 
blessed sacrament of the Eucharist. And when all the 
rest were kneeling around the table, Athanasia, laying 
her hand upon my arm, beckoned to me to kneel by her 
side in the circle ; and so, indeed, I would have done in 
my ignorance, had not the priest himself pointed to a 
stool a few yards behind the lady, whereon, accordingly, 
,1 seated myself— apart from those who were to be 
privileged with the participation of those holy symbols. 
Now scarcely. had they composed themselves in their 
places, and listened to the first words of the appointed 
service, when I, sitting there by myself, thought, unless 
. my ears deceived me, there must be a pattering of feet 
on the outer staircase of the tower ; and deeming that 
it was so, my eyes instinctively, I suppose, were fixed 
upon the aperture, which, as I have told you, was in the 
high roof above the circle of the niched walls around 
me* Here, however, when I first looked up, there was 
indeed nothing to be seen but the round spot of the sky, 
far up in the midst of the marble roof; but while I was 
looking steadfastly thereon, it seemed to me as if that 
space were suddenly very much diminished ; and think- 
ing so, I could not refrain from starting up, and I know 
not whether some slight ejaculation might not have 
escaped from my lips. But so it was, that at the very 
moment of my starting up, there was heard distinctly 
|he howling of dogs from the summit of the mausoleum, 
and immediately afterward there was a clapping of 
hands, and a voice, which I well knew could be none 
other but that of Pona, screamed high above their bark- 
ing, " I have them— I have them : — ^here, here — I hold 
them — let them burst the net if they can." 

^ * See St. Chry909U de Morat. Crucit. Also, C<mc. Nic. 2, Act 4. 
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And then the dogs howled more and more fnrieaslyi 
and though her screaming voice was still audible, it was 
no longer to be discovered what words they were which 
she was, uttering. 

These, however, which I have already repeated — and 
you would think the less of that, could I give you any 
notion of the tone in which they were uttered — ^were of 
themselves quite enough to disturb effectually the Chris* 
tian priest, and the whole of those that were with him. 
tUging up hastily from their knees, they stood all tc^ther 
around the table, while the old man, having kissed 
reverently both the cup and the cross, restored them as 
quickly as he could to the casket from which they had 
b^n taken. But while the priest was doing this, he that 
had found me on the stair, appearing to revert into his 
suspicion, and looking sternly upon me where I stood, 
said, " Is this then the innocence which we spared ? Is 
this the noble Roman for whom Athanasia pledged her- 
self? Speak, brethren, what shall be done to this traitory 
by whom, even more than by those dogs of the tombs, 
it is a shame for us that we have been hunted." 

And saying so, the man lifted up his sword again, and 
it seemed as if he would have smitten me to the ground 
without further question. But Athanasia, when she 
saw what he was doing, threw herself swiftly between 
him and me. 

« For shame. Cotilius," said she ; " such suspiciousness 
is unworthy of a Roman knight." 

"You say well, noble damsel," quoth the old priest, 
interrupting her; "but you might say also that such 
cruelty is unworthy of a soldier of Christ. Peace, peace, 
children; there is no evil in the youth, nor, if there were, 
would it be our part to avenge it." 

While he was saying this, three or four blazing torches 
were thrust down into the place from above, and Atha- 
nasia, leaning upon my shoulder, said, " Look up, look 
up, dear Caius, I see the helmets of soldiers. Alas !" she 
added, " am I not already here? why, if they will slay 
me, should they drag me away now from the tomb of 
my fathers ?" 

And I felt the trembling of her hands, and she leaned 
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with all her weight upon my breast ; and I know not, I 
will confess to you, whether at diat moment I tasted 
more of pleasure or of pain. Of this at least I am sure, 
that at the price of any danger to myself alone, I would 
gladly have purchased that word of kindness, and that 
pressure of confidence. 

But by this time several of the soldfers had already 
begun to descend the steps into the tower, and before 
another minute had elapsed, we found ourselves sur- 
rounded by the flame of their torches. And he 'that 
seemed to lead the party, after counting us one by one, 
said, turning to his companions, << Well, an old woman 
has told the truth for once ; here are even more I think 
than she warned us of. Come alon^, worthy people, 
come along ; you must not keep the tribune waiting for 
you all night, and our watch is wellnigh expired already. 
Come, come, mount the stair ; you know your own 
qualities, or, if you don't, this is no time for standins; 
upon precedence. Come along ; it will take a good hal^ 
hour yet, I believe, to lodge you all safely in the TuUian ; 
and do you," he added, laying his hand on the hilt of 
Cotilius's sword, " do you, my good sir, allow me to save 
you the trouble of carrying this bauble.'* 

Nor was the stern knight so foolish as to dispute the 
command ; but having yielded up his sword, he forth- 
with began to ascend the stair, one or two of the spear- 
men preceding him with their torches. The old priest 
followed, and so did all the rest ; the last that went up 
being, I think, Athanasia.and myself. 



CHAPTER IL 

On every side around the old tower, when I looked 
from the jnimmit of it, I perceived foot-soldiers drawn 
up in a double line, while the road alons" which I had 
come with Dromo, was occupied by a band of horsemen, 
one of whom moved forward when he saw us descend- 
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ing*, as if to take cognizance of the numbw and quality 
of the surprised assembly. His long cloak being muffled 
about his ears as he sat on horse^K^k, and the shadow 
of his helmet falling deeply on the upper part of his 
countenance, I did not at first suspect who it was ; but 
he had not counted half the party to the superior officer 
behind him, ere I recognised him from the sound of his 
voice alone ; and who, think ye, should it be but my 
good friend Sabinus ! 

I do not think I ever yet saw surprise expressed so 
strongly as it was on the face of the jolly centurion, 
when his eye detected me. He checked his horse so 
sharply, that the animal bounded into the air as if he 
had been transfixed with an arrow ; and " Valerius !'' 
quoth he» ^^ ha ! by the life of Trajan, what is the mean- 
ing of this? Valerius in a Christian synagogue ! By all 
the gods, there must be some mistake m this matter." 
But before I, in my confusion, could make an answer to 
these exclamations, his eye chanced to glance on Atha- 
nasia, who, pale and trembling, still retained the support 
of my arm ; whereupon there was an end at once, as it 
seemed, of his extreme astonishment ; for, " Ha ! ha P 
said he, in a quite different tone of voice, " there is a 
lady in the case, is there ?" And then stooping in his 
seat he whispered, half-laughing, into my ear, "My most 
hypocritical smooth-face, you shall see what is the con- 
sequence of bringing these transatlantic pranks of yours 
to Rome. By Hercules, you wild dog, it may cost you 
some little trouble to get out of this scrape." 

And, when he said so, he at once turned his horse, and 
rejoining the troop, appeared to enter into close conver* 
sation with him who sat at the head of the line ; and I 
could see well enough from the gestures he used, and 
from the manner in which the other listened to him, that 
he was making some explanation which appeared by no 
means satisfactory to the person who heard it. Sabinus 
raised his voice very much as the colloquy proceeded, 
but I could catch nothing more than the sound of one or 
two most violent oaths, while, all the time, the tribune 
(for such he was) continued to shake his head in a way 
significant at once of doubt and determination. The 
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end of it was, that be pointed with his sword ; and Sa- 
binus, having apparently received a command be darst 
not dispute, forced bis horse backward, at one plunge, 
into the place from which he had orif^inally rode forth. 
And, whether the animal had been infected with some- 
thing of the rider's passion, I know not; but k 
seemed as if, after he had compelled him into his sta- 
tion, it was no very easy matter to keep him there, for 
he pawed and pranced so violently ^hat I thought he 
would have thrown all his neighbours into disorder. 
The strong hand and knees of the centurion, however, 
prevented this, and the chafing Thracian was ruled into 
calmness. 

But in truth I had no leisure for observing any thing 
further, for some other soldiers coming up, with led 
horses and mules in their hands, our party were imme- 
diately separated one from another, each, as it seemed, 
being destined to proceed to some peculiar place of safety, 
under peculiar guidance. I saw the old feeble priest 
lifted on a mule by one of the soldiers, and then hurried 
away towards the^city, with a horseman on each hand 
of him. The fiery Cotilius, and one or two more, were 
compelled to follow, with similar attendance, in the 
same direction ; others, again, bad their horses' heade 
turned more to the westward, but all departed at great 
speed, and were soon lost to my view among the projec- 
tions of the tombs. The last that remained to be dis- 
posed of were Athanasia and myself, and for a moment 
I had some hope that we might perhaps be sent to the 
same place ; but this hope was in vain, and after I per- 
ceived that it was so, scarcely even was time permitted 
to me for bidding her farewell. To kiss her hand, and 
to whisper a single word of parting hope into her ear, 
was all I could do. .A tear rolled from her cheek and 
fell upon my hand ; yet she smiled faintly upon me, 
and, " Hope," said she — " yes, dear Valerius, Hope and 
Faith both go with me.'' And with that the pale maiden 
was separated from the arm to which she had trusted, 
and I saw her also mounted and borne away rapidly 
from before my eyes, in the midst of a cloud of the 
horsemen. While I was yet straining my eyes to gaae 
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after her, I found in3rself in like manner seized around 
the waist by a strong man, and lifted upon a horse, 
whose bridle one of those that were to guard me held 
in his hand ; and almost before I could look around me, 
we had escaped from the flare of the torches, and the 
crowd of the soldiery, and were stretching at a rapid 
pace, I knew not whither, although I suspected, from the 
wideness of the road, that we had already regained the 
Appian, and were proceeding in its course. 

But I have forgotten to mention to you, that just at 
the moment when they were lifting Athanasia upon the 
mule that was to bear her from my sight, my eye caught 
a glimpse of the witch Pona, who was sitting at the root 
of one of the pine-trees, close to the tower. The two 
dogs whose barking we had heard before the soldiers 
broke in upon us were couched beside her as she sat ; 
and behind her stood, leaning against the tree, a figure 
wrapped in a rich red cloak, which I suspected to be a 
female also, but could not be certain, because the coun- 
tenance was quite concealed in the folds of the garment. 
To this person, whoever it might be, the witch turned 
round eagerly, while the soldiers were carrying off 
Athanasia ; and I heard again, at the same moment, that 
low croaking laugh, the remembrance of which has 
power, even at this distance of time, to make me shudder 
when I think of it. I saw— I heard no more, — for, as I 
have told you, immediately afterward I also was carried 
away. In the midst of all the confusion, however, both of 
my own mind and of the scene around me, that hideous 
laugh of the old enchantress could not be heard without 
making an impression upon me ; and I think its note 
rung in my ear during half of the tempestuous ride 
which ensued. 

I say tempestuous, for our hasty pace had not borne 
us to any great distance from the place where all these 
things occurred, ere the sky, which, as ye have beard, 
had all that night been sufficiently variable, began to 
exhibit appearances which they that rode by my side 
interpreted as significant of the approach of one of those 
nocturnal storms, to which, at that season of the year, 
the fiur heaven of Italy is pecuharly subject. That they 
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apprehended somewhat of this qprt I perceived from 
their looks, as they stopped for a moment to draw the 
hoods of their mantles over their brazen helmets ; for 
as to words, of these they uttered none, either to me or 
to each other, until our journey drew near to its close. 
For me, however, the numberless agitations through 
which I had passed in the course of the few preceding 
hours had, I suppose, communicated an unnatural mea- 
sure of ardour to my boyish blood ; for neither did I feel 
the night-breeze chill me as we rushed through it, nor 
partook in any sort of the desire my companions testi- 
fied to cover themselves from the rain, which seemed to be . 
about to discharge itself out of all those black and lower- 
ing clouds now gathered above our heads from every 
region of the heavens. When, on the contrary, the first 
heavy drops fell on my &ce and hands, it seemed to me 
as if they were but the foretaste of a cooling delight, 
and I bared my burning forehead to the grateful moist- 
ure, with the eagerness of one who, in a parched and 
dry place, comes suddenly upon the green margin of a 
well-spring. Nor did this sensation subside even after 
the storm had thickened to the utmost, and the dusty 
roads had drunk abundantly of the plashing rain. The 
delight grew upon me as I proceeded. The strong wind 
blew with redoubled coolness upon my moistened neck 
— the rain-drops dashed big and heavy on my hot 
hands ; and I perceived that, as is the nature of those 
animals, the thunder which was mustering in the air 
filled my horse one moment with dread, and the next 
with a blind fierceness. At last the great voice of the 
thunder shouted overhead, and its echoes spread wide 
and far on either side, until they seemed to he absorbed 
to the left in the remote gulfs of the Apennine, and on 
the right-hand in the measureless bosom of the western 
sea — of which, as we galloped along the hill-side, the 
broad liefhtning (unless my fancy deceived me) revealed 
ever and anon a distant and melancholy glimpse. 

We had passed a hill covered with towns, villagefs, 
and stately mansions (which I afterward learned was 
no other than the famous Alban), ere the storm subsided 
beneath the influence of the reddening dawn. Yet 

B2 
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even then we slackened not our pace, although the horses 
were by this time not a little exhausted with the swift- 
ness of their motion, and the veight of their wet riders. 
On rode we in the growing light "of the morning; but I 
perceived ere long that we had left the wide and mag- 
nificent Appian Way, and were pursuing the line of a 
narrow road, which seemed to carry us otiore and more 
westward. 

At length we halted for a momeflt on the brow of a 
declivity, where three paths separated ; and I perceived 
that among my guides there was some little uncertainty 
as to which of these it behooved them to follow. While 
they were muttering together, I looked and beheld at 
length the wide sea heaving far below, over what ap- 
peared to me to be a forest as mighty as I had ever seen 
in my native island. 

^ Old hoary oaks leaned on either hand quite over the 
narrow pathway into -which (after their brief pause of 
consultation) my conductors directed our course. Here 
and there, such a shield had those huge leafy boughs 
extended over the road, that the dust rose from among 
the feet of our horses as if all that niffht not one drop 
of rain had fallen there ; although elsewhere, in the 
absence of such mig^hty trees, the water lying across the 
path in pools testified abundantly that the tempest had 
not spared the forest any more than the champaign. 
Vast waving gulfs of bay and ilex, with here and there 
some solitary pine raising itself proudly in the midst, 
seemed to stretch away on either hand between the 
groves of those gigantic oaks.. 

The path we followed carried us ever deeper and 
deeper into the bosom of the woods ; and, at length, so 
buried were we in the windings of their stifling shade, 
that I had lost all notion of the direction in which I was 
moving ; until, after two or three hot hours, weary man 
and jaded horse were, I believe, equally delighted with 
snuffing once more the open current of the air. We 
reached not the edge of the forest, however, before I 
could hear distinctly the dashing of the Mediterranean 
waves ; and the last ascent we climbed laid open to my 
view a long sweep of the rolling waters, and their rocky 



▼ALBB1178. 19 

coast garnished everywhere with the richness of super- 
incumbent woods. Par, very far, in the distant north, 
I thought I could recognise some of the stately towers 
of Ostium, bosomed apparently within the billows over 
which they presided. All between was one wide waste 
of wood and rock, save here and there a watch-tower 
perched on the margin, and whitened half-way up with 
the foam of the yet uncalmed sea. 

Then, nor ever, could I look upon the waters of the 
great deep, without something of that filial yearning 
which seems so natural to every native of our sea-girt 
island. But neither could I contrast the condition in 
which I now approached it with the strong and light 
hopes under which I had so lately left it behind me, 
without many thoughts more sad and serious than as 
yet had frequently visited my bosom. What a strange 
brood of visions had passed before my eyes since, but a 
few days before, I stepped for the first time, light of 
heart, beneath the shadow of those far-off bulwarks ! 
What new emotions had arisen within my breast in the 
interval ! How had every sense been gratified ! how 
had every dream of imagination been exceeded ! Yet 
what a void had been created within — what a void felt 
— ^not, alas, filled ! Alas ! said I to myself at one mo- 
ment, why is it that I have been subjected to all these 
novlBlties ? Had I not done better to have remained, 
after all, where life flowed ever calmly — where affection 
hung over me like a protecting buckler, and my soul 
could sleep in the security of unbroken faith ? But this 
was only for a moment. The thoughts of Athanasia 
haunted me more deeply and more firmly — I thought 
over every word she had spoken — every look of hers 
rose up in succession to my memory, with all the vivid- 
ness of a beautiful and a troubled dream. I seemed to 
feel as if she were yet present beside me, the trembling 
of her pale fingers upon my shoulder — I kissed the 
hand on which her parting tear had fallen, as if it were 
yet wet with the dear moisture. When I thought of 
the perils in which she must now be enveloped— of the 
pains she must have suffered — must at that moment be 
suffering, — ^it was as if I could have burst bands of iron, 
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darker future opened before, I shudder^ and, urging 
my poor horse onward in the recklessness of totaJ ab- 
straction, I perceived that even my guides pitied the 
visible agony wherein all my boiling spirit was in- 
volved. 

We stopped before tbe gate of one of the watchr 
towers, which, as I have told you, I had se^i scattered 
along the edge of the sea. But this, when we came up 
to it, appearM to me a ^eat deal larger than I had ex- 
pected to find any of niem. The narrow way along 
which we bad been riding, brought us close to its gat^ 
on tbe side towards the land ; but tbe rock shelving 
rapidly on the other side gave it the semblance, at a 
little distance, of being suspended over the waves. 

It was a building of rude and apparently very antique 
structure, the under part, where the door was, square — 
but the upper circular ; as is, for the most part, the old 
Roman fashion in such erections. And this, indeed, I 
doubt not, might have stood there long enough to have 
shown a beacon, when some fleet of Syracuse or Car- 
thage darkened tbe blue sea over-against the Lestrigo- 
nian bay, renowned in old song, or the snow-white 
promontory of Gaieta. Now, however, it was easy to 
see it had been devoted to purposes of a very different 
order. 

One of the soldiers dismounted forthwith, and began 
to knock rather violently at the door ; but some little 
time elapsed ere any sound from within responded to 
the clamour he raisi^d. At last, however, the hard and 
withered face of the keeper of the tower made its ap- 
pearance at a little opening a short space above the 
door, and then the helmets of my companions passed, I 
suppose, for a sufficient warrant, for in a twinkling we 
beard the bolts creaking, and the old postern was soon 
set ajar for our in-going. It would be more proper to 
say, in the first instance, for the out-coming of the 
keeper above mentioned ; for, I assure you, that person 
would have thought it a very strange thing for any one 
to be admitted into the entrance of his old tower, before 
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he had scrutinized him on the outside of it, with his own 
authoritative and piercing eyes. 

And great indeed as were the troubles of my mind 
at that moment, I swear to you I could scarcely forbear 
from laughing outright, when this venerable personage 
did present himself at the' threshold of his garrison. 
Imagine to yourself a tall, thk), skinny man of three- 
score years, with a face as dry and yellow as ye have 
seen on the outside of a pie, and hair as white as ever 
the skill of a confectioner could represent, and legs 
bearing, it may be, the same sort of proportion to the 
feet below them which the shaft of Saturn's scythe 
usually does to its blade. Clothe the nether part of this 
absurd figure in a pair of Dacian or Gaulish breeches, 
throw a very decent-looking but somewhat threadbare 
toga over his shoulders, and, to finish the outfit, deck 
his head with a military casque of the true Macedonian 
cut, that is to say, sitting close and compact above the 
ears, and topped with a bristling' plume of horse-hair, 
'the ends of which fell down on his shoulders, as thickly 
as if they alone had been intended to turn the edge of a 
sword in the assault. 

He stood with an air of great dignity beneath his 
lintel, and listened with the most profound gravity to 
the message which one of the Praetorians whispered 
into his ear. On this conclusion, he shrugged his 
shoulders, and regarding me (who by this time had also 
dismounted) with as^lance, made up, I think, in pretty 
equal proportions, of surprise, contempt, and curiosity, 
signified by the motion of his hand that we might all 
three enter. He whistled at the same moment, and 
there came forth a very young and comely damsel, who, 
with many blushes and smiles, took possession of the 
reins of our horses. 

'' Stand there," quoth he, '< stand there, little Cestia, 
and see if there be never a handful of corn to be got for 
the prince's cattle, — stand there, and we shall be with 
you again anon." And then he also whispered some- 
thinff into the niaiden's ear, and I saw her looking at 
me from under her eyelids with an expression of very 
uncommon curiosity. Two or three curly-pated 
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urchins, of different sizes, joined her at the same mo- 
mepty and to them, in her turn, the maiden whispered ; 
whereupon the eldest of the children, retreating behind 
her, eyed me earnestly along the si^irt of her tunii^ 
while the younger ones continued to gaze where they 
were, with looks of open stupidity and wonder. Of aU 
this I could make nothing at the moment, but when we 
had got fiB^irly into the inside of the tower, I heard the 
diildren whispering distinctly enough to each other, 
" A Christian ! a Gbriatian ! a Jew ! a Jew !" and tfiqn 
I was at no loss to comprehend the secret cause of all 
the astonishment 1 had observed. 

The lower part of the tower, into which I had now 
been conducted, seemed to form nothing more than one 
huge, bare, and quadrangular apartment, serving, I 
supposed (and rightly), at once as hall and vestibule to 
the upper chambers contained within the walls. A 
small flight of steps, in one of the corners, seemed to 
afford the only means of access to what was above ; but 
from the position of a door immediately below these, I 
suspected a part of the prison must be placed under 
ground. Close beside this door there stood, upon a 
very rude pedestal, a still more rude bust, either of Ju- 
piter, of ApoUo, or of ^Hercules. The workmanship 
was such, that I could not be very certain which of the 
family it was whose features this was intended to rep- 
resent, nor whether the principal appendage was meant 
to be a club, a lyre, a bow, or a thunder-bolt ; but it did 
not escape my observation that the old keeper crept as 
close as he 90u\d to the sacred stone, as soon as I 
stepped over the threshold. The guards who had come 
with me did not, however, permit him to remain very 
long under the shadow of that protecting tutelary ; for, 
saying that it behooved them to return as soon as possi- 
Ue to Rome, they insisted on his extending to them 
some portion of the same kindness with which, as I have 
said, he had already desired their horses to be treated by 
the young woman. 

'< Come,'' said one of them, '" old comrade, although 
you have taken to the gown yourself, you must not 
quite forget the old Sagum. I'll be bound such a snug 
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situation as this was not gitBn to one that had never 
distinguished himself. May I ask, if you have enjoyed 
it long ? or is it only since the present Cesar'is accession 
that you have been so fortunate T 

^ Forget the old Sagum f* quoth the senior. ^ By the 
eye of Mars, I believe I had worn out a score of them 
before any one that now hears me was bom. I 

Eromise you, I shall never forget the Ssj^m. Efere, 
by — here, Anthony — little Anthony — bring out the 
cheese, and ask your mother for the key, for these gen- 
tlemen must drink before they depart." 

One of the little boys that had come out to the door on 
our arrival re-entered speedily, hearing this command, 
and busied himself in setting forth a wooden board, 
whereon he placed in great order a huge piece of yellow 
cheese, and a heap of crisp white cakes of rye. A large 
jug of water also garnished the mess ; but there seemed 
to be a little less of diligence, or more of difficulty, 
about the wine. 

" Pall-to, comrades — fall-to,'* says he of the tower ; 
^ plain fare is ours, but ye have a hearty welcome for 
your own sakes, and, under favour, for the sake also of 
my dear old commander, whose likeness graces the pum- 
mels of your swords. Fall-to briskly ; but where is the 
wine, Anthony ? Don't you see we are waiting ? Am 
I not master in this fastness ?" 

" But my mother has the key," quoth the boy. 

" Even so, little spark," replies the senior ; "therefore 
fetch it from her quickly, and tell her, Anthony," added 
he in a lower note — " be sure you tell her, there are 
two gentlemen of the Praetorians here, with a young 
Christian, who is to be our prisoner." 

With that the little boy began to ascend the stairs 
within the tower, but still in a very leisurely manner. 
He knocked at a door apparently half-way up, and I 
heard him deliver the whole of his message ; for he 
spoke it perhaps rather more loudly than had been in- 
tended. But she to whom it was addressed seemed to 
hear it with any thing but that beni^ity with which 
poets have ever decorated the transmission of the gifts 
of Bacchus. 
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<< What) jackanapes !" quoth ahei in a voice loud, 
boisterous, and all but masculine — <* must he send you 
to tell his lies for him? — Prstorians and Christians, 
quotha ! Here is a pretty lie got up, sirrah. But hark 
ye, youngster, tell this faither of yours, who will be the 
ruin of us all, that though Trajan himself were in the 
tower, Ae should not have one drop till mid-day, and 
then not a hairbreadth above the thread that I have tied 
round the blue goblet. Praetorians indeed ! ha ! ha ! 
ha ! Get you down-stairs, little Anthony, and learn to 
lie more cunningly the next time." 

<' Mother, there are certainly two soldiers below. 
Cestia is holding their horses at the gate ; and they have 
broue^ht a young man with them, who, they say, was 
caught eating a little child in a tomb last night, and I 
suppose he must be a Christian." 

Some more words passed between them, but the old 
man made such a clattering on his trencher, and talked 
at the same time so loudly to the soldiers, that I could 
not understand the rest of what was said. However, 
little Anthony had certainly been gifted with some pow- 
ers of persuasion, for many minutes did not elapse (al- 
though it is true the yellow cheese had time enough to 
receive many mortal gashes) ere down of a surety came 
in proper person the lady of the tower. The sound of 
her descending step was so heavy on the stair, that be- 
fore she appeared I was prepared for the entrance of a 
very portly female ; but her bulk, notwithstanding, as- 
tonished me when I did see her. In spite of her enor- 
mous dimensions, however, she had evidently been at 
some period, no doubt a pretty distant one, something 
of a comely person. Features, in themselves small and 
handsome, were seen to no great advantage, cas^ in an 
immense siipererogatory circumference of cheeks and 
chin; and an absurdly tidy foot glanced from und» 
ankles most disproportionably massive. A string of 
amber beads floated to and fro on the ocean of her 
bosom. She had fine golden i)racelets on her arms too, 
but they were only half seen, being almost buried in 
iat ; and, to crown the whole, she wore a flaxen wig, 
which did not entirely conceal the original dark bristles 
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below. At the girdle of the amaion hung', on the right 
side, the much desiderated bunch of keys, being balanced 
on the left by a dagger and toothpick-case, almost of 
equal dimensions. 

Her face seemed to be flushed with the promise of a 
storm when she came in, but the sight of the two 
horsemen, I suppose, quieted all her suspicions, for she 
satisfied herself with saying to her husband, " You stu- 
pid old fool, why did you not come up and let me know 
the gentlemen were here sooner? and then to send 
children with your messages, whom nobody can trust 
to !" A glance of high scorn accompanied these agree- 
able words ; and then, her face assuming an expression 
of the utmost cordiality; she went up and shook hands 
with each of the soldiers where they sat ; and, " Wel- 
come," said she, " comrades, a hearty welcome to the 
sight of your helmets. By Jove, I thought we should 
never have any thing more to do in the old tower !— 
May I be poisoned, if I have heard the jingle of a cui- 
rass in the hall since the first week of Nerva. Here, 
boy, take the keys, and bring out the biggest bottle you 
can see ; for the gentlemen shall see what it is to be in 
the dwelling of an old campaigner — Ha ! ha !" 

"Hia! ha!" re-echoed the husband, receiving and 
opening the bottle ; " you must know we are both of us 
old campaigners. You must know my wife is a Span- 
iard, and has been over half the world with me in her 
day." . 

" I honour a lady who has followed the camp," quoth 
one of the soldiers, holding up a large cupful of the 
wine ; " and may this draught choke me, if I honour 
her the less either because she is a fine woman or be- 
cause she is the countrywoman of Cesar.*' 

" That indeed she is," replied the old man : " she was 
bom in the same town ; and I think they are children 
of the same — ^" 

" Hold your tongue, fool,^' interrupted the lady ; « I 
should like to know why you are able to tell my his- 
tory better than myself. Here's to you all, gentlemen ; 
and here's to Trajan the glorious Roman prince, who 
is an honour to Rome and to Spain, and to all the world. 

Vol. n— C 
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By Jove," she continued^ slapping the table with her 
hand, '' I remember him when he stood no higher than 
this board, for I was bom and bred up in sweet Italica, 
and I have him before me, as it were but of yesterday 
riding on a little white pony that he had, and that upon 
the banks of the prettiest stream that ever my eyes shall 
see. Come, fill your cups, gentlemen of the Guard 
Cesarian ; there shall never a man under my roof drink 
out of a half-filled goblet to the great Cesar !" 

" Will pau drink to Cfesar, young man ?" quoth one 
of the soldiers, turning to me ; " will you drink honestly 
to the emperor, in case you also have a full xsap given 
you 1 and, by-the-by, I think you must have almost as 
much need of it as any of the rest." 

I nodded assent to the proposition, and the matron, 
for the first time, deigning to cast her eyes on me, said^ 
^ Come, Master Christian, they say you were caught 
eating a raw child, but may I be so dieted myself if I 
believe it ; for I've seen a good deal both of peace and 
of war in my day, and I never yet knew anybody that 
preferred such fare when he had choice of any other. 
Come along, draw a stool for yourself, and try whether 
a piece of rye-cake and cheese won't serve you this morn* 
ing." And while I was complying with this courteous 
invitation, I heard her whisper to one of my guards,— -^^ 
" By Jove, 'tis a proper lad, after all ; is this true that they 
have told me of him ?" The soldier shook his head in 
return, and looked very sagacious, but I don't think he 
said any thing. " Ay, ay," quoth she ; " prudencain a 
Praetorian ! this is sometliing new, however. By heav* 
ens" (sinking ^nce more into her whisper), " by heavtos, 
I believe the young man has a red edge to his gown. 
What is his name? who is he ?" 

The soldier shook his head again, and I heard him 
whisper, — " By the life of Cesar, you know as much 
about him as any of us. . There was a whole cluster taken 
last night a little way beyond the Capene Gate, and he 
was one of them ; but what they were about, or who he 
is, I know not, only he is certainly somebody, for I saw 
our centurion salute him." 

" I saw him with Sabinus," whispered the other ■ 
soldier, leaning across the board, — " I saw him, I am 
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qxute sure of it, along with the centurion and a gallant 
company the last day the amphitheatre was op^i ; 
they sat together ail the day, and appeared quite fa- 
miliar." 

" I pray you, sir," quoth the lady, raising her voicei 
"I pray you fill your cup, and here I pledge you to 
our better acquaintance. You shake your head — well. 
But what must be, must ; and while you are with us, 
we may at least be good friends." 

" Thanks," said I, complying with her command, and 
indeed I was sorel^r athirst ; " here, then, is health to 
all present ; and fair health to the great Trajan, says 
no one here more heartily than I, Spaniard or Roman." 

So saying, I drank off the wine, and setting down the 
goblet, I beliere I said, ^' Excellent, by Jove," or some- 
thing of that sort ; for they all started when they heard 
wha(t I said, and the old woman called out lustily, " Fill 
him another cup to the brim, whether he be Christian 
or not. The young man at least swears by the gods, 
and drinks to the prince. May worse never cross our 
threshold, say I." 

^ The old man," said one of the soldiers, turning to 

the hostess, "the old man that was killed the other 

day in the amphitheatre for his superstition might have 

saved his head, even at the last moment, if he would 

>have donie as much." 

" Well, well," quoth she again ; " let every one mind 
his own matters, and I shall mind mine. Have you 
br6Ught any money with you, young man ?" 

" Not much," said I, for to me the question was ad- 
dressed, " not very much, I think ;" at Che same time 
taking out a purse, which, from good luck more than 
foresight, was, after all, very tolerably supplied. 

" No matter," quoth the amazon ; " no matter whether 
you have much or little with you. If you have not 
much, you shall send to my good friend the centurion 
Sabinus, and he will give you more. You shall have 
the best room in the tower, however ; and (bating child's 
flesh), whether you be Christian or not, by the pillars of 
Hercules, you shall have the best we can give you. 
Husband, bring down. our book, and let the gentleman 
enter his name with his own hand. It has been useless 
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for a long time, I trow, but you'll find it in the old place 
below your bedstead. Come, stir, old eyebrow ; must you 
have me do every thing, and disgrace you before our 
good comrades ?" 

The ancient did bestir himself, whether merely for 
the pleasure of obeying his spouse, or from curiosity to 
discover my name, or from mixed motives, I shall not 
take upon me to determine. Having drained his cup, 
however, to the foundation, he certainly rose from table, 
and limping up the staircase, ere long returned with a 
musty scroll of parchment, which, having unfolded and 
blown away the dust from it, he forthwith presented to 
me. I glanced over the record and found in it the 
names of various persons, all apparently entered in their 
own handwriting; and most of them, as the woman 
had already given room to suspect, bearing date in the 
troublous reign of Domitian. The last name was dhstt 
of Marcus Protius Lamontani^, who, as it seemed, had 
been set free from his confinement immediately on the 
accession of Nerva ; so I took it for granted he had been 
one of the victims of Domitian's insane oppression, and 
immediately under his I wrote my own name with that 
of my father. 

The woman seized the parchment before the writinr 
was dry^ and handing it to one of the soldiers, said, 
" Read aloud, if it please you — let us hear how the gen- 
tleman is called." But the soldier, being apparently no 
great clerk, shufiled the scroll into the hand of his com- 
panion, who, equally puzzled I suppose, banded it b^fck 
to the lady of the tower. It was then, at last, that she 
eondeseended to call her husband into council ; and he, 
assuming without question an air of no inconsiderable 
importance, pronounced forthwith, very distinctly, the 
name as it was written. But when he came to the 
name of my father, the old man, dropping the scroll, 
turned to me with a face of infinite surprise, and said, 
" So preserve me the power of Jove I I believe you must 
be the son of the same Valerius who was centurion in 
the ninth legion during the wars of the great Agricola.'* 

" You have guessed rightly ; I am the same." 

*^ Then the more is the pity>'' he replied, in a grave 
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voice, and rising from his seat ; <^ the more is the pity 
that you should have entered, in such case as this, the 
dwelling of one that was a true soldier beneath the eagle 
of your father ; the more, I say, is the pity, young gen- 
tleman. But forgive me if in any thing we have been 
disrespectful." 

" There is no occasion," said I, " for any such apology. 
I am here as a prisoner, and have been treated with sill 
courtesy beyond what a prisoner could expect." 

" By Jove !" interrupted the spouse, "I thought I had 
some knowledge of the young gentleman's pretty face 
from the beginning. Well, for all that has come and 
gone, I hope ten years hence he will be as fine a man 
as his fatter was the day he slew the Caledonian giant, 
and tumbled him from his chariot in front of all the 
line — yes, in sight of Galgacus himself. It was the 
same day," said she, turning to her lard, " that you were 
taken prisoner, and driven away into the wood&" 

'' As witness these marks," quoth the man ; and with 
that he instantly stripped open his tunic, and displayed 
' part of his breast stamped with various figures of blue 
and yellow, after the Caledonian fashion, and bearing 
withal the traces of one or two very formidable wounds. 
The PrsBtorians regarded the exhibition with great in- 
difference ; but you will believe I could not see without 
interest scars that had been received beneath the banners 
of my father. 

There was an obvious restraint, after all this, in the be- 
haviour of the whole of the party ; for although the huge 
bottle was wellnigh exhausted, they had not got enough 
to make them feel quite at ease in the presence of one 
whose rank they had discovered to be such as mine. 
The woman, on her part, redoubled her kindness; but 
seeing that I interrupted their merriment, I soon re- 
quested her to show me the place where I. was* to be 
confined. And, indeed, as you may imagine, I had by 
this time not a little need of repose. 

Both she and her husband accordingly arose to usher 

me to my pris^Q- I gave money to the soldiers, and 

requested them to inform Sabinus of the place to which 

^ 1 had bee* conveyed : but did not choose to write any 

V • ca 
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thing, either to him or to Licinius, until I should h3,re 
had a little time for reflection. 

I then followed the aneient pair to the npper part of 
the tower, where I was lodged in a small chamber, the 
open window of which afforded ^ wide prospect of the 
flea, but with difficulty permitted my eye to take in even 
a little strip of the rocky margin. A single low couch 
was almost the whole of its furniture. 

Here, having summoned a tall young clown to keep 
guard behind the door, they left me to my reflection j 
but such had been my fatigue, that, in spite of all the 
anxieties which surrounded me, I ere long fell fast 
asleep. The blessed playfulness of nature carried me 
far from Rome and Italy, back to the green woods df 
the island where my father had achieved deeds of glory, 
and my mother had tended my infancy beneath the 
shadow of her own trees. Of all that I had seen since 
I left home, Athanasia only glided before me in my 
slumber; and she ^uch was the sweet mockery) ap- 
peared smiling, happy, and serene. 

Ere I awoke, the calm sea was already purple below 
naei and the broad sun about to plunge beneath the 
watgps.. 



CHAPTER III. 

But neither purple sea, nor golden sky, nor all the 
divine tranquillity of the eveniftg air, could sooth my 
mind into repose, after I had once awakened to a sense 
of the situation into which I had been brought — I should 
say imther of the situation in which Athanasia was 
placed ; for, in truth, compared with her probable suf- 
feiing, all I could suffer in my own person appeared to 
me as nothing ; — I was a man. For niyself, I could not 
in seriousness fear any calamity worfRy of the name ; 
if such should come, it nmst be my business to wrestle 
^ith it as I might. But to think of her, yoteg, beauta- . 
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bl, innocent, and of all to which she might be eiq)Osed 
amid the rude hands in which I had left her, — even 
this of itself, without plunging deeper into the distant 
future, was more than sufficient to press upon all my 
spirits with a subduing and irresistible weight. 

Yet the admirable regulation of all the details of public 
procedure, under the then emperor's administration, on 
the one hand, and the strong necessary influence of 
Athanasia's noble family, on the othbr ; these considera- 
tions, it is true, recurred from time to time to my ha- 
rassed recollection, and broke, or at least relaxed, for the 
instant, the bonds of my anxiety. 

The sound of my footsteps, as I paced in my perplexity 
from one end of the apartment to the other, had, I take 
it for granted, reached the ears of the people below ; for 
many minutes had not elapsed ere the wife of the old 
soldier entered, bearing in her hand a goblet of wine, 
and a supply of fruit and cakes, which would have been 
more than sufficient for the supper of one as easy and 
as happy as I was otherwise. To her first salutation, 
which was equally cheerful and courteous, I could with 
difficulty bring myself to make any reply, but sl)e 
exerted herself so much in arranging every thing for 
my convenience, that I could not be insensible to the 
kindness of her meaning, nor suffer her to depart with- 
out acknowledging it. But I heard her whisper, after * 
she had left me, to one of her children who had been 
waiting behind the door — " Poor young man, he is in a 
sad state ; you see what it is, child, to have an evil con- 
science. He has denied the gods, and no wonder that * 
they permit evil thoughts to torment him. You remem- 
ber what the priest told us about those terrible Furies, 
whom Jupiter lets loose upon mortals, when he is 
thoroughly provoked with their perversity." 

" Mother," replied the child, " you told pepa he was a 
bad man for drinking so much wine everyday. I hope 
Jupiter will not let loose the Furies upon poor papa^" 

" Hush !" quoth she, « do not speak of such a thing. 
I hope papa wflHisten to me, and that the reason I spedc 
will be enough. But this is quite another thing, An- 
thony ; forthis poor young gentleman is a Christian, and 
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they 8«7 believes neither in Jupiter, nor in Mars, nor in 
sacrifices, nor in auguries : for my part, I tremble when 
I think of it. But his father was a great and a pious man, 
and ail his kindred are noble ; and let us hope he may 
repent and be prevailed upon to acknowledge the deities, 
for otherwise the Furies will torment him alive, and who 
knows what fearful things may be his portion when be 
is dead ! And as for that, they say the emperor is de- 
termined not to permit one of them to live ; for there is 
no saying how far their wickedness might extend itself 
— evil is always infectious." 

I heard no more of her conversation with the child, 
but it was not long ere my attention was attracted by 
one carried on at a greater distance below me, in which 
you will not be surprised that I should have felt myself 
much more interested, even although the distance was 
such that I coUld not distinguish one word that was said. 
I knew from the first moment that it was impossible I 
should be mistaken — I was perfectly certain it was Sa- 
binus himself who was now talking with the old woman ; 
and 1 at once suspected the worthy centurion, having- 
learned from the soldiers who carried me oflf to what 
plaod they had conveyed me, had undertaken this speedy 
journey for the purpose of comforting me in my con- 
finement. The kindness with which he had treated me 

• from the beginning of our acquaintance had been such, 
that I could have no occasion to wonder at his exert- 
ing himself -to discover me ; but I confess this alacrity 
was more than I had been prepared for, and I waited 

* only for the moment when he should enter my apart- 
ment to throw myself upon his bosom, and intrust all 
my troubles to him, as to a friend and a brother. 

There was something, however, which I could not 
at all comprehend in the merriment which seemed to be 
reigning l^ltw on his arrival. Loud peals of laughter 
from the jailer's wife interrupted the uniform hearty tone 
of the centurion's voic^ ; and the feeble treble of the old 
soldier himself was stretched ever and anon to the utmost, 
in a sort of ineffectual attempt at a chuckle. What * 
could be the occasion of so much merriment, at such 
a moment, I could by no means understand. Ait the 
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Steps of the party were soon distinguishable upon the 
stair, and I heard enough during the latter part of their 
ascent, to enlighten me as to the source of the mirth, if 
not satisfy me of its propriety. 

At last in they came, and the centurion, embracing 
me affectionately, thrust into my hand, without preface, 
a piece of pardiment, which I perceived to be nothing 
less than an order for my immediate dismissal from 
confinement, signed by one of the Roman magistrates. 
Then taking off his riding-cap, and rubbing with his 
handkerchief his most audacious and soldier-looking 
brows, " My dear boy," quoth he, " I see you are going 
to thank me, but don't wound my modesty by any fine 
speeches. There was war before Helen ; have a better 
care another time, and don^t pay Rome such a poor 
compliment as to say that you can find nobody to flirt 
with but a Christian damsel, and no plaee for flirtation 
but a gloomy old tomb, lined from top to toe with urns 
and lachrymatories. My honest friend here was quite 
frightened with the idea of having such an unbelieving 
reprobate as they said you were, under the' same roof 
with her children. But pow her fears are dispelled, for 
good souls are always tblerant to the little vagaries of 
young blood ; so thank your hostess, my lad, kiss her 
hand, take one cup to the health of the old tower, and 
tighten your girdle ; for you must know you have a 
little bit of a ride' before you ere bedtime." 

" Ha, ha, ha !" quoth the woman ; " my Master Sabi- 
nus had always such a merry way with him \ Well, 
who should have thought, when the soldiers brought 
him in with such a show of mystery, that it was all for 
kissing a young lady by moonlight ! ha, ha, ha ! I pro- 
test to Jupiter, they would have made me believe he had 
been caught eating an infant ; but I thought from the 
beginning there must be some mistake in th« matter ; 
and I was sure enough it was so, when I found out from 
whom he derived those pretty blue eyes of his. But still 
I cannot quite pardon him. Well, well ; we must e'en 
take good hope he will mend ere he die." 

" Die !" replied the centurion ; "do you talk of dying 
to one that has scarcely yet begun to live ! Come, come^ 
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Yaleriiif, I hope^ after all, you shall luirer f^t kfto |t 

worse scrape." 

^ And if 1 do," said I, ^ I hope I shall always be equally 
fortunate in my jailers " 

**By the beard of Jove!" quoth Sabinus, "it needs no 
great skill to see that you have been fortunate m that 
respect. I swear that, if the truth were known, you are 
almost as unwilling to be taken out of this tower now, 
as you were last night to be taken away. from another." 

" O Master Kaeso," quoth she again, " when will you 
have done with your joking? ha, ha ! Well, your father 
loved a jest in his time himself; but now he, I suppose, 
is quiet enough. And how is the old gentleman, and 
how does he wear ? Can he still set in his porch of a 
fine morning, and listen to the news, as he used to do, 
with his cup of old Falernian at his knee?' 

" I trust in all the gods, good dame," was his answer, 
" I trust the old grasshopper can still chirp when the sun 
shines. . Bui, to tell you the truth, it is long since I have 
seen him ; and if this young blade has no objection, I 
mean to pay him a visit this very night I am only just 
come home from Britain, you jimst know, and have not 
yet had leisure to salute my Lares since my return. So 
to horse, my boy, Valerius ; old 'folks go early to bed, 
and I swear to you I shall be ill-pleased if I don't arrive 
in time to partake of the sle^HJig-cup." 

I said someAing about being very anxious to return 
as soon as possible to Rome ; but the centurion answered 
me with another shout of laughter, and saying, " Come, 
come, she's safe enough, I'll warrant her, — I suppose 
you think every one gets put of jail as easily as your- 
self," — seized me by the arm, and began to force me 
towards the staircase. 

In short, I found it was out of the question to disap* 
prove o£ any of the schemes of Sabious ; so, having 
saluted the old woman, and flung my purse to her chil- 
dren (who, by-the-way, still regarded me with looks of 
considerable apprehension), I accompanied my friend 
with a good grace to the door of the old tower. I made 
inquiry before I went forth concerning the old soldier 
likewise ' but I could easily gather from the expression 
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of face with which his wife accompanied hex indisHnct 
reply, that he bad, long before that time, reached a state 
in which she felt little desire to exhibit him.^ The cen- 
turion whistled as he l^tepped across the threshold^ and 
there forthwith drew near a soldier, wearing the Praeto- 
rian helmet (now sufficiently familiar to my sight), and 
leading in his hand three horses. In the rear I recog- 
nisedy not without satisfaction, the busy countenance of 
my friend Dromo, whose ass did not appear quite so 
eager to join the party as its rider. 

A few sturdy thumps, however, at last brought the 
Cretan close to us, who saluted me with great appear- 
ance of joy, and then whispered into my ear, " Great 
Jove ! we must keep silence for the present. What a 
story I have to tell when we are alone ; and, by 
Heavens ! I suppose there is one to hear likewise — ^ba# 
all in good season. We must not crack nuts before 
monkeys. I have a letter for you," he addled, "from 
Sextus, an4 another from Licinius ; but you shall not 
have them till we are done with our ride." 

The centurion sprung with great agility on the back 
of his trusty war-horse, who seemed to rejoice in the 
feeling of his, weight ; an(f we were soon in motion. I 
asked no questions, either about the course we were to 
pursue, or the distance at which the place of our desti- 
nation was situated ; but rode by his side so silently 
that he bestowed otl me many good-natured rebukes, 
for suffering a little affair of love to distress me so 
greatly. 

" Cheer up now, good Valerius," quoth he, " and do 
not make me repent of carrying you to my father's 
house, by showing the old man, who has had enough of 
troubles in his day, such a countenance as must make 
him think of Orcus, even although he did not know 
himself to be near its gates. It is more than a year 
since I have seen him, and, by Jove ! he must not have 
occasion to reproach me with bringing him a melancholy 
guest'i • 

This sort of speech he repeated so often that I at last 
thought the best way would be to tell him frankly the 
true history of the adventure, from whose immediate 
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oonsequenc6«^(o myself he had so kindly delivered m^, 
I told hirn^ therefore, every thing about both Thrasd and 
Athanasia, and, indeed, kept nothing from him in the 
whoU matter^ accept only what referred to the impression 
made on my own mind by what I had read of the Chris- 
tian book ; for, as to this subject, it was one which I 
totally despaired of being able to make him in any 
. measure comprehend ; and besides, the state of my own 
mind was still so uncertain in regard to it, and my in- 
formation so imperfect, that I could not trust myself 
with speaking of it to any one, until I should have had 
leisure for more both of readings and of reflection. On 
hearing, however, who Athanasia was, and on perceiving 
how deeply I was interested in her, the kind centurion 
was not only quite satisfied that my melancholy de- 
nftanour was not inexcusable, but, entering like a true 
friend into so much as he un(]berstood of my troubles, he 
assumed, as he rode by my side, an air of seriousness 
and concern which, in spite of all the kindness I had 
experienced at his hands, was more than I had expected. 

He preserved total silence for some minutes after 
hearing my story, and then, shaking his head, said, " In 
truth, my dear Valerius, you have very much distressed 
me by this communication. I thought it was merely 
some little idle frolic, born of an hour, and to be forgotten 
in a day ; but if things be as you have told me, I cannot 
refuse you all my sympathy. Woufld to Heaven I had 
it in my power to offer you more !" 

^«Dear Sabinus," said I, "I know not how to thank 
you. You saw me but a few days ago the merriest 
young fellow that ever trod the pavement of Rome. 
You saw me happy in the moments that passed, and 
full of glad hopes for all that were to come ; but now I 
feel myself quite changed in all things. Almost I wish 
I had never left my British fields ; and yet, if iTiad staid 
there, I should never have seen Athanasia." 

"Poor fellow!" quoth he, laying his hand on the 
mane of my horse, " I perceive there is, indeed, bo tri- 
fling in your case. Yet compose yourself; for I see the 
tears are standing in your eyes. Compose yourself, and 
consider that whatever chances there may be in your 
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favour wili naver be increased or beltered by despond- 
ence." He paused another minute or two, and pro* 
ceeded — " Ttje worst of the whole is this new bitterness 
of Cesar against theie Christians. Bxcept during 
Nerval time, indeed, there was a)ways some punish^' 
ment to be feared by them, in case of being detected ; 
but there was a way of managing things in almost 
every case, and people were well enough disposed to 
grant immunities, which were always attended with 
some good to the Fisk. Nero and Domitian, to be sure, 
acted otherwise — but then these were madmen ; and 
besides, ,they did so only by fits and starts. But now, 
when a prince like Trajan has really taken up the mat- 
ter, it is no wonder that one should think of it a good 
deal more seriously. One cannot help thinking he 
must have had seme good reason before he begah — 
that is one thing; and having once begun, he is not the 
man to drop it lightly:--*that is another and i^ still more 
weighty consideration. Do you think there 19 positively 
no chance of the poor girl giving up this foolish dream, 
when she finds what a condition it has exposed her to ?'' 

" No," said I ; " I am sure she will not, nor can I wish \ 
it should be otherwise with her." 

" Well," he resumed, " I enter into your feelings so far, ^* 
my dear friend, on that point likewise. By Jove ! I can- 
not imagine you to have been so deeply smitten with a 
girl of a flighty unsteady character. But then this is 
not a case to be considered or talked upon on common 
principles. It is no light thing to be exposed to such 
examinations as are now set afoot for these people ; and 
if she behaves herself so resolutely as you seem to ex- 
pect, what is the end of it ? I consider it highly prob- 
able — for there is no friendship in uncandid speaking — 
I consider it as highly probable that, in spite of all her 
friends can do, they will banish her at the very featt ; 
scarcely dare I speak of it, but even worse than banish- 
ment has heretofore befallen Romans — ^ay, and Roman 
ladies too, and quite as high in birth and place as 
Athanasia." 

" My dear Sabinus," said I, " do not imagine that now, 
for the first time, all these things are suggested to me. 

Vol. IL— D 
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Imagine rather how, thinking of them continually, and 
unable for a moment to expel them from tny mind, I 
have spent these miserable hours ever since she was 
taken away from my sight. Her friends too — her rela- 
tives, alas ! what must not be their alarm and consterna- 
tion — if, indeed, they know any thing of what has hap- 
pened — but that, I think, is scarcely to be supposed. 
Her absence, however, must of itself be sufficient to 
render them utterly wretched. Her poor friend Sem- 
pronia — alasl what grief must be hers." 

'< The thing was done at such an hour, and with so 
much despatch," quoth the centurion, " that I think it 
is almost impossible it should have made much noise 
as yet. If there was in the family no suspicion that 
the young lady had any connection with any of these 
people, you may depend on it they must be in a state 
of the most perfect perplexity. How will they account 
for her absence ? They will perceive well enough that 
she had gone out in secret during the night. I lay my 
life they take it for granted she has had some private 
intrigue, and has gone off with her lover." 

" Alas, Sabinus, when they hear the truth, it will be 
still worse than this in their eyes. Yet it appears fit 
that no time should be lost in making them acquainted 
with the real state of the case. Her two uncles, Lucius 
and Yelius, must both be informed of it. And yet, how 
is it that I, who have never seen the one, and have but 
just been introduced to the other, shall venture upon 
making such a disclosure to them ? Oh, Sabinus, I 
foresee that, in all these things, I shall have need of your 
counsel and your help." 

" You shall have them both, my dear boy," said he, 
" you shall have them both to the uttermost. But it 
seems to me that there is no question at all about the 
pr^riefty of telling the relatives of the lady all you 
know. Licinius is probably well acquainted with them ; 
and you could not find any one more proper, or more 
able for saying whatever is necessary. I am now 
almost sorry for having prevented your immediate re- 
turn to the city ; and yet this night will soon be over, 
—we shall get into Rome early to-morrow, and till then 
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it is probable nothing could have been done, at any 
rate." 

" But Athanasia herself—'* 

" Ah ! that indeed is a point of some difficulty also. 
It was merely from having remembered wlro the men 
were that rode off with you, that I was enabled to leam 
80 soon whither you yourself had been conveyed. But 
the party consisted of a few men out of almost every 
. one of our cohorts, — those, in short, that were on duty, 
scattered up and down in different parts of the city ; 
and I may not find it very easy to discover who had the 
care of any other individual." 

" But Athanasia—" 

« True," said he, " I had not thought of it. There 
was but one female besides herself, I think, in the whole 
party. That will furnish a clew. You may rely on il, 
I shall easily find out the place to which they have 
taken her ; but then, where and at what distance that 
may be, Heaven only knows ; for it seemed as if every 
prisoner was to be carried to a separate place of con- 
finement. It is very likely the girl may be lying in some 
other watch-tower along the coast here, just as you 
yourself were. These are generally built in sequestered 
situations ; and therefore I think it highly probable the 
whole assembly may have been dispersed among them. 
At all events, even if we knew where she is, we could 
do nothing at present Come, cheer up, now y<m have^ 
unburdened yourself of all this load. Come, now, do 
cheer up as well as you can, and I promise you I shall 
be ready to start as early as ever you please in the 
morning." 

" I will, I will," said I ; " I will do every thing I can 
to prevent any gloom from being thrown over your 
meeting with your own family." 

"Family!" said he; "alas! you speak as if there 
were a whole houseful of them, when in truth there is 
no one besides my old father and mother, Wlio are now 
left to recline by themselves at a board which I re- 
member to have seen surrounded with as blithe a group 
as ever man had pleasure in looking on. Now ail are 
dead save one, and he must live almost always at a dis- 
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tance. Alas ! how little for the sake of themselres is it 
that kind parents rear children. The house that is full 
of the noise of mirth while they are young is gradually 
deserted by them as .they grow up, until at length, when 
there is most need of eomfort, no comfort is at hand. 
As for me, I have no opportunity of doing otherwise than 
I do. I make a run from Rome (when I am there) as 
often as I am able ; but now it is long, as I told you, 
since I was last with them, and therefore I can scarcely 
expect to see them now without observing some change." 

^ Come," said I, <' you almost make it appear neces- 
sary for me to take up the part of a comforter in my 
turn. I perceive it is the listening to my story that has 
saddened you, and now you are looking upon all tilings 
with a heavy eye." 

" Nay, nay," quoth he, " I shall not permit you to say 
that of me neither; Behold yon tall pine, that rises 
over these houses from among all the other trees that 
are about them, — that is the tree, my dear Valerius, be- 
neath which I sported when I was a child ; and nobody 
•hall say that I am sorry to see it again. It grows hard- 
by my father's house, and throws its shade upon the 
place where the old man has his favourite seat. We 
shall soon pass through the village, and our house is 
only a very little way beyond it." 

By this time the moon was in her full splendour, and 
nothing could be more beautiful than the scenery of 
*the native place of Sabinus, as we drew near to its pre- 
cincts. A little gentle stream, which kissed the path 
along which we were riding, did not desert us as we 
entered the village, but murmured all throu&^h its humble 
street. Street, indeed, I should not say, — tor there were 
dwelling-houses on the one side only, the other being 
occupied with nothing but gardens, in the most of which 
1 saw the Doric portico of a small marble temple, whose 
white pillars were reflected along with the surrounding 
poplars, upon the quiet surface of the grassy-margined 
jrivulet. In front of the temple a low bridge of one arch 
crossed the stream, and there we were met by a troop 
of young maidens, who seemed to l)e moving towards 
the sacred place with some purpose of devotion, for they 
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were sinking as they went, in alternate measures, a 
hymn to Venus, the goddess of the shrine ; and in their 
hands they carried the garlands of white roses, as if for 
some votive celebration. Some of the damsels recog- 
nised Sabinus as they passed us, and, without inter- 
rupting their chant, saluted him kindly with their laugh- 
ing eyes. We halted our horses, and saw them proceed 
all together into the sacred enclosure, which they did, 
not by means of the bridge, although they were close 
by it, but by wading hand in hand through the stream 
below — whose pebbles, as it appeared from the evenness 
of their motion, dared not to offer any violence to the 
delicate feet that trpd upon them. 

" Happy creatures !" said I to the centurion ; " of a 
surety the]^ think these moonbeams shine on nothing 
but glad faces like their own. Alas ! with what heart 
does poor Athanasia at this moment contemplate this 
lovely heaven !" 

" Nay, Valerius," quoth he, " if people were not to be 
contented with their own share of sorrow, would the 
world, think ye, be worth living in ? I hope Athanasie 
herself will ere long sing again by the moonlight. Bui 
stop, here is my own old haunt, the abode of our village 
barber ; and now I think of it, perhaps it might be-at 
well that you and Dromo should remain here for a mo- 
ment, till I ride on to the house, and let them know you 
.are coming, for the sudden sight of strange faces might 
alarm the old folks at this hour." 

He had scarcely said so, when the tonsor himself, 
hearing, I suppose, the sound of our horses' feet, ran out 
with his razor and basin in his hand, to see what might 
be the matter. 

"Ah, Virro, my good Virro," quoth the centurion, 
" with joy do I once more behold your face. Well, the 
girls still sing, and Virro still shaves ; so every thing, 
without question, goes well in the old place.".. 

"The centurion himself!" replies the barber; "so 
Venus smile upon me, it is the good centurion Kaeso 
Sabinus, who I began to think would never come back 
again. Here, boy, bring out a cup of the best ; for though 
I see he is bound for home, the centurion shall not pass 

D2 
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my door without wetting his lips. Alight, I pray yon : 
well, I see you won't Ao that ; but, at least, you shall 
Idss the rim Of the goblet.'' 

'< I will," said he, ^ I promise you, my good friend, and 
that in a minute or two ; but I must first salute my 
&ther ; and in the mean time I leave with you in pledge, 

food Virro, my excellent friend here, and the niost 
nowing Cretan that ever landed at Brundusium. Dis- 
mount, Valerius ; I shall be with you again ere Virro can 
half smoothen the chin of Dromo, which even this morn* 
ing showed no small need of trimming." 

" Well, well," said the tonsor, " eagles will have their 
own way wherever they go. Be speedy, and return to 
us." 

Hie centurion in the mean time had set the spur to his 
ehai^erf and we, in obedience to his command, sub- 
mitt^ ourselves to the guidance of the oily*faced little 
barber. A stripling was already holding two horses at 
the door, but anotHer came out and took care of our 
animals, and we entered, exchanging courteous saluta* 
lions, the tonsorial penetralia. 
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They were occupied by as various and talkative a 
eompany as the imagination of Lucilius ever assembled 
in such a place. In the middle of the room, which was 
spacious, though low-roofed, hung a large shield of brass, 
with a dozen mouths of flame blazing around the edge 
©f its circumference, close beside whidi sat a man with 
a napkin tucked about his neck, the one side of whose 
visage, still besmeared with a thick coat of lather, testi- 
fied that the curiosity of Virro had induced him to 
abandon- a yet uncompleted job. The half-trimmed 
physiognomy, however, displayed no sign of impatience, 
and the barber himself seemed not to think any apology 
necessary, for he resumed his operations with an air of 
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great cheerfulness, saying, « Neighbours all, neighbours 
all, here is Keeso Sabinus, that is now the centurion, 
come once more to gladden the old village with his merry 
&ce, and that, I promise you, is prettily tanned since we 
knew him iSrst." 

This piece of news appeared not a little to interest 
several of those who were sitting under the tonsor's roof. 

" Ha !" said one, "the jolly centurion! well, has he 
brought home a wife with him at last ? for the talk was 
that he had been seen at the amphitheatre, paying great 
court to one of the richest ladies in Rome, and one of 
the prettiest withal." 

" A wife !" quoth the barber ; " I believe you shall as 
soon see myself bring home a wife as the centurion, ^o, 
no ; your ^ay centurions and barbers can do very well 
without wives. But if he is to have one, I shall be happy 
to hear- she is rich ; for centurions, after all, sometimes 
carry most of their silver upon their helmets, as we do 
most of our brass on our basins ; ha! ha! what say you, 
young master, are we simple villagers to believe what is 
reported ?" 

" Indeed,^' said I, " I never heard of it before." 

" There, now," quoth he, " and if you did you would 
not say so. Well, I like to see a man keep a secret." 

Almost all that were present joined in a cordial roar 
of laughter when they heard him say this j but he, 
nothing daunted, dismissed the person whose beard he 
had now entirely scraped off, and motioning to Dromo 
to occupy the abdicated place, proceeded, with the most 
enviable coolness, to whitewash the bristly Cretan in his 
turn. 

" The centurion," resumes he, " has been a long while 
absent. Well, to see how some people get on in the 
world ! but I wish many others deserved their good luck 
as well as the centurion." 

" Yes," quoth anothet, " they say he is high in favour 
with Cesar, and that he has a very fair chance of being 
a tribune at least before he dies. Well, I am glad on% 
for the sake of his old father." 

" And I, for th^ sake of his mother^" cries an old wo- 
man, who was serT^g some of the coioqipany with a cup 
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of wine ; ^' a blithe heart will hers be when she sees him 
in all his bravery. It was always a pretty youth,-^there 
was never a merrier lad about a village than Ksbso Sa- 
binus, no, nor a kinder, neither ; many is the time and 
oft he has taken my pitcher off my head, and carried it 
all the way across the road for me." 

'* If it please you, friend,'' said another of them (turn- 
ing to the old dame), << is this the same Sabinus that has 
lately been in Britain?" 

." Britain !" quoth the dame ; " I never heard that name 
before — Britain ! I know it not ; I koow not where he 
hath been, but they told me it was over the sea, perhaps 
in Palestine." 

". Tut, dame," interrupted the barber, "you think every 

one goes to Palestine, because your own boy carried a 

spear with Titus ; but you know they ruined the city, 

' and killed all the Jews and Christians, and there is no 

occasion for sending centurions thither now." 

" Killed all the Jews and Christians, said you ?" quoth 
another. " I think the old dame has the better of you 
as to that point at least, Yirro. By Jove, I don't believe 
Trajan himself will ever be able to kill them all ; their 
cursed superstition breeds like a rabbit, or spreads like a 
pestilence. It was but last night that a hundred of them 
were taken together in one place, eating human flesh." 

" Human flesh !" quoth the barber. " Oh, ye gods, 
why do ye endure such barbarians !" 

" Human flesh !" echoed Dromo, springing from his 
seat ; and I looked at him, and saw that the barber in his 
horror had made in truth a deep incision upon the cheek 
of the poor man. The blood, oozing from the cut, had 
already traced a river of crimson upon the snowy sur- 
face of his well soaped chin. It was this that had de- 
ranged the philosophic composure and customary phlegm 
of my Cretan ; and no wonder ; but the enthusiastic 
tonsor took no notice of what occurred. 
^ " Great Jove !" he proceeded, and he pointed to the 
roof with his razor as he spoke — "great Jove ! I adjure 
thee ! are all thy lightnings spent ! is there never a thun-- 
derbolt remaining l** % 

" In the mean time," quoth one of the bystanders, 
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" they are in the hand, not of Jove, but of Trajan, and 
he, I think, cannot now be accused of treating these 
wretches with too much lenity. You have all heard of 
the death of Thraso." 

" We have, we have," cried another ; " but what was a 
sinde individual to this great assembly? what a sight 
will it be the day they are all executed !" 

'< I thinh^" said another (and it was the same person 
who had inquired whether our centurion were that very 
Sabinus that had been absent in Britain), " I think yon ' 
are overrating the numbers of that assembly. It is 
enough as it is, but they have swelled the matter griev- 
ously, in bringing the intelligence of it even to this little 
distance. I heard of no more than a dozen." 

The man who said this was sitting in a corner by 
himself, as if he had no acquaintance in the room except 
indeed a single youth, who, I thought, I knew not why, 
must needs be his freedman ; but I suppose I had ob- 
served some trivia] symptom of service, or of more than 
the mere obeisance of equal courtesy. The stranger 
(for such he seemed) had probably taken that day a 
considerable journey, for his tunic and boots were cov- 
ered with thick dust, and the hair on his head had much 
semblance of disorder. He was attired in the plainest 
manner possible, but, notwithstanding, there was some- 
thing about him which gave one the idea of rank supe- 
rior to that of the company in which he was seated ; 
and his complexion was so exceedingly dark, that I 
could not help thinking to myself — " Well, I am not the 
only provincial in the room, however ; here is certainly 
some noble African or Asiatic." Whoever he was, he 
seemed not to covet observation, for I perceived that he 
took notice when my eye rested upon him, and that he 
shifted his position, as if to throw his countenance more 
into the shade. 

This man had a cup of .wine and a bunch of grapes 
before him, and indeed few of the company were less 
comfortably provided ; for it was sufficientlyapparent that 
Virro was the tavern-keeper as well as the barber of the 
village. I had little doubt that the horses I had «een at 
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the door were those of him and his companion, and that 
the riders were now refreshing themselves for the pur- 
suance of their journey. 

" Yo« have not told me, however," said he, after a 
pause, " whether or not this be the same Sabinus that 
was lately in Britain." 

"Sir," said I, hearing him repeat the inquiry, *^it is 
the same; I myself came in the same ship with, him 
from Britain, but a few days ago : he is a centurion in 
4he Praetorian bands." 

" Yes," replied the stranger, "I guessed in truth it must 
be the same ; for I remember no other of that rank bear- 
ing the same name." 

" If you are acquainted with him," said I, "y«u may 
have an opportunity of seeing him immediately, for I 
expect hiia here every moment to take me to his father's 
irilla along with Um.^ 

• " Well," quoth the barber, who by this time had ended, 
without further misadventure, the trimming of the Cre- 
tan, " well, I hope he will stay for a moment when he 
does come, and then we shall be sure to hear the truth 
as to this story about the Christian assembly. They 
may talk as they please, but may Jove devote me, 
if I had Trajan's ring upon my finger for one night, 
I would take good care this should be the last of them." 

" And how, friend," said the stranger who had spoken 
before, " by what means, if I may ask you, should you 
propose so speedily to do away with this fast«spreading 
abomination ?" 

" By Jove," quoth he, " I'll tell you how I should do. 
I would place myself thus in my tribunal" — (he took 
his seat at a little table, beside a goblet of wine, as he 
spoke) — " I would seat myself thus in the midst of a 
field, as Cato and the great censors of old used to do. 
I would cause Rome to be emptied — man, woman, and 
child should pass before me ; and every one that did not 
acknowledge the gods as he passed, by all the gods, he 
should be strung upon a tree, in presence of all the peo- 
ple. What avails watching, and prying, and spying, 
and surprising ? I should make a shorter work of it, I 
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tfow. By Jove, I think I should show you what it is to 
deal in the old root-and-branch fashion, for onCc. I, 
would let all the world see that I can let blood.?' 

" rU be bound you would," quoth Dromo, rubbing his 
chin ; « and I hope the world would thank you for your 
pains." 

" Come, come, jolly boy," quoth the tonsor, " there is 
a salve for every sore. Here is a cup of such wine as 
the emperor himself would not disdain to moisten his 
lips withal. Taste— drink— forget the cut, and sit morf 
steady the next time you hear such a story. May Her- 
mes be my guide, good friends, if he did not shake as 
much under my hands as if the Christians had at leiupted 
to make a meal of himself; and if they had done so, 
would they not have had a savoury banquet? Ha! 
ha! ha!" 

" Ha ! ha !" re-echoed half the company, and Dromo 
was fain to accept of the cup that was oilered him, 
instead of attempting to make any further impression on 
the jocular barber. But before he had seen the founda- 
tion of it, Sabinus himself re-appeared at the door, and 
summoned us to go with him. The guests of Virro, 
however, prevailed on him to enter for a moment, and 
the centurion having taken his seat in the midst of the 
company, their conversation was resumed. 

" You may say what you will of them," quoth one of 
the company, who I think had not before spoken smce 
our entrance, "you may say what you please about them, 
but I believe I have seen a little more of them than any 
one among you all, and I cannot bring myself to believe 
every thing I hear said concerning their superstition. 
I neither know, nor desire to know, what their faith is ; 
but, by Jupiter, in point of practice I have known some 
of them behave so as might shame the best of ourselves ; 
and I shall make bold to say, that if their religion does 
not create goodness, it at least does not always extin- 
guish it." 

« Ay, master goldsmith," quoth the barber, " you were 
always fond of having aii opinion of your own : and, 
pray, what is it that you have had occasion to know 
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about the Christians, more than the rest of us who hear 
you ? If you mean that you have seen some of them 
die bravely in the amphitheatre, why, that we have all 
heard of at least, and I think nobody disputes it." 

" No, master barber," replied he, " that is not what I 
was thinking of ; for, by Jove, whoever has lived in 
Rome as much as I have done, must be pretty well con- 
vinced that a bold death is no evidence of an innocent 
life. Why, I have seen your common thief-knave, jvhen 
be knew he could do no better, brace you his nerves for 
the extremity, and die like a very Hercules. He must be 
a pitiful fellow, indeed, that would shame himself in the 
eyes of a whole city. If it were wished that wretches 
should expire like themselves, I take it, the best way 
would be to make them expire by themselves. No, that 
was not what I was thinking of. By Jove, I would 
rather judge of a man by his living than his dying — ay, 
or of a woman either." 

" True, true ; 'tis all true you say," rejoins Virro ; 
" and pray, what have you got to tell us about the life, 
then, of all the Christians ?" 

"Not much," said he; "not much, master barber. 
Only, if they were all like one that I know, I should not 
be ashamed to commend them— ay, if it were before the 
face of the emperor himself. But you shall hear. My 
old mother (peace to her manes), was passing the Sala- 
rian one day last year, and there came by a hot-headed 
young spark, driving four abreast in a chariot as fiercely 
as if he had been a second Nero in the Circus. He 
called out, that I believe ; but the dame was deaf, and 
whether he tried to pull up or no, I know not, but over 
she went, and one of the horses trod upon her old limbs 
as she fell. Another of the same sort came close be- 
hind, and I have been told they were running a race ; 
but however that might be, on they both passed like a 
whirlwind, and my poor mother was left by herself 
among the flying dust. But the gods had mercy on 
her, they sent a kind hejart to her aid ; and, by all 
Olympus, it beats in the breast of a Christian." 

" So the Christian took up your old mother and was 
kind to her, friend Marcus ?" 



VILLBRIUS. 49 

** Kind ! — why, she was carried into one of the state- 
liest, grandest villas on that side of Tiber, and tended 
for six weeks by a nobk lady, as if she had been, not 
my mother, but her own ; and this lady, friends — by 
Jove,-I suspected it not for long after — this lady was a 
Christian ; but I shall not say how I foimd it out, nor 
would I mention the thing at all but among honest 
men and good friends. She is a Christian, that is cer- 
tain. I would give more gold than I ever showed in 
my booth at the Saturnalia, rather than hear she was 
one of those whom the Praetorians seized last night. 
But I shall hear, when I return to the city, both where 
they were taken and who they were." 

" Where they were taken I" said the stranger, whose 
appearance I described a little while ago ] ^^ I can tell 
you well enough where they were taken, my good 
man ; it was not far from the Appian Way, within ene 
of the old monuments there, — the monument, it is said, 
of one of the noble branches of the Sempronii." 

" Of the Sempronii ?" said the goldsmith. " Phoebus, 
Apollo, shield us !" and I think his colour chantred 
as suddenly as ever it did in the cheek of a damsel, and 
from that moment he became as silent as hitherto he 
had been communicative. 

The rest of the company were as quiet as he for some 
little space. The swarthy stranger, the silence yet 
continuing, arose from his seat, laid a piece of money 
upon the table, and moved towards the door, as if to 
take his departure. The barber also rose up as if to 
assist him in mounting, but he said to him, "Sit still, I 
pray you, ray friend ;" at the same time beckoning wiih 
his finger to the goldsmith, who, with a very dejected 
countenance, followed him into the stneet of the village. 
What passed between them there we perceived not ; 
but the artificer re-entered not tho chamber till some 
moments after we had heard the departing tread of the 
stranger's horses. When he did come in again, he had 
the appearance of being in great confusion, and drank 
off the cup of wine which stood before Sabinus, in 
a way that showed him quite unaware of what he was 

Vol. II.— E 
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doing. Shortly after he also took his departure, and 
we ourselves, bidding adieu to the jovial tonsor, walked 
slowly towards the paternal mansion of the centu- 
rion. 
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And we very soon reached it ; for, as I have already 
said, it was situated but a little way out from the village. 
Some thick and tall hedges of beech intervened between 
it and the public way, which then at last took a direction 
different from that of the stream along whose banks we 
had been riding, leaving its cool waters to glide away 
towards the left among the green meadows and peaceful 
proves of the ancient Sabinus. Close to the house 
itself flourished, among other trees, the sad cypress — 
the only one the proprietor was at last to take with him. 
The dwelling itself was modest and low-roofed, having 
no external ornament but a single portico, with a few 
statues ranged between its pillars. We entered by this 
portico, and found the feeble old man sitting by himself 
(for his wife had already retired to her owh chamber), 
in an apartment immediately adjacent, wherein the 
beams of the moon, having partial access, were mingled 
with the almost equally soft and subdued light of a 
painted lamp suspended from the ceiling. The father 
of my friend had ail the appearance of being sinking 
apace beneath the progressive influence of the most 
hopeless of maladies — old age ; yet he received me with 
an air, not of cheerfulness, b^t of kindness. The 
evening breeze, which found admission to his couch 
through the open pillars of the porch, he seemed to be 
inhaling eagerly, while his countenance exhibited in its 
wan and faint lines the pleasure with which its cool- 
ness afi(BCted hin^. Beside him were placed baskets of 
fragrant roseS; gathered from the abundance of his gar- 
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dens. The young Yern®,* who from time to time 
brought in these newly pulled flowers, came into the 
chamber wftb a decent appearance of sobriety and con- 
cern ; but they were never long gone before we could 
hear them kughing and shouting again at their play. 
" Poor children !" quoth the old man, observing that his 
son heard the noises with some displeasure ; " check not 
the poor children in their mirth, Kaeso ; — why should 
they trouble themselves with thinking of the not remote 
victim of Orcus ?" 

To which the centurion replied, somewhat softening 
as he spoke that loud and cheerful tone with which he 
was accustomed to address all persons, << Courage, my 
dear father, you must not speak so of yoursel f. Cerberus, 
I perceive, has only been making an ineffectual snap at 
you, and you will be growing younger again after all 
this." 

At which the old man shooir his head, without any 
external sign of emotion, and replied, in a low monoto- 
nous voice, " Younger in the wrong way, my boy ; for 
I become every day smaller in body, and feebler, and 
less able to do any thing to help myself. Nor am I un- 
conscious that I have seen my due proportion of time. 
And yet, O fast sliding gentle brook, which I see be- 
tween these paternal trees. Lam still loath to exchangee 
thee for Styx, and to lose the cheerful and sacred light 
of the sun and moon. I wish only I were once more 
able to repair with thy stream to the banks of Father 
Tiber, that I might salute the good emperor, who has 
been so kind to my son, and who would treat even an 
old broken-down and long-retired soldier, like myself, 
with more favour than is to be expected from Bhacja- 
manthus. Trajan lives (long may he live) and is in 
vigour, and may carry whither he will his eagles, which 
never droop their wings ; but I — an old man and a fee- 
ble — feel full surely that it is the lot of human nature 
to tend downwards at last. As clouds let down their 
drops, so the many-peopled earth lets fall dismissed 
ghosts upon the Stygian shore." 

While he was saying this, and other things in the 

* Cbildien of domestic ilaves. 
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sarae strain, an ancient Egyptian slare, who seemed to 
have the chief management of every thing about the 
house, came into the chamber, and after desiring some 
of the boys to bring forth refreshments, took bis place 
on a low stool by the foot of his master's couch, yet 
with the air of one accustomed to share both in the 
meals and the conversation of the family. "€k>me, 
Tarna,'* said the centurion to him as he sat down, 
"what has become of all your boasted philosophy? 
Why is it that you do not take care to inspire our old 
friend with notions of less gloominess ? Why is it that 
you do not bring out for his use some of those old stores 
with which, when I was young, you were more willing 
to treat my ears than they were to attend to them ?' 

" Nay, I know not how it is," said the old man, before 
the Egyptian could make any answef, — "nay, nay, I 
liked very well to list^ to Tarna's fine theories when I 
was able to walk about' the fields, and to tak^ my even- 
ing cup beneath the shadow of the old pine upon the 
green j but now I would rather have him be silent, for 
he fills me only with troub^esome thoughts, which task 
my mind to wrestle with them^ and wnich always end 
in discomposing my serenity. He is a philosopher,*' 
continued be, turning to me ; "and you must know he 
is one of those they call the Epicureans. But whatever 
others may say, I think their doctrines are all either 
fantastic and unprofitable, or infidel and wicked. Do 
not trouble me any more, dear Tarna, with any of your 
speeches. Keep your mind to yourself. Allow me to 
believe as all my fathers did, and ta contemplate, not 
only the same sepulchre in which their urns are placed, 
but the same dim regions in which all their shades are 
now expecting the greeting of another descendant." 

" Nay, sir," then said the Egyptian, addressing him- 
self to me, "my good master may say whatever else he 
pleases against my doctrines, but I am sure they appear 
to me to be as tranquillizing against death as all men 
must admit they are in themselves grand to contemplate. 
To me it seems, that by the rushing shower of atoms 
which moves everywhere through space, the mind is 
soothed and soothed, as by the sound of a great river 
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carrying continually the watery offspring of the 'moun- 
tains into the bosom of the wide ocean." 

" Nilus — Nilus, for example," interrupted the smiling 
centurion. 

"Even so, if it please you," continued the philosophic 
slave, "even let it be believed that my mind cannot 
easily divest itself of the image of that king of rivers, 
with the magnificence of which my eyes in infancy and 
happy youth were familiar. The mind, sirs, appears to 
me to be soothed by the contemplation of infinity, even 
as the ear of an Egyptian sleeper is calmed by the 
eternal music of the rolling Nilus. It mingles itself with 
tfiat which it contemplates ; it perceives — it feels itself 
to be a liquid part of that great and endless stream of 
universal being — a, part which has been casually ar- 
rested and detained, but which will soon mingle again 
and be scattered away in a thgusand fragments, to 
wander no one knows whither though the great all- 
receiving void — not to lose existence, for in that my 
dear master entirely misunderstands me — but to cease 
from feeling as a Valeritis, a Sabinus, or a Tarna." 

During all this the old man kept regarding his Egyp- 
tian with a placid smile, shaking his head, however, 
every now and then, in token of his incredulity. But 1 
said to the philosophic slave, for it was to me in truth 
he appeared to be chiefly addressing himself, — 

"What is this you have said? Do y^ assert that I 
can cease to be Valerius, to feel as Valerius, and yet not 
iQse my existence ? Can I be, and yet not be myself 7^^ 
,i' " Most easily," replied he, " most easily. The divided 
fragments may move about for a thousand years, before 
it befall any of them to be stopped in some future com- 
bination of atoms. These, it is manifest, only tremble 
and suffer when they form part of a soul, but are imme- 
diately released from all pain or mischance when this 
confinement and cohesion are at an end, and they being 
dispersed regain liberty and wander about singly, as of 
yore; for, as our great dispeller of delusions says, 
«When death is, we are not.' If, therefore, Sabinus 
shrinks from the fear of death, it is an idle fear. Does 
he not perceive that when death arrives, Sabinus is no 
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longer to be found? Whatever ite efllboCs may be, they 
must aflfect, not him^ but an army of innumerable dis- 
jointed essences, in jio one of which. could he by any 
means be able to recognise himself." 

" To make a very snort story out of a very long one," 
interrupted the centurion, "you don't think life is 
worthy of the name of existence ; that being 80,-it is. ilo . 
wonder you should think lightly of death." 

'< Mistake me not," quoth the sage, " you do ma^f reat 
wrong if you take me for the entertainer of sitieb loose 
notions as these. No, no ; life t^ existence ; I oot only 
admit that, but I assert that it is the business of ^very 
man, and the sole true object of *human .wisdom^ to 
render life while it endures as pleasant aa is possible. 
Though the atoms be fortuitously, |nd nQt permanently^ 
united, there is no reason why, Whila their union lasts, 
they should not have their corners smoothed off, and lie 
as comfortably together as is possible. Earthly pleasure 
consists in a bland juxtaposition of atoms necessarily, 
though temporarily, connected ; the removal of pain im- 
plies the presence of that calm quiescence which per- 
vades the nobleness of the unenclosed all. To exist in 
this shape we are compelled ; it is our business to render 
our existence as near an approach to felicity as we may.** 

" Fill your cup, good Tama," quoth the centurion ; 
" I am no ^eat philosopher, yet metbinks I can see the 
drift of this part of your story. Fill up your goblet, 
most venerable Epicurean, and see (if it be not below 
your dignity) whether the atoms which, by a fortuitous 
and temporary juxtaposition, have formed your throat, 
will not feel their corners very philosophically softened 
by the rushing of a little rivulet of good Falernian— one 
cup of which, saving your presence, I hold to be more 
worthy of wetting my guttural atoms, than all the water 
that ever sported its music between Memphis and Alex- 
andria." 

While the slave and the centurion were thus discours- 
ing, I wish you had been present, that you might have 
seen with what delight the old man listened to the words 
that his son u ttered. Propped up among the cushions, and 
scarcely sufficiently master of his trembling hand to he 
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able to lift the cpp to his mouth, he appeared to taste, as 
. it were, the pleasure of a renovated existence, in contem- 
plating the brown health and strong muscular fabric of 
the Inheritor of his name. The hearty masculine laugh 
with which my friend usually concluded his observa- 
tions was, t take leave to think, richer music to his ears- 
than ever Egyptian heard in the dark rollings of the 
INile, pt Kpicurean dreamt of in the airy dance of atoms. 
I suspect be was more reconciled to the inevitable stroke 
of'fate' by? considering that he was to leave such a rep* 
reseolaitive behind him, than by any argument which 
either his own superstition or the philosophy of his 
attendtint could «ug^st to him. In return for the obvi- 
ous admiration of his sire, the centurion, without ques- 
tion, manifested, every symptom of genuine affection. 
Tet,' I tiiink, the instinctive consciousness of his own 
strength made the piety of the robust son assume an 
air tnore approaching to that of patronage than might 
have been altogether becoming. If such a fault there 
was, however, it was quite plain that it escaped the 
notice of the old man himself, who continued, till Tarna 
insisted upon his retiring to bed, to gaze upon my friend, 
and listen to his remarks, with looks of eiultation inef- 
fable. 

The centurion retired with his father, that he might 
take farewell of his parents both together, in their pri- 
vate chamber ; so that I was left alone with Tarna for 
some time, and it was then that, in my juvenile simpli- 
city, I could not help expressing my surprise at finding, 
in a servile condition, a man possessed of such acquire- 
ments as his, and addicted to such pursuits. 

" It would argue little," he replied, "in favour either 
of the pursuits or the acquirements you are pleased to 
talk of with so much respect, if they tended only to 
make me repine at the place which has been allotted roe 
— it is no matter whether by the decrees of fate or the 
caprices of fortune. And after all, I am hot of opinion 
that any such external circumstances can much affect 
the real happiness of any one. Give to him who has 
been born a slave what men are pleased to call his free- 
dom ; in a few weeks he will become so much accus- 
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tomed to the boon, that he will cease to think of it» 
Heap wealth upon him ; to wealth also he will gradually 
become habituated. Rank— power; with all it is the 
same. It is in the mind only that the seat of happiness 
is placed ; and there it never can be, unless in compan- 
ionship with thoughts that look down upon and despise 
being affected by triflinfi; things." 

" And are such," said I, " the views of all those who- 
follow your sect ?" 

"I wish it were so," he replied ;. '^but ere you remain 
long in the city, you will perceive well that it is quite 
the reverse. There you will meet with not a few, phi- 
losophers only in the name, who, having small means of 
subsistence, but being desirous of leading a luxurious 
and agreeable life, become teachers of such doctrines as 
may accord best with the vicious inclinations of those 
who are most likely to entertain them. These persons 
assume and disgrace too often the name of Epicureans. 
They are seen everywhere at feasts, crowned with myr- 
tle, and fawning upon gouty senators ; and whenever a 
boar's head appears, they are sure to call it worthy of 
Meleager for its size. Their conversation is made up of 
stale jests about Charon and his boat, and the taking of 
auguries ; and, when finally inebriated, they roll upon 
the ground like those animals to whom, in consequence 
of the proceedings of such hypocritical pretenders, the 
ignorant have dared too often to liken the wisest of 
mankind. Such things I disdain; I am satisfied to 
remain, as I was born, in the rank of ^sop, Terence, 
and Epictetns." 

By this time the centurion had returned. He had a 
lamp in his hand ; and he interrupted our conversation 
by saying to me, " Come, we start betimes, Valerius ; 
therefore we must to bed forthwith, and you, too," said 
he, turning his jocular eye on the slave, " you too, my 
sweet cock of Cyrene ; you have already done enough 
for one night, I think you had better fold your wings, 
and compose yourself upon your roost. By Jove !" he 
continued, as we were passing to our apartments, " what 
with Christians on one side, and philosophers on the 
other, a man cannot go to bed in these times without 
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havings his brain perplexed as much as if he were housed 
in the Labyrinth." 

" The Labyrinth of Crete, do you mean ?" quoth Dromo, 
who was ready waiting for me in the room where I was 
to sleep. 

" Peace, you well-trimmed knave," replied the centu- 
rion, chucking him under the chin ; '* I suppose yoa 
think that, because you are a Cretan, there is never C 
labyrinth in the world to which you could not furnish a 
clew." 

So saying, he stepped into a room immediately adjoin- 
ing, and in a very few minutes I knew, from the heavi* 
ness of his breathing,, that he was fast asleep. 

" Oh, enviable temperament !" said I to myself; "you 
likened the slave to a bird. Methinks yourself are more 
deserving of the simile. The light and the air of heaven 
are sufficient to make you happy — your wings are ever 
strong — thehr flight ever easy — and the rain of affliction 

![lides off them as soon as it falls. Sleep on, kind heart, 
t is only the troubles of a friend that can ever disturb 
your serenity." 

I had undressed, and was in bed before Dromo inter- 
rapted my reflections by saying, in a tone of considerable 
confidence, "And now, Master Valerius, do you still 
continue, as much as two days ago, to disbelieve in 
filters, and despise enchantresses ? You see what, with 
all mY precaution, has come of this connection between 
Rubellia and the Neapolitan." 

" In truth, Dromo," I replied, " it is visible that Pona 
had some share in leading the soldiers to the Christian 
assembly; but I am doubtful if that had any thing to 
do with the private affairs of the Lady Rubellia. As to 
that matter, I confess myself entirely in the dark." 

"Dark indeed," quoth he, "must your observation 
have been, if you have yet to learn that, but for that 
accursed witch, nothing of all this hadlsefallen ; but if 
there be an edict against the Christians, there are twisnty 
laws against enchantresses ; and that both Pona and she 
that consulted her shall know well ere long, if they do 
not as yet know it ; or may Cretan change places with 
B(Botian,and be ever henceforth a by-word for stupidity." 
VoL.IL— F 
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** Say on, good Dromo," 1 replied, ^^ I am all ears ; and 
as you appear to have been all eyes, I shall probably 
aoon be more enlightened." 

<< Well," quoth he, '' I am glad to find that you are in 
a mood to listen to me decently ; for may Cretan Jove 
devote me, if ever I saw a pretty young gentleman, with 
nothing but a few insignificant mischances behind him, 
and all the fair world before him, carry himself after 
such a melancholy hang-head guise as you have done 
ever since we delivered you from your tower. Sextus 
said, when he sent me with the centurion, that he was 
sure you would be in need of much comforting ; but, 
poor lad, I trow he did not suspect he had so much 
reason for saying so." 

" But what as to Rubellia ? Go on with your story, 
good Dromo." 

" Well, well ; you remember," said he, " where I took 
my station when you mounted those unfortunate steps 
upon the tower. I had not stood -there many minutes, 
I think, before I heard somebody approaching on the 
side towards the city; and having no doubt it was 
Rubellia herself, I was busy preparing myself for giving 
her such a salutation as I thought would put a speedy 
end tx) her wandering fof that night, at all events. On 
came the steps, but no Rubellia. No ; you will start 
when you hear me say so — ^it was nobody but Xero- 
phrastes himself; and although he had laid aside the 
Greek mantle, and donned a boatman's black cloak for 
the nonce, I promise you I knew his stately gait well 
enough beneath all these new trappings. It was no 
part of my job, however, to attempt frightening the 
stoic, though that too, I think, might not, after all, 
have been so very difficult ; for I swear to you he 
whistled as he went ; and it is a sure sign, my master, 
a man's pulse beats not so calmly as it ought to do, 
when you hear him whistling among tombs in the 
moonlight, more especially when he has a private errand 
in his breast with him." 

" And so you let him pass without doing anything?" 

" I did ; I confess that I gave one or two groans, afier 
he had gone on a few paces, but I did not observe him 
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much quicken his walk, and I believe, to do the man 
justice, he set it all down to the wind rustling among 
the trees. But I thought not much of him at all, to 
speak the truth ; for, said I to myself, < Well, if it be as 
I have suspected for these two blessed days, and this 
master long-beard is really in league with the widow, 
the chauces are, she herself is not far behind him.' I 
lay by, therefore, and expected in silence till I should 
hear another tread ; and in the mean time I spoke to 
you once or twice across the road, but you made me no 
answer, for which you know your own reasons." 

" The reason," said I, " was a very simple one, I 
assure you. I had fallen asleep ; and no wonder, for you 
know how long I had been a watcher." 

" Well," said he, "to say truth, I guessed as much, 
and it was nothing but the born tenderness of my dis- 
position which made me cease from offering you any 
disturbance. I thought to myself I should surely be 
enough single-handed for the widow ; and besides, in 
case of need, I knew your waking would always be iu 
my power." 

" Admirably reasoned, Drorao," said I ; " and so it 
seems no need came, for you certainly never awakened 
me ; for which I may thankthe bonds from which the 
centurion's kindness has just set me free. But you 
have atoned abundantly — I pray you get on with your 
tale." 

^i Presently," he resumed, " I heard footsteps, indeed, 
my good master ; and not footsteps alone, but voices, 
and not human voices alone neither, but the growling 
of those abominable dogs, with which I think both of 
us became better acquainted that night than we could 
have wished. Afraid of those foul creatures, I moved 
from the place as hastily as I could, till I came to a tree, 
the branches of which, springing low on the ^runk, 
offered an opportunity for mounting, which I should 
have been a Boeotian indeed had I neglected. I mounted, 
and hiding myself as well as I could among the boughs, 
awaited the arrival of the party, which consisted— ay, 
stare if you will— of Xerophrastes and the widow, walk- 
ing in front, in earnest talk by themseIveS| and the 
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Neapolitan witch in the rear, calming, as well as she 
could with her odious caresses, the hoarse throats of 
her brutal attendants. They halted just between the 
tree I had left and that which I had ascended, and 
though they spoke low enough, I promise you I could 
- hear them distinctly." 

"And what, in the name of Heaven, said they?" 

•* * Are you sure,* said the widow, * that this is indeed 
the girl whom Sextus went to see at the villa of Capito 7 
Are you certain of it ? Will you swear it is this same 
Athanasia ? Can there be no mistake V 

"'Mistake, lady, there is none,' replied the stoic. 
*Pona was at the villa with her basket the very day 
Sextus went thither, and she saw them all walking to- 
gether in the garden.' 

"^I did so, indeed, noble lady,' interrupted the witch, 
who by this time had come close up to them as they 
were halting ; ^ I did indeed see them ; and I swear to 
you, she is a beautiful creature, though not to be talked 
of in the same year with my noble lady.' 

'* ' And this little Christian,' said the lady, as if to 
herself, 4t is she that has cost me all this trouble ! It 
is for her that I have been insulted as never woman was 
by man : and they are both here in the tower, Pona? said 
she. < You are sure Sextus and this Athanasia are both 
together in the tower?' 

" ' They are, lady,' quoth the witch ; * they are both in 
the tower, for I saw the lady go in by herself jfirst, and 
then in went some dozen of those muffled blasphemers, 
and last of all went in he himself. I saw him nol 
enter indeed, but I swear to you that I saw him here 
not twenty paces from hence, and he had with him that 
cunning slave of his' (n>eaning myself, sir), 'whose ugly 
face' (the foul woman added) * I would know although it 
were disguised beneath all the washes that were ever 
mixed in the seething-pots of Calabria. I saw them 
here ; they threw stones at these dogs while they wer^ 
crouching at my feet ; I myself was fain to escape from 
them, but I promise my noble lady I have already takea 
measures for abundant blessed revenge ; and if she 
Will let v$a say so,^ for my most noble lady — ^ 



*^<B(it what,' intemipted our long-beard, < what will 
lijcmiut 8ay? At least, my lady and my friend Pona 
will take fi^ood care that no suspicion of having had any 
band in all this ever rests upon me? Sextus is a silly ^ 
boy, without taste, judgment, or discretion ; but Lici-r 
Qius is acute and powerful, and a poor rhetorician can«> 
not stand against Licinios.' 

"*Fear not,' said RubeIHa; *fear not, dear Xero- 
phrastes. Nobody shall appear in the matter except 
Pona, and as she tells you she has already given warn- 
ing at the Capene Gate, the watch will be here on the 
instant. Be sure there are always a hundred men 
stationed on the Coeltan* Nothing can save them, un- 
less we interfere iii their behalf; and to that length, I 
think, it can scarcely be supposed we should carry out 
forbearance.' 

" These words were scarcely out of her mouth, ere the 
soldiers, in good truth, were heard approaching ; althouffh 
they advanced, indeed, as quietly as possible, that the 
Christians might not have warning to disperse themselves, 
Xerophrastes, on hearing them, ascended with great agility 
a tree just over-against mine, oo the other side of tbe 
road. Rubellia retreated among the pines, and Pona 
alone, with her dogs; awaited the arrival of the guard. 
I, in the mean time, would have perilled a limb, I think, 
to be able to give you the alarm; but little did I 
suspect, that had I sought you where I left you, I should 
have sought for you there in vain. How, I pray you, did 
you contrive to get into the accursed tower?" 

I told htm I should give him the story another time at 
full length, and mentioned briefly the general outline of 
what had occurred. And then the Cretan proceeded 
with his narrative. 

^ I leave you to guess, Valerius, how my heart beat 
when I saw the witch lead the soldiers straight to the 
place where I supposed you were still sitting. I leave you 
- to guess with what anxiety I saw the whole tower sur- 
rounded — surprised — entered — its secret tenants brought 
out, — and, above all, with what astonishment I saw you 
led out, the last of their number. 

'^ I had neither time to think by what means all this 
F2 
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had happened, nor the least power to {oteifere in your 
behalf. I saw you all mounted — guanfed— borne away* 
Whither thejr carried you 1 was unable to make the 
smallest conjecture. I saw Sabinus speak to you, and 
then I had hope,-— but that too failed. In brief, I saw all 
that passed, and did not venture down from my tree till 
tiie whole assembly, not forgettiDg Xerophrastes himself, 
had departed. Then at last down I came, and you may 
jud^e for yourself what a story I had to tell to young 
JLicmius when 1 reached home. 

^ To do my dear boy justice, he behaved with as much 
spirit as might have done credit to any one of double his 
years. Instead of waiting to ponder and hesitate, as he 
used to do when his own matters perplexed him, he went 
from me straight to his father. I followed him,^ and would 
have listened to what passed between them; but the 
thickness of the door prevented me from very well un- 
derstanding them. Your name, and the name of Atha- 
nasia, and the name of your friend the centurion, were 
almost the ^ly words I could pick up. But before they 
had done with their conversation, Sabinus himself arrived, 
and he was immediately taken inifo the same chamber 
where they were. Licinius and he went out together 
soon afterward, and I think they walked towards the 
Palatine in the Capitol ; but whithersoever they went, 
they had a good deal of work before them, for the day 
had advanced considerably before they returned. The 
centurion's horse was brought to the door shortly after, 
and my master desired me to accompany him ; and they 

fave me these letters for you at the same time, which I 
ad almost forgotten to deliver.'^ 
Such was tte story of the faithful Cretan. The letter 
of Sextus, which I first opened, contained nothing but ex- 
pressions of affection, eoncern for what had befallen me, 
and anxiety to see me again. That of Licinius I have 
still preserved^ and here it isw 

LiciNiirs tf> Valeriits st»^ health. 

*^ iSince our Sabinus desires that I should write to you, 
although hist own kindness renders it unnecessary that I 
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should do so, I cannot refuse. I understand little, my Yale^ 
rius, of what has brought you into this condition, from which^ 
not without difficulty overcome, you are, notwithstanding, 
speedily to be delivered. I guess that hastiness of various 
sorts, not, however, entirely without excuse in a person of 
your age, has been tfie means of implicating you in the 
affairs of a sect equally unworthy of your communicatioiv 
whether you consider the country in which their supersti- 
tion originated, or the barbarities witR which it is stained. 
But even for beauty, my young friend, it becomes not a 
RonMin, least of all a Valerius, to forget what is due to 
the laws of Rome, and the will of the prince. Consider 
with yourself how nearly you have escaped serious evil. 
Return to us, and forget what has passed, except for thte 
lesson it must teach you. Of RubeJlia and Xerophrastes I 
am unwilling to believe, without further examination^ 
what has been told me by my slave Dromo. We shall 
speak of that and other matters when (which I hope wiH 
be early to-morrow) you once more give us the pleasure 
of seeing you, I have then much to say. FarewelU'* 



CHAPTER VL 

From various interruptbns, not necessary to be re- 
cited, the next day was already far advanced before the 
frieudly centurion and myself once more drew near to the 

Erecincts of the city. When we reached at length the 
row of the first declivity beyond the Anio, the sun was 
just about to sink behind the Janicular, and all the wide 
surface of the city lay before us bathed in the richness of 
his farewell beams. The innumerable sounds of the 
great Capitol, blended together as it were into one mighty 
whisper, seemed only to form part of the natural music 
of the air, and, but for some momentary echoes of a louder 
note, might almost have been confounded by the ear of a 
traveller with the universal hum of twilight insects, and the 
twitter of birds among the trees. We paused for a mo- 
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ment to contemplate the eveoing aptendoar of Rome ; 
and then rode aiowly down the hill, at the base of which 
the path is ever darkened by the broad shadows of the 
cypress groves and funereal monuments of the Appian 
Way. 

We advanced in silence through that regton of melan* 
cboly magnilicefiee, the natural efieel of which was» as 
joa will easily imagine^ not a little deepened on my mind by 
the strong associatioos that connected with its scenery tfaie 
causes of my own internal distresses. I scarcely knew 
whether I should be able of myself to recognise among m> 
many similar edifices, the mausoleum of the Sempronii, 
and there was some feeling in my breast that rendered 
me unwilling to put any questions concerning it to Sabi« 
nus. As for Dromo, he, with the centurion's attendant^ 
had fallen considerably behind us : and on the whole, ubh 
deed, I am not quite certain whether my curiosity way 
not crossed and balanced by an equal measure of reluc- 
tance. As it was, I rode on in silence, and my compan<* 
ion (although during the day he had talked, if not laughed» 
as much as usual) seemed to be as quietly disposed as 
myself. 

But while we were moving onward thus slowly and 
silently, we heard of a sudden a clang of cymbals among 
the trees, a little to the right-hand ; and the centurion, ray- 
ing, " What procession can this be ?'* led the way down 
a narrow path branching from the main road, which ap- 
peared to conduct towards the place from which the 
sound proceeded. This path was winding and dusky, 
being edged on either side with pines and cypresses, so 
that for some space we saw nothing ; and the cymbals 
having ceased again, the centurion said, '* I suppose it is 
some funeral ; they have probably completed every thing* 
and have seen out the last gleam among the embers. Let us 
get on, for perhaps we may be kept back by their proces- 
sion, if they are already returning." 

We quickened our pace accordingly, and held on till at 
length a sharp turning of the ro^d discovered to us a great 
number of persons who were standing quite silent, as if in 
contemplation of some ceremony or other spectacle ; bat 
what it was, owing to the sinking of the ground beyond. 
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mnd the interveotion of such a crowd of people, we could 
not see. Several persons on horseback seemed, like 
ourselves, to have had their progress interrupted ; but 
they were sitting quietly, and making no complaint. The 
mlence of the whole assembly was indeed such that Sab^ 
DUB motioned to me to ask no questions, adding, in a low 
whisper, ** Take off your riding-cap ; it is some religious 
rite, and you see everybody is uncovered." 

The centurion himself, however, was not a person to 
be stopped thus, without wishing to understand something 
further of the cause of the interruption; so ere long he 
began to manifest considerable symptoms of fretfulness. 
The one side of the road was guarded by a high wall, to 
the top of which a number of the more juvenile spectators 
had climbed ; the other by a ditch of great breadth, and 
full of water, beyond which was a grove of trees ; and I 
saw him eying the ditch, as if considering whether, by 
passing it, it might not be possible, without disturbing the 
crowd, to get nearer the object of their attention, or at 
least to make progress in our journey. At last he beckoned 
to me to follow him, and the bold equestrian at one leap 
easily passed over the ditch, and all the reeds that bordered 
it. 1 imitated the example, and so did the Prsetorian sol- 
dier, who had now come up to us : but as for Dromo, he 
was obliged to remain (patiently or impatiently) behind ; 
for, of a truth, the animal he bestrode was in nowise cal- 
culated for such feats. 

We rode very quickly, therefore, along the mai^n of 
the trees, and ere we had reached the bottom of the de- 
clivity on which they grew, I perceived plainly that we 
bad come close to the Sempronian monument, and that 
the ceremony, whatever it might be, was taking place 
immediately in front of the old tower upon the road. We 
gave our horses to the soldier, and contrived with some 
difficulty to gain the bank on the side of the way imme- 
diately over-against it — ^the same place, in fact, where the 
Cretan slave had taken his station among the pine-trees, 
on the night when all those things occurred of which I 
have already spd^en to you. like him, we placed our- 
selves as quietly as we could behind the trunks of the 
trees, and indeed, for our purpose, there could have beeo 
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no better situation. We were contented, however, to 
occupy it as much as possible without attracting obser* 
yation ; for it was evident, in spite of the curiosity 
that detained so great a multitude near at band, there 
must be something mysterious or ominous of nature in 
that which was taking place, since not one of the crowd 
had dared to come forward so as to be within hearing of 
the ofiiciators. 

And these, indeed, were a very melancholy looking 
group. For men, and women, and children of every age, 
to the number it may be of a hundred, appeared all 
standing together sorrowfully, and in garments of black ; 
while, in the midst of them, and immediately by the base 
of the monument, two or three veiled priests, with their ' 
necessary assistants, seemed to be preparing for sacrific^ 
a strong black bull, whose hoofs spurned the dust as they ; 
held him, and his gilded horns glittered in the light of the " 
declining sun. Sabinus no sooner discovered the arrange- 
ment of the solemn company than he suspected what was 
their occupation ; and he whispered to me, while as yet 
all was silent, " Be sure these are all the kindred of tlie 
Sempronii. Without question they have come to purify 
the mausoleum, and to avert, according to the custom of 
antiquity, the vengeance' of the violated Manes. Behold," 
said he, *' that tall and stately figure, close to the head of 
the animal on the right-hand ; that, I know, is Marcia — 
ves, Marcia Sempronia — she that is priestess of Apollo the 
Palatine. Without doubt, these by her are her brothers." 

" Some of her near relations they must be," I made 
answer, also in a whisper ; " for observe you that young 
woman, whose face is wrapped in her mourning veil, and 
whose sobs are audible even through all its folds ? I had 
one glimpse of her countenance this moment, and I am 
sure it is the young Sempronia, the cousin and compan- 
ion of the unfortunate Athanasia,--the daughter of Lucius 
the senator." 

** Poor giri !" replied Sabinus, '*from my heart do I 
pity her. See how she is in agony from thinking. of that 
which hath befallen her friend. They are all joining hands^ 
that the nearest of the kindred touching the priest, his 
deed may appear manifestly to be the deed of alL The 
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priestess of Apollo takes hold of the left hand of him that 
wields the ate, and they are all hand in hand. She, poor 
soul, alas ! she is ill able to take any part in their service ; 
and they all appear sufficiently downcast." 

At this moment, one of the officiators sounded a few 
mournful notes upon a trumpet, and its solitary echo 
thrilled the air. The priest who held the axe clave at one 
blow the forehead of the blindfold bull. The blood 
streamed, and wine streamed with it abundantly upon the 
base of the mausoleum ; and then, while we were yet gaz- 
ing on the convulsions^ of the dying animal, the trumpet 
sounded a second time, and the whole company sang to- 

f ether, the sacrificing priest leading and directing them. 
)istinct above all, yet low and steadfast rather than loud, 
1 heard the voice of the stalely priestess of Apollo ; but 
as for poor Sempronia, her notes were broken, and her 
assistance feeble. 

The shadows of the tower and of the pine-trees lay 
strongly upon them, and I thought there was something 
of a very strange contrast between the company and their 
chant on the one hand, and the beautiful sculptures, full 
of all the emblems of life and happiness, on the other, 
with which, according to the gay dreams of Grecian fancy, 
the walls of the funereal edifice itself had here and there 
been garnished. Fauns, and torch-bearing nymphs and 
children, crowned with garlands, and wreathed groups 
and fantastic dances, seemed to enliven almost to mockery 
the monumental marbles ; but one felt the real gloominess 
both of death and of superstition, in the attitudes and ac- 
cents of the living worshippers. It was thus they sang : — 

Ye Gods infernal ! hear us from the gloom 
Of venerable depths, remote, unseen ; 
Hear ns, ye i^uardians of the stained tomb. 
Majestic Pluto— and thou, Stygian queen, 
On th<B dark bosom leaning of great Dts — 
Thou reconciled Star of the Abyss. 

Blood, not for you, unholy hand»have poured, 
Ye heard the shriek of your insulted shrine ; 
Barbarian blasphemies and rites abhorr'd 
Pollute the place that hath been long divine ; 
'i Borne from its wounded breast, an atheist cry 
. Hath pieiced the upper and the nether sky. 
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The monumental stone your 8ttppl»f »J«. **^f '. , 

Behold the dark-browM bull-behold him slain ! 

Accept, ye powwrs of the relenting grave, 

The sable current of that vital stream ;-- 

And let the father's hope upon the children gleam. 

And ye, that in the ever dusky glades 
Of Hades wandering (by Cocytus' shore), 
Ancestral spirits— mJancholy sbadesr- 
With us the trespass of the tomb deplore ;— 
Oh ! intercede— that terror and disgrace 
May not possess (as now) your resting-place. 

What though l'-9 liquid serpent of the deep' 
Between lie coil d in many a glittering ring I 
Not unobserved of your pale eyes we weep, 
Nor to deaf ears this doleful chant we sing ; 
Strong is the voice of blood through night to go,-^ 
Through night and hell, and all the reahns below. 

Then hear us, kindred spirits — stately Sire 
And pensive Mother ! wheresoe'er ye glide ; 
If ever solemn pile and soaring fire 
In freedom sped you to the Stygian tide, — 
Have pity on youi ehild^n : let the breath 
Of living sorrow melt the frozen ear of death* 

For Hbb, that sprung like us from your high &», 

Hath mingled in the sacrifice of guilt,— 

Ye know that ar-»ry star, her natal sign. 

To expiate whdx curse this blood is spilt ; — 

If not suffices thi^ atoning blood, 

Oh, steep the thought of her in Lethe's flood ! 

Beneath that current, lazy and serene, 

In whose unfathomable waters lie 

The slumbering forms of horrors that have been 

In Hades, and in Ocean, Earth, and Sky— 

With long forgotten curse and murder old 

Steep that lost daughter's errors manifold. 

Once more for you a hallow'd flame there buma, 
Once more for you a hallow'd stream there flows ; 
Despise not our lustrations of your urns. 
Nor let unhoused Manes be our foes ! 
Above the children of your lineage bom 
Hover not, awful ghosts, in anger and in 8C<Mrn. 

These words were sung, as I have said, by the whole 
of this kindred there assembled together; the first part of 
them distinctly, though not loudly, bat the last verses in a 
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note so very low that no one, unless quite near (like our- 
selves) could possibly have comprehended any thing of 
their meaning. But as for the young Sempronia, when 
they came to that part of the chant m which reference 
was so particularly made to Athanasia, not only did her 
lips refuse to join in the words, but her agitation was such, 
that I thought the poor maiden would have screamed out- 
right, had she not been controlled by the eye, and the 
hand also, of her aunt the priestess. Sobs, however, and 
low hysterical groans could not be stifled ; and at last so 
great was her agony, that even the haughty priestess was 
cooipelled to give way to it. 

" Bring water,** said she ; •* dash ye water upon the 
foolish thing ; methinks it seems almost as if she had par- 
taken in the phrensy of her unhappy — " 

And before she could finish the sentence, one or two 
of the females that were present did take hold of Sem- 

Eronia, and began, seeing there was no water nearer at 
and, to bear her slender form towards the small stream 
of which I have already spoken, and which flowed imme- 
diately behind the clump of pine-trees among which the 
centurion and I were standing. 

She was quite passive in their hands ; and they dragged 
her without resistance or difficulty to the place where we 
were standing ; but they could not pass without seeing 
us : and no sooner did the eyes of Sempronia fall upon 
me than she burst, by one unexpected effort, from the 
arms of those who were sustaining her, and, ere I or any 
one could suspect what she was to do, there lay she at 
my feet, clinging with her arms around my knees, and 
looking up to me (astonished) with a face of such anguish 
as never before, nor I think since, did I see portrayed in 
any human lineaments. The tresses of her hair, which, 
in her struggle, had altogether unbound themselves, huns 
around her neck and lay upon her shoulders in dark 
masses, that, heaving with the heaving of her bosom, 
seemed of themselves to be instinct with the elements of 
life and agony. Her beautiful features were at one mo- 
ment pale as ivory, and the next saw them darkened 
almost with the scarlet of disimprisoned blood, — and, 
•« Oh, Valerius T said she, in a voice as full of tremour as 
Vol. II.— G 
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by the violence of my daughter on the one hand, and of 
my sister on the other. They are women ; and, for 
diflerent reasons, the violence of both is excusable. I 
have been for a considerable part of this day with Licin- 
ius, and have heard from him enough to satisfy me how 
guiltlessly you yourself have been involved in this affair ; 
and your speedy liberation from confinement is more than 
enough to confirm my belief of all that he said. Yet 
there is much which I do not understand — I pray you 
speak openly, and fear nothing — ^you have indeed nothing 
to fear. Was it in consequence of any private meeting 
with my niece^nay, I mean not to suspect you of any 
thing amiss — in one word, how was it that you happened 
to be taken into custody with that unhappy girl ?" 

**Sir,'M replied, •'you are a noble Roman, and the 
near kinsman of Athanasia. You have a right to put these 
questions, and whatever reluctance I may have to over- 
come, I feel that I have no right to refuse an answer. I 
might easily say, and truly, that it was not in consequence 
of any connection between myself and Athanasia that I 
came into the situation of which you know the conse- 
quences already. And yet in saying so, I should not tell 
vou the whole truth, which I do desire to tell you. 
ISlnow, then, that I came to this place on that unfortu- 
nate night, not only without any expectation of seeing 
Athanasia, but for a purpose entirely unconnected with 
her.** And so I told Sempronius, plainly and distinctly, 
the story both of my unwilling entrance into the mauso- 
leum, and of my forcible abduction from it. In short, I 
saw no reason to conceal any thing from the person M'ho 
was most likely to be able to serve Athanasia, if any 
thing to serve her were possible. Finally, seeing how 
kindly he received this communication, I told him I had 
gathered from the lips of Sempronia, the moment before, 
that she Considered me as the lover of Athanasia. 

" What I have felt,'' said I, « what I still feel, and I per- 
haps shall ever feel, in regard to her, is nothing. I have 
never spoken of love to Athanasia, and I have no reason 
to suspect her of having ever thought of me otherwise 
than as a common acquaintance, peraaps a friend." 

" It is well," he said ; " you speak honestly, and as be 
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comes a man of the Valerian blood. Be assured, that 
your candour shall do you no injury in my estimation. 
iBut as for poor Athanasia, I swear to you I cannot yet 
bring myself to believe that she hath in reality been privy 
to such things as have been discovered concerning these 
Christians." ^ - ■ 

"Discovered!" said 1. "I pray you, what has been 
discovered concerning them ? If you allude to any of 
the wild stories that are circulated about their religion, 
you may depend upon it, 'tis all mere madness to believe 
a word of it. I have read in their sacred books myself, 
and I swear to you, that so far as I have seen, nothing 
can be more simple, benign, humane, than the morality 
inculcated by their leader." 

*' Poh ! poh I" he answered ; " I was not thinking of 
their creed, which, for aught I know or care, may be sub- 
lime enough ; for there was always a mysterious sort of 
fhilosophy current among those old Asiatic people. But 
speak of the designs of these men ; iq one word I speak 
of their conspiracy." 

"Conspiracy!" said I, "What? How? Against 
whom ? I will pledge my life, no conspiracy was shel«( 
tered beneath yon tower that night. I swear to you, they 
are simple people, and were thinking of nothing but their 
worship," 

" Worship I" quoth he, with a smile ; ^* I promise you 
it will not be so easy to persuade me that Cotilius has 
suddenly become a man of so much piety, either to our 
gods or to the deities (if they have any) of the Chris- 
tians. What, Cotilius I By Jove, Rome does not hold 
at this moment a more bold, daring, godless rascal. You 
may as soon try to make me believe that Capaneus him« 
self came to Thebes with a hymn in his mouth. No, no 
— the sworn friend of Domitian will not easily gain credit 
for his new-sprung sanctity," 

" Cotilius !" I answered. " That was the very name 
ox the man who seized me, as I have told you." 

" I should have guessed as much," quoth he. " Yes, I 

Eromise you, how Tittle soever poor Athanasia might have 
nown, secrets you may depend upon it they had ; and 
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(yottltus was well aware at what perfl they should be re-" 
Tcaled.** 

** The late example of Thniso," said I, ^ must indeed 
haire alarmed htm." 

** What,** said he ; ^ do yoa speak of the old fanatic 
Syrian who died t'other day, rather than join in the sacri- 
fice of Jupiter T My good friend, you know little of Co- 
tilius, if you think it was of danger by such means avert- 
ible that he stood in terror. No, no-— had the woret of 
his fears been the necessity to worship all the deities be- 
tween Ganges and Rhine, I assure you he would haye 
dept more soundly on his pillow than I think he has done 
ever since the death of Domitian — the most grateful sac- 
rifice, by-the-way, that I believe either Olympus or Tar- 
tarus has received for these many days." 

"But surely," said I, "you do not believe, Sempronius, 
that Athanasia had any knowledge of the man's secret 
designs, if he had any. He may have used Christianity, 
or desired to use it, as a weapon against the state ; but be 
certain, neither she nor Thraso, nor any of those really 
attached to their religion, had any notion of his pur- 
pose." 

" It may be so, indeed," he answered, — ** Heaven grant 
it may be so. I can indeed scarce imagine it to be other- ' 
wise. Christianity itself is a crime — a grievous crime; 
but were it possible to show that the poor girl had no 
other offence but her share in this fanaticism, means, me- 
thinks, might be contrived among us to move the clemency 
of Trajan. As for Cotilius, I will speak to you more at 
length of hun anon. I will bid adieu to my sister, and 
take order about my daughter ; and then, if it so please 
you, we shall walk together to the city.'' 

To this I agreed, but Sabinus, being apprehensive of 
appearing to come late home, rode on to the camp of the 
Praetorians. He whispered to me, however, that unless 
he were most necessarily detained, he should be ere long 
at the house of Licinius, in case he might be able to offer 
me any further assistance. 
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CHAPTER VIL 

** To you," said the senator, as we went on, " who have 
so lately come from your island, the whole of this expia- 
tory spectacle is probably quite new ; but I am sure Sa- 
binus could not have been aware what was its purpose, 
otherwise he would not have been guilty of so grievously 
offending the feelings of my sister, and some of the rest 
of my kindred, by remaining a witness of these most 
private rites. The priestess is indeed inconsolable, and 
her grief has set half her other passions in motion likewise. 
Atbanasia was as dear to her as if she had been her 
daughter ; so, in truth, she was to us all, ever since her 
own parents died. Well, if kind heart and noble under- 
standing had been to stand vouchers for happiness, I should 
have said (father though I be myself) that Rome did not 
contain such a creature as my brother's orphan. But 
Cotilius, this knave Cotilius, has, I fear, blasted her hopes 
and ours." 

" It occurs to me,*' said I, " and I should have mentioned 
it to you before, that there seemed to be no great under- 
standing between this Cotilius and Athanasia. She was 
evidently displeased with many things he both said and 
did ; and he, on his part, did not appear much to relish 
her interference." 

" True," he continued, " you have already hinted as 
much ; and I assure you, these are some of the circum- 
stances in the whole case that tend most to excite my 
hopes concerning its termination. Great Heavens I what 
would Caius have said had he dreamt that his orphan girl 
was to be suspected of having sympathy with any of the 
dark designs of that shame to Roman knighthood 1 But 
you, of course, are a stranger to every thing of this man's 
history." 

« With its end, at least," I replied, "it is like we. may 
all be soon enough acquainted." 
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"Yes," quoth he, "Heaven grant we have not cause 
too deeply to remember it ; but as for me, I have known 
him from the beginning, and I swear to you that from the 
first day I saw him, I considered his face as something 
ominous to look upon. Jove avert that I should prove in 
this to have been a keen-eyed augur. I have told you 
already that he was in great favour with Domitian." 

" And the reverse, of course," said I, " both with Nerva 
and Trajan." 

** Even so," he continued, " and with all reason ; for you 
must know, that in all the disturbances which occurred on 
the accession of the last sovereign, and in particular in 
those most foul intrigues among the Praetorians, which at 
one time brought Nerva's own life into immediate danger, 
and compelled him to bare his neck to the swords of the 
soldiery at his palace gate, this Cotilius was more than 
suspected to have had a deep and most traitorous concern. 
When Petronius and Parthenius* were hacked in pieces, 
it needed no great witchcraft to detect some of the moving 
Spirits who produced that catastrophe ; but proof there was 
none at the time, and even had there been proof enough 
the good old man would have been too timid to act 
upon it. These things, however, could not be forgotten 
either by Nerva or his successor. Hitherto the strong hand 
of the present emperor has repressed ievery rebellious mo- 
tion; but be sure that no man ever lived more an object of 
suspicion than this man has done ever since Nerva adopted ' 
Trajan." 

"And you think," said I, " that among other intrigues, 
it had occurred to this man to make his own use of the 
Christians ? despised and persecuted though they be, there 
can, indeed, be no doubt that their numbers are consider-* 
able, and that their faith is a strong bond of cohesion." 

" Yes, yes, Valerius," replied the senator. " Now, at last, 
I think you begin to see something of the matter. Their 
numbers, Heaven knows how or why, multiply daily, in 

* These wete the principal conspirators by whom Domitian was slain. 
They were afterward butchered by the Praetorians, who regretted th^ 
tyrant ; and it was supposed to be chiefly in consequence of that slaugh- 
ter, and its shameful consequences to himself (for he was compelled, 
among other insults, to return puUic thanks to the butchers), that Nerva 
called to his aid the personal yigour and high military genius of Trajan. 
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spite of all the evils to which the least suspicion may 
subject them. Their faith, be it what it may, must indeed 
be admitted to contain abundant elements of power ; and, 
to tell you the truth, my only wonder is, that long ere now 
some bold designer has not taken, or attempted to take, 
advantage of the means presented by its formidable 
though untried energies. But still we must not forget, 
that so far as the rest are concerned, all this is mere con- 
jecture. As yet the treason even of Cotilius rests on 
suspicion only, and report — with perhaps some aid from 
the scarcely less credible confession of a few hirelings ; 
and, after all, even if he were proved guilty of haymg 
nourished such schemes, the account you give of what 
you both saw and heard at their assembly inspires me 
with very considerable doubts whether he can be supposed 
to have ever as yet ventured to invite their participation : 
— ualess, indeed, we are to imagine that they practised 
deception while you were with them.'' 

" As yet, then," said I, •« neither Cotilius nor any of the 
others have confessed any thing?'' 

** Nay," replied he ; ** all I can answer for is, that a few 
hours ago nothing had been confessed. What has passed 
in the interim, it is impossible for me to conjecture. The 
moment I heard of what had happened — and I even to 
hear of it might have been denied for a long time but for 
a female slave of Capito's, who had been in the custom 
of attending upon Athanasia — I went to the Palatine, in 
hopes of attaining either assistance from Urbicu8,or mercy, 
if that were all we could look for, from Trajan. But 
Urbicus told me very distinctly, that as yet he could give 
me no satisfaction except that of knowing that my niece 
was in a solitary and perfectly safe place of confinement. 
The charges, he said, against one of the leaders (he meant 
Cotilius) were great and heavy, and until these were sifted 
to the bottom, it was impossible that any access could be 
afibrded to the person of any one of those who had been 
thrown into confinement. The emperor, he added, had 
himself shown symptoms of anxiety, much beyond what 
are usual with him on any similar occasion ; and had even, 
so be hinted, been in person investigating the matter at a 
distance from the city, during great part of the preceding 
night and day. 
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'' To tell you the truth, Yaleriuci, till this thing fell out, 
I was wont to consider the oew violence about the Chris- 
tians as somewhat unworthy of the enlarged and liberal 
intellect of Trajan ; but it had not occurred to me, how 
easily the resources of such a superstition might be en- 
listed in the cause of discontent, if not of treason/' 

•* And what," said 1, " may now be, according to your 
viewS) Che most probable course of procedure concerning 
the prisoners V 

." I know not," he replied ; " nor, by Hercules ! do I 
believe there is a man in Rome beyond the palace-gate 
who would venture more than myself to form guesses 
upon such a subject. No, sir, I promise you, secrecy is 
now the order of the day ^ and ibis Urbicus, and all the rest 
of them that are immediately about the prince, have learned 
to wear faces of such more than human wisdom that, I 
confess I am sick when I look upon them. At ^mes 
almost could I sympathize with the unreflecting vulgar, 
who regret (evennow) the careless swagger of the dis- 
carded freedmen — but no, that thought is unworthy of 
a man and a Roman. Far be it from me to arraign the 
well-tried prudence of the generous Trajan. I trust in 
Jove, our poor girl may be guiltless of this (if guilt, such 
as I have talked of, there be), and then I have no doubt 
her burden nrmy be lightened. As for the weakness of 
mere superstition, I believe the prince is as free from it 
as any man of education in Rome. He has, indeed, been 
greatly alarmed about these Christians ; but he is not ac- 
quainted with the east so well as his father was. He is 
at home in Gaul and Germany ; but I think it likely enough 
he may have been somewhat deceived about any thing of 
Syrian origin, such as this superstition." 

" Of course," said I, " nothing will be done in regard to 
Athanasia until all circumstances have been examined." 

" Done !" said he ; " so help me Phoebus Apollo, has 
not enough been done already to justify almost in a man 
more than you have seen among our women ? Has not 
a whole family been disgraced ? Has not the mausoleum 
of their fathers been prostituted for the mad, if not blas- 
phemous, purposes of this barbarian sect ? And has not 
all this been done through the silliness of a single girl ? 
By Jove ! here is matter enough to alarm the least su^ 
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perstitious of us dll. If the senate should be summoned, 
^ith what countenance should I show myself among my 
friends ? Mad, foolish girl ! How little did she know 
in what trouble she was to involve those who love her the 
best." 

"Alas! Sempronius," said I, "think what a weight of 
suffering must have fallen upon herself alone — helpless — 
hopeless. I wish to heaven it were possible to learn 
where she is." 

" Impossible " said he ; " but why should I be thus 
tormenting you with my own griefs ? I perceive, Valerius, 
that you mdeed are more to be pitied than any of us* 
Well, come what may, I shall never be able to think un- 
kindly of poor Athanasia. No, no ; when women err, 
flfien are ever to blame : depend upon it, we shall find some 
cunning Cotilius or other has been at the bottom of the 
whole." 

By this time we had come within sight of the house of 
Licinius, and the senator prepared to accompany me 
thither; ** for," said he, " his head is cool, and that is more, 
1 think, than any one would say either for you or for my- 
self." 

On entering the house we were informed that Licinius 
himself had supped abroad, and was not yet returned ; 
and the freedman who told us so added, that his master 
appeared to be much engaged, and had gone out in com- 
pany with some friends, who, he thought, were likely to 
detain him till a late hour. ** In that case," the senator 
whispered to me, " I have no doubt he is occupied with 
the same affair as ourselves. I doubt not he will let me 
know if he has any thing to communicate. In the mean 
time, I must go to my brother's house, and in the morn- 
ing we shall all of us probably be better able to speak 
further together with advantage." So saying, Sempro- 
nius departed, and I was left at liberty to inquire concern- 
ing Sextus. 

I found my friend alone in his chamber, where he em- 
braced me with all the ardour of juvenile affection. 
" Alas P' said he, " my dear Valerius, at any other time I 
might have found fault with you for taking so great a part 
in my gi-iefs, and yet keeping so many of your own to 
yourself. But if it be indeed as Sempronia has said, I 
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should be a strange friend td choose this hour for com- 
plaining of such trifles as r^ard only myself; my only 
concern is for you and for Athanasia. Speak, has no in- 
telligence been yet obtained of her place of confinement, 
and is there no prospect of her also beiujg restored to her 
liberty 1 My heart bleeds for you, Valerius, for I see from 
your countenance that the truth has been told us." 

** Sextus," I replied, " it was only because of the great- 
ness of your own distresses that I concealed from your 
kindness any of mine. But when did you see Sempro- 
nia, and what did she tell you ?" 

" My Valerius," he answered, " I shall tell you every 
thing to-morrow ; at present, I have only time to say, that 
the misfortune of Athanasia was communicated to Sem- 
pronia almost immediately by an old freedwoman, who 
had been in the habit of attending her when she went 
from home in secret, and who, going to the mausoleum to 
accompany her on her return, arrived there just in time 
to see what befell her. She saw you also (how she knew 
who you were I know not), and when she had told her 
story to Sempronia, the poor girl, before speaking even 
with her father, sent for me to come to her in the gar* 
dens. I did so ; all that passed I need not repeat ; but I 
hope my advice was the right one. At all events, I 
acted for the best, and my father, who is now aware of 
every thin^, seemed to approve of what I had done. 
Oh ! Valerms, were Athanasia free, and you happy, 
many things have occurred to make me much more at 
ease than when you left us. My father is evidently 
much shocked with what Dromo told about Rubellia ; 
and as for Xerophrastes, he had not once spoken to him 
either yesterday or to-day. Indeed, neither of them have 
been much here. My father is continually exerting him* 
self concerning Athanasia; and Xerophrastes, I suppose, 
being conscious of the baseness of what he has done, is 
afraid of a discovery." 

" Without doubt," I replied, " the solemn hypocrite 
has many fears. Even from what Dromo overheard of 
his conversation with Rubellia, one might gather as 
liiuch." 

" True," he replied ; " and his fears are all for himself. 
But, in the meah time, I take no notice of any thing 
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when I see him. It is. of my father he is afraid, and 
when all things are discovered dearly, I promise you, I 
believe we may leave him very safely in his hands.'' 

*' [n the mean time," said I, " your father is from 
home, and not expected to return very soon. I pray 
you, where is he ?" 

" That I know not," quoth he ; " but I doubt not he 
is at the palace, or with some of the magistrates, assist- 
ing in the investigation of this conspiracy. As for me, 
I am sorry I must leave you, for I promised to meet 
Sempronia ; and although 1 have nothing to tell her, I 
cannot fail in my. appointment. She must have returned 
before this time from the mausoleum, where an expiatory 
sacrifice was to be made at sunset." 

Sabinus, by this time, having executed whatever things 
were necessary at the PraBtorian camp, had hastened to 
me once more, according to his kind promise. His look 
was more full of concern than when he had left me ; and 
no wonder, for he had been hearing from his brother- 
soldiers of the afiair of Cotilius, and that probably with 
many exaggerations. 

I told him that Licinius was not at home, and that I 
proposed, in the mean time, accompanying Sextus a part 
of the way towards the suburban of Capito. The cen- 
turion insisted on going along with us, saying that he 
could not think of returning to the camp without having 
spoken with Licinius* 



CHAPTER VIII. 

The centurion, in virtue of his office, had free access 
to the wardens of Trajan ; so he led us by both a more 
delightfiil and a nearer path towards the Salarean Gate.* 

* Trajan's private villa, where he chiefly resided, was on the Hill of 
Gardens, now called the Pindan. It was divided into two parts, the 
Fiila Inferior and the FilU Superior^ — these being connected by bnAeeB^ 
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Young Sextus tiien left us by ourselves, and we returned 
slowly through the beautiful groves of the imperial villa, 
in hopes of finding my kinsman by the time we should 
reach his mansion. But as we were walking very 
quietly along one of the broad green terraces, we heard 
voices in an adjoining alley, separated from us by luxu- 
riant thickets of myrtle ; and Sabinus, whispering to me, 
" Hush, let us see what we have gothere," insinuated him* 
self with great dexterity among the verdant shrubs. I fol- 
lowed him with as little noise as was possible, and having 
found a convenient peeping-place, we soon perceived two 
figures, a man and a woman, walking side by side, appa* 
rently in earnest conversation, at some little distance 
from us in the moonlifi^ht. 

" Come, Sabinus," I whispered, ^< it is some couple of 
lovers, perhaps ; I don't see what right we have to over- 
hear their tender discourse." 

« Peace, peace," quoth he, " if you stir they will detect 
us, and it is nothing unless it be known." 

With some reluctance, I remained where I was ; but 
my scruples were at an end the moment I perceived who 
they were. 

^ Most noble, most illustrious lady," said one, who 
could be nobody but Xerophrastes, "this matter has 
indeed been conducted unfortunately, yet no reason see 
I why you should give way to so many groundless ap- 

1>rehensions. The only thing, after all, that you have 
ost, if indeed you have lost it, is the good opinion of 
Licinius ; for, as to that foolish boy — ^ 

" Name him not, name him not," replied the Lady 
Rubellia, in a voice i>f much agitation ; << name not the 
silly stripling. Surely madness only can account for my 
behaviour." 

" Madness !" quoth the stoic ; " yes, truly ; and who 
at certain moments is free from such madness? As 
Euripides has expressed it (I think in the Medea), Venus, 
if she come in wisdom, is the wisest ; if otherwise, the 
most phrensied of all influences. The greatest apd the 
wisest have not been exempt from such visitations. 
Banish it from your heart, noble lady, or replace it by 
something more worthy of your discernment. There 
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is, I think, but one pair of eyes in Romr that could have 
been blind to such perfections." 

'^ Oh, Xerophrastes !" said she, " isrpeak not to me of 
perfections. Alas ! I was born under a deceitful star — 
a star of apparent splendour and real misery." 

" Noble lady," he replied, " I swear to you that what 
tincture of philosophy I have imbibed is unable to sus« 
tain my serenity, when I hear such words from your 
lips ; you are surrounded by all that externals can mus- 
ter. It is your part to compose your mind, and then 
how should it be possible for you to taste of unhappi- 
ness ? Think no more of that foolish Sextus." 

*' Think of him I" said she ; " I swear to you I think 
of him no more than if he did not exist f and she burst 
into tears as she spoke. 

The philosopher took her hand with an air of the 
deepest sympathy, and at the same time drew the end of 
his mantle over his face, as if to conceal the extent of 
his participation in her distresses. 

'^ Noblest, loveliest Rubellia,'' said he (half-sobbing I 
think), " this would make a child of a man. I swear to 
you I forget myself in your griefs ; and yet," he added, 
laying his brawny hand upon his bosom, " if any powers 
there be that take cognizance of the affairs of humanity, 
they know that your poor servant has sorrows of his 
own. Alas ! lady, this is, after all, a miserable world. 
There is no rest but in the affections, and behold how 
they are harassed on every hand] by the invidious acci- 
dents of life. Philosophy proclaims her antidote, but 
the poison is everywhere ; and it is all one course of 
being wounded to be cured, and being cured only to be 
more easily wounded again. I thought I had overcome 
all this, but alas T' (he sobbed audibly), " I feel that I am 
but a man, and that all is to begin again.'' 

" Xerophrastes/' interrupted the lady, composing her- 
self, " must I in my turn become the comforter ?" And 
so saying, she led the philosopher to a marble seat that 
was just opposite to us. 

** Oh, Cithaeron 1" he proceeded, sitting down by her 
side, and yet as if not conscious of her interruption, 
^ oh, ancient Cith»ron I me fancy bears to the tranquil* 
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Kty of thy shady groves— or to Tempo and the green re- 
cesses of her ever nemorous and gelid vales 1 Oh, cities I 
wo be to him who first invented the conglomeration of 
edifices, and the wide sweep of nature- violating walls I — 
Why did I, foolish and headstrong^ abandon native feli- 
city for the game in which so much must be lost, and so 
little can be gained? Unhappy day that I first saw 
yelbw Tiber winding among the stately prison-houses of 
Rome r 

*^ Prison-houses f ' quoth the lady, *^ what is your mean- 
ing?" 

The philosopher made no answer for a moment, but 
eontiniied sitting by the lady in an attitude of the most 
pensive contemplation. The moonbeams fell full on his 
high brow and the large massy features of his counte- 
nance, and on the robust limbs which emerged from be- 
low the stately folds of his mantle ; and I could not help 
thinking that there was something almost heroic, which 
I had never before remarked, in the whole of his appear- 
ance. Rubellia kept her eyes fixed steadfastly upon him, 
with an expression which I half thought had something 
in it of admiration. At last, she repeated her interro- 
gation. 

He started, as if from the profoundest musing, and 
said, ** Oh, pardon my abstraction \ Surely I am not 
used to behave thus foolishly ; — I talked of prisons ; and 
what other name should be more fitting for the dwelling 
of those who are not free ?" 

"The sway of Trajan," said Rubellia, ** can scarcely 
be talked of so harshly." 

** I speak not of Trajan," quoth he, very gravely ; *^ I 
speak of the evil sway of custom, and the foul coercion of 
opmion^ compared to which kingly or (Cesarean despot- 
ism is less than flax to brazen fetters. — Rome ! imperial 
Rome I is one mighty prison ! and her noblest spirits are 
enslaved !" 

" I understand you not," quoth she, gazing earnestly 
upon his averted face. 

" I should have known nothing of it," replied he, " had 
I never deserted my paternal valley for the vain pleasures 
of Athens, and the magnificence of Rorne^" 
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" You repent,*' said she, " that you ever visited Italy ?" 

"And if 1 leave Italy," quoth he, "who, I pray you, 
v^ill regret my departure 1 Licinius is enraged with me, 
I can scarcely bear to look in his face, — and if be throws 
me off, where shall I bury my griefs, of which his deser- 
tion is the least ?" 

" You talk of this orator," she replied, in a haughty 
tone, " you talk of this most eloquent Licinius as if he 
were as great a man all the world over as he is in his 
little corner of the Forum. If you have offended him, it 
was in my service, — and think ye I am not able to make 
up for all of which Licinius can deprive you ? — Speak — 
command me — say what I can do for you, and it shall be 
done." 

Hereupon the manly breast of the philosopher was dis- 
tended with a heavy sigh ; having given vent to which, 
he laid bis hand upon his forehead, but no winged word 
escaped the barrier of his lips. 

" By Jove !" whispered Sabinus, scarcely able to con- 
tain himself, " by Jove, he has it ! — ^'tis the most stoical 
malady of the heart." 

^'Xerophrastes," resumed the lady, "I pray you deal 
with me openly. If it be your wish to leave Rome, speak, 
and I shall put it in your power to retire to Greece as 
handsomely as you could ever have hoped to do from the 
family of Licinius. Of wealth, as you well know, I have 
enough both for myself and for my faithful friends, among 
whom, be sure, I place you in the first rank. Control 
your feelings, I pray you once more, and speak freely." 

The philosopher lifted his hand from his face, looked 
upon the lady with eyes that glistened, or seemed to glis« 
ten, with emotion, and then clasped his brows again, as if 
wanting words or courage to express his wishes or his 
feelings. She, in the mean time, continued to regard the 
melancholy man with an aspect of so much anxiety, 
that — ^why should I deny it!— I half-suspected her of 
sharing the suspicion of Sabinus. After a pause of some 
moments, during which both preserved the same atti- 
tudes, Xerophrastes at last seemed in $ome measure to 
recover himself, and once more uncovered his eyes, 
which, however, he lifted not from the ground. The lady 
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laid ber delicate fingers upon the strong hand which rested 
upon the knee of the stoic, and urged him, apparently in 
a tone of yet greater kindness than before, to make ber 
the confidant of his griefs. It was then that the native 
boldness of the Tbracian seemed to overcome the timidity " 
of the dependant and the rhetorician. Hastily and fer- 
vently be pressed his lip upon the beautiful hand of Ru- 
bellia, and whispered something into her ear. She 
started, and I think blushed in the nnoonlight; but neither 
seemed offended very deeply with what he had said, nor 
with the gesture he had used. 

" Softly, softly," whispered again the centurion, very 
bitterly ; " be not ashamed, fair lady, of the love of thy 
servant.*'* 

But (whether the echo of our whispers had reached her 
ear or not, I cannot tell) scarcely had these words been 
uttered, ere Rubellia started from her seat, and began to 
move pretty quicklv down the shaded alley, as if towards 
the entrance of the gardens. Xerophrastee sat still 
for a moment, even after the lady had arisen, covering 
bis eyes and part of bis broad forehead with his hands, 
as if buried in bis own thoughts too deeply to be with 
ease affected with a sense of things passing around him. 
Then, at last, be arose, and uttering an exclamation of 
surprise, walked after the noble dame, taking heed, how- 
ever (it did not escape our observation), to arrange, as 
he rapidly followed her, the n);assive folds of his mantle 
into a graceful drapery. We very soon lost sight of them 
among the drooping boughs of the sycamores and old 
lime-trees, and the sound of their retreating footsteps 
died away upon the surface of the smooth green turf. 

Sabinus with difficulty restrained himself till they were 
beyond the reach of his voice ; but he then made himself 
ample amends by the violence of the laughter in which 
be began to indulge. ^ Ha !" said he, << is this to be the 
end of it ? Most pensive ghost of Leberinus, is this to be 
thy successor ?*' 

^' Good heavens 1" said I, *^ Sab^nus, do you think it pos- 
sible she should make the pedagogue her husband — she 

^ I^« wit aacUUp libi amo^ pudori.— Hoa. 
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who was but yesterday so desperately enamoured of the 
beautiful young Sextus ?" 

" My dear islander," quoth the centurion, " do you re- 
member the story of a certain beautiful boy, called Ado« 
nis ?" 

"To be sure," said I, " who is ignorant of the story of 
Adonis, or of the beautiful verses of Bion — 

* I weep for fair Adonis — 'for Adonis is no more, 
Dead is the fair Adonis— his beauty I deplore ; 
His white thigh with a tusk of white, the greenwood monster tore, 
And now I weep Adonis, — for Adonis is no more.' "* 

" Well spouted, by my faith," quoth the soldier, " and 
with an excellent gravity, and most dolorous cadences. 
But think you Venus never altered the burden of her 
ditty ? Have you never heard of Mars the blood-stained, 
the destroyer of men, the leveller of city-walls — ^nor of 
Anchises, the Dardan shepherd, wiser in his generation 
than one who inherited both his station and his opportu- 
nity — no, nor even of Vulcan, the cunning artificer, 
the lord of the one-eyed hammerers, the Lemnian, the 
chain-maker, the detector, the awkward cup-bearer, 
whose ministration, as honest Homer confesses, fills 
Olympus with inextinguishable laughter, — ^have you heard 
of all these, and I take it of a few more besides, and yet 
do you talk as if Venus, after the white boar's tusk had 
pierced the white thigh of her Adonis, had made no Use 
of her beautiful girdle, but to wipe the tears from her 
pretty eyes withal ? — her girdle, of which, heaven pity 
your memory, I know not how many blessed ages after 
Adonis had fallen, the same faithful bard said, 

< In it is stored whate'er can love inspire- 
In it is tender passion — warm desire— 
Fond lover's soft and amorous intercourse — 
The endearing looks and accents that can fire 
The soul with passionate love's resistless force—* 
'Gainst which the wisest find in wisdom no resource.'! 

Why, man, there seems every reason to think, that so (blt 
from thinking of him longer than any one else did, she 

* Elegy I. tlUad, li. 
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was the very first to forget him. For» to this day, the 
girls both in Greece and Egypt put ashes on their hair one 
day in the twelvemonth, and I have seen them myself 
setting open coffins at their doors, in commemoration of 
Adonis ; but I never heard that Venus is less sportive that 
doleful night than any other in the year. No, my most 
innocent and unsuspicious Briton, although Sextus has 
hunted in woods hated by Rubellia, and although the 
quarry has for ever deprived her of him, be you nothing 
afraid lest grief be her poison. By the arrow of Cupid, 
I see no reason why our Thracian should not play the 
part of an Anchises, as well as any shepherd that ever 
trod the soil of Ida. Why, he looked so well in the moon- 
light, that, were this Latmos, I would advise Rubellia not 
to let Dian herself see too much of him.^ 

^ To be sure/' I answered, ** the externals of the phi- 
losopher are much altered for the better." 

^*You mean his dress,'' quoth the centurion; "but I 
don't think that matters much. No, no, give the man his 
due, he may be neither Athenian nor philosopher; but, 
by Jove, he has as trim a leg as ever a lady's eye need 
desire to look upon." 

r While uttering these last words, Sabinus drew up the 
skirts of his sagum, and was manifestly observing, not with 
displeasure, the nervous outlines of his own nether limbs. 

" Why, Xerophrastes is well enough," said I, " but yet 
his legs want that decided compact air which I chiefly 
admire — ^" 

^'That firm, soldier-like, brazen rigidity," interrupted 
the centurion, still looking downward. 

** That beautiful elasticity of the well-strung shank," 
said I. 

•* That fine, sharp cut, carrying the calf into the ankle," 
quoth he. 

" That indescribable something," said I. 

•• Bv Jove," quoth the centurion, " these sandals of 
mine nave been but three times buckled, and yet see you 
how they are beginning to give way I I must change this 
fellow — I must certainly change him-." 

•* Ha ! ha I my dear Sabinus," said I, no longer able to 
contain myself; " I am sure you will at least never wish 
to change the legs on which they are tied." 



TALBRItm. 89 

" You jackanapes,** quoth he, " I believe the boy has 
been quizzing me this half-hour." 

" Not a bit," said I, ** not a bit, my dear Sabinus ; I 
was only thinking, that if Rubellia wished to choose a 
husband by the shape of his legs, she might have shown 
better taste by looking elsewhere than on the stoic. He 
certainly is not to be compared, as to that point, with 
some men I have seen.'* 

** I don't deny," replied the good-humoured man (easily 
pacified), *Uhat Xerophrastes tends a little, a very little 
towards the clumsy. But perhaps the widow may not dis- 
approve of that defect. Variety is certainly agreeable in 
most matters, and if she wished to find a pair of legs as dif- 
ferent as possible from those of Leberinus, I must confess 
the stoic was just the man for her. Poor, good Leberi- 
nus !" continued he, again looking downwards, '^ I am 
sure your leg never stretched your sandal ; I doubt if 
your widest latchet would have gone twice round the 
great toe of your successor, since such he is to be." 

** After all," said 1, " let her faults be what they may, do 
you not think it is a great shame, that a lady of her rank 
and fortune should throw every thing away upon such a 
great clumsy thick- legged ploughman as this — such a huge 
Thracian mountaineer— such a gluttonous porker ?" 

The centurion whistled. 

" She," I continued, " who might perhaps have inter- 
married with one of the first characters of Rome." 

The centurion whistled a still louder note ; and with 
that we found ourselves once more close by the gate of 
the imperial gardens. A carriage was just driving ofi" as 
we opened the postern. Sabinus ceased from whistling 
till it passed us, — muttered between his teeth, *' By Jove I 
the fellow's ankles are as clumsy as door-posts," — and 
then fell a-whistling again more lustily than ever. 

He whistled on so till the sound of the chariot-wheels 
had died away in the hum of the distant streets ; and then 
starting as if from some very profound revery, indulged 
himself in one of his own most jovial peals of laughter. 
••And well," said he, ••there is one thing I am resolved 
on, and that is, that I shall be present at their wedding. 
By Jove, I was there the night she espoused Leberinus, ai^ 
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I pitied her very sincerely, when I saw the pretty crea- 
ture lifted over the old man's threshold in her yellow veil, 
which I could not help thinking concealed more sighs, if 
not more blushes, than are usual on such occasions. But 
I promise you the glare of her new torches, and the echo 
of the trumpets that are shortly about to be sounded, shall 
affect me with very different emotions ; and then as to 
the epilhalamium I Why, such a subject might make any 
man a poet, I think I shall try my hand on one niyself. 
I wish we were but in Alexandria, I should contrive to 
make it find its way into every newspaper in the city.*** 

" Malicious man," said I, " is it not enough for you to 
enjoy the joke yourself?" 

"Myself!" he replied; "by Jove, you are much mis- 
taken if you think I shan't share it with half Rome 1 
Why every one knows Rubeltia, and I think this affair will 
produce more mirth, if it really goes on so, than any thing 
that has happened since the mad days of Poppsea. Ru- 
bellia and Xerophrastes — ^Venus and Saturn ; and yet 
why should I speak of Saturn — I am sure it will be The 
GoLDKN Age for the Thracian." 

'^ And what will the ladies do ?" said I. 

"Laugh at her, to be sure," replied he, "and perhaps 
imitate her example as soon as they have an opportunity. 
By the power of Mars, they are all aUke. It is but flat- 
tery and boldness ; and there is no one need despair. 
They look on themselves as so many superior spirits, 
which it is our whole business to worship ; and no doubt 
they have their time of it. But when once you have 
found the charm to move them, why they dare refuse 
you nothing. They may babble as they will ; but they 
are as powerless as the poor shades were before Ti- 
resias." 

" You do not always use to speak or to think of them 
quite so contemptuously," said I. " I am sure you have 
yourself worshipped in good earnest ere .now, and with- 

* The acta diuma of Alexandria were proverbial for being filled with 
fdl manner of ribaldry and private slander. They were the favourite 
reading of Domitian. But there is no reason to think that the daily 
papers (I had almost said the daily press) of Rome ever ventured upon 
(he same i^>ecie8 of license. 
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out any thought of tyrannizing over the object of your 
adoration. 

The centurion whistled again a shrill note, and replied, 
with great emphasis, *' My dear Valerius, if you get Atha- 
nasia to yourself, as I hope, in spite of all these troubles, 
you yet shall (since you have set your heart upon it), take 
my advice, and carry her with you to Britain before she 
has lived one week among these Roman matrons. The 
moment a girl is married they consider- her as one of 
themselves, and tell her every thing ; and, by Jove, there 
is no good to be got from their lessons. Proud, haughty, 
and imperious, how fortunate it is that they are also vain, 
silly, luxurious, — and, above all, that they are the fools of 
flattery. That is the chain that can bind them to the 
earth, however thev carry their heads in the clouds. We 
were talking of alf the fine things that Homer has put 
into the girdle of Venus. Well, flattery fell to our share, 
and I think it is a fair equivalent for the whole bunch of 
them.'* 



CHAPTER IX. 

Such talk passed between myself and the somewhat 
irritated centurion, as we proceeded with slow steps down 
the descent from the gardens of Trajan, and on towards 
the vicinity of Licinius's house. But as we advanced into 
the more peopled region of the city, we found the streets 
full of crowds and clamour, insomuch that we had some 
difliculty in walking together, and that such quiet discourse 
as had occupied us could no longer be carried on. The 
evening was one of the most lovely I had ever seen, and 
the moon was shedding a soft and yellow light upon the 
lofty towers and trees, and upon all that long perspective 
of pillars and porticoes, with which those proud Roman 
streets were, for the most part, lined on either side. Yet 
many groups of citizens were seen running to and fro 
with torches in their hands ; while many more were sta- 
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tioiiary in great and impenetrable crowds, which, al-* 
though there was much noise of merriment, and many 
songs and shouts of laughter among them, had the air, as 
it seemed to us, of being detained in expectauon of some 
show or spectacle, yet more attractive than their present 
sources of amusement. 

And accordingly we had not jostled on much farther, 
ere there arose behind us a peal, apparently at a consid- 
erable distance, of what seemed to me to be martial music ; 
which the multitude around no sooner heard, than their 
noise and acclamation became more violent than ever. 
Ever and anon, nevertheless^ they hushed themselves for 
an instant, as if to ascertain the progress of those who 
sounded the instruments ; and then the more near they 
seemed to have come towards them, the more jubilant 
again and triumphant was the renewal of their outcries. 
Sabinus expressed at first some little displeasure, in having 
our return impeded after this fashion, and began to look 
about him, in case any inferior or ofi'-shooting street might 
furnish us an opportunity of making our escape from these 
vociferous multitudes. But ere the sound of the ap- 
proaching music had once or twice reached his ear, he 
became satisfied that all this was quite in vain. 

" By my faith," said he, " I believe it is some troop of 
the Galli— yes, yes — I cannot be mistaken — there is the 
cymbal-^there again is the shrill echo of the Phrygian 
horn, which to me sounds always as if the breath could 
not come without agony through its twisted folds — and — 
ay — there can be no doubt about it now, there is the 
hoarse biff drum, by which they design to set forth the 
roarinff of Cybele's lions. Well, we shall be able to dis- 
tinguish the squeak of the beardless priests themselves by- 
and-by. We must e'en be content, Valerius, and remain 
here till the torches pass us ; for the deeper we might 
advance into the city to-night, you may be sure we should 
find ourselves only so much the worse. I think these fel- 
lows might satisfy themselves with their Hilaria.^' 

•' That, I believe," said I, " is their great feast at the ver- 
nal equinox, when they wash the lions and chariot of the 
goddess in Tiber." 

"Yes,** quoth he; "and I promise you it is a grand 
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sight after its fashion ; for they spare no expense, and they 
generally show lions such as the amphitheatre cannot ex- 
hibit once in ten years. The last time I was present, there 
were four tawny monsters yoked abreast to drag the 
great rumbling brazen chariot of the goddess ; but how 
grand soever the sight of them was, you may guess there 
remained not many to face it in the streets. Windows, 
however, balconies, and so forth — all were Crowded ; and 
by Jove, to hear the growling of the noble brutes, as they 
scoured down the Sacred Way, with the huge wheels 
clattering behind them, and then the hallooing of the mad 
priests, whose command over them seemed to be won* 
derfully perfect — I don't think there is a single religious 
ceremony in Rome that is worthy of being named in the 
same day with it. The east, after all, is the true seat of 
horrors ; and indeed, they say, even the feast of Cybele is 
nothing at all here, compared to what it is in Ephesus, or 
Antioch, or Alexandria. But I have never had the good 
luck to witness it in any of these places. I wish the 
emperor would grant me the reversion of their cast-off 
lions ; for I believe they never use the same set twice. I 
think I could contrive to make a snug thing of it, with the 
assistance of our black-faced friend Aspar." 

*' And what,** said I, "may be the nature of this pro- 
cession which we are about to witness ? Shall we see 
the lions?" 

" No, no,thes^ are never shown but once in the twelve- 
month, man, on the great chariot-day of which I was 
speaking. But the priests themselves are not satisfied 
vrith bemg exhibited quite so sparingly, and that is what 
I was complaining of All through the summer these 
fellows are running about among the villages, with a bra- 
zen image of the goddess, and wherever they arrive, the 
poor people that hear the sound of their fear/ul horns and 
cymbals are fain to come and pay them contributions-^ 
which they call feeding the lions of Cybele. Without 
doubt, it is from one of these marches that they are now 
returning : and hear them ! By Jove, they do the thing 
well, beardless though they be ; I am sure you will con- 
fess 'tis the finest music of the sort you ever heard." 

Vol. II.— I 
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** Indeed," said I, *' 'tis an awfol music, and such as may 
well be imagined to have had its origin in hoary woods^ 
and beside old dark rivers rushing through the wilder* 
ness." 

" Atys, Atys,^ quotti the centurion ; ^ ay, I thought it 
must needs be the song of Atys they were singing — mark^ 
now, how the strain varies, — sinks, swells, and then sinks 
again. I will tell you what the meaning of this is. It is 
meant to set forth the flight of the poor creature over 
wood and wild hill, and down every yawning ravine, and 
then up the rocks, and away again over the moors ; and 
all the way the roar of the lions and the clanging of the 
furious cymbals is pursuing him on the breeze. By Jove, 
if sounds were to drive a man mad, these certainly are the 
likeliest I ever heard." 

The Galli meantime had advanced so near to us that 
even I, who had never listened to them before, could 
comprehend some of the words of the chant, to which all 
this accompaniment was applied ; and, as the centurion 
had judged, the burden of all was indeed continual glory- 
ing over the disaster of Atys. I remembered the most 
mournful verses of Catullus concerning the same fable, 
and therefore could not help shuddering at hearing it 
made the subject of such different celebration. But as 
for the centurion, he, now that all was in our distinct 
hearing, was, I thought, chiefly taken up with the excel- 
lence of the music ; or at least, if there was any deeper 
feeling in his mind, I could perceive no trace of it in the 
style wherein he raised his stout voice to swell the chorus 
of the advancing priests. They that stood near, hearing 
him do so, eagerly followed his example ; so that now 
the clear notes of the priests of the goddess were con- 
trasted, not only with the deep murmuring of their own 
music, but with recurring bursts of rough and manly 
melody, from all the great multitudes through which their 
march was to be. 

At last they came quite close to U9, and passed on 
dancing and singing around the image of the goddess, 
right before the place where we were standing. A path 
being opened for them by the crowd all along, they 
made no halt in> their progress, but went on at the same 
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pace, some of them leaping high from the ground as they 
dashed their cymbals, and others dancing lowly while 
they blew the long Phrygian trumpets and crooked horns 
of brass. The image itself was sealed m a brazen chariot, 
to which brazen lions also were fastened, the whole being 
borne on the shoulders of some of the assistants. Behind 
it came others, beating great hollow drums ; and then 
again more, leaping, and dancing, and singing, like those 
who preceded it. They were all clad in long Asiatic 
vests, with lofty tiaras, and their countenances, as well as 
their voices, intimated sufficiently that they were minis- 
ters of the same order to which the hapless Atys had 
belonged. Yet nothing but enthusiasm and triumph 
could be discovered in their manner of singing that terri- 
ble chant ; for 1 suppose it was all of the same strain 
with the part of it which was sung as they went by the 
centurion and myself. 

** Now is he come unto the Phrygitn sem— 
Below him, on the waste and yellow shore, 
The mighty billows everlastingly 
Dash, Uke devouring monster»---da8h and roar. 

** He gazes wide for hope, but hope is none^ 
For, even like the beasts from whom he flies, 
The maned billows seem for him to groan ; 
Madness is in their foam and in their cries. 

"Fly, Atys, fly, 
The car is nigh ; 
The haunted wood 
O'erhangs the flood ; 
The heavy breeze 
Is in the trees ; 
The fierce waves leap 
Upon the steep : 
Yet fly, mad Atys, fly, and hear 
Her lions roaring nearer, and more near, 
Fly, Atys, fly ! 

^ Unto the forest wilt thou turn again ? 

' Free paths and wide, mod Atys, wait thee there* 
Fly where the oak-boughs droop upon the plain. 
Fly where beneath the pines the earth lies bare. 

" Plnnge, Atys, plunge into the reverend gloom 
Qf the most ancient bearded wilderness $ 
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Ko bope if there of diettcr fron thy dMMy 
Yet baste, joang Atjs, haeto thee net the leMi 

•*ny,Atye,iy? 
The car ie mgfa ; 
The solitude 
Of the black wood 
Hath coveite good. 
Where Duuij a bvood 
Ofbeaetaodfowl 
Maj acream and howL 
But DO dark lair 
For thee is there, 
Ifo shelter kind 
Thj feet sbaU find }~ 
Flj, Atjs, flj, and in thine ear 
Be still the lion-roar near, and more near« 
Fly, Atys, fly V* 

So singing, they had not advanced much beyond the 

rt where we were standing, ere they stopped of a sud- 
i their hitherto rapid dance of progress, and, placing 
the chariot and image of Cybele between the pillars of 
oee of the porticoes that run out into the street, began a 
more stationary and solemn species of saltation, in front 
of the sacred emblems. When they bad finished this 
dance also, and the more stately and measured chant of 
supplication with which it was accompanied, the priests 
then turned to the multitude, and called upon all those 
who reverenced the Didymaean mysteries, and the aw- 
ful powers of their goddess, to approach her image and 
offer their gifts. And immediately, when they had said 
so, the multitude that were beyond formed themselves into 
a close phalanx, quite across the street, and torches being 
conveyed into the hands of such as stood in the foremost 
rank, there was left forthwith in front of the image and 
of the priestly attendants an open space, brightly illumi- 
nated, tor the convenience, as it seemed, of those who 
might come forward to carry their offerings to the foot of 
the statue. And, indeed^ it appeared as if these were not 
likely to be few in number ; for the way being quite 
blocked up by those torch-bearers, no one could hope to 
pass on easily without givins something, or to pass at all 
without being observed. Not a few chariots, theref(»«, 
and litters also, having been detained in consequence of 
the crowd upon the streets, the persons who were seated 
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in these vehicles seemed to be anxious, as soon as possi- 
ble, to present their oflferings, that uo the path onward 
into the city might be cleared to them, by command of the 
priests. It was necessary, however, as it turned out, that 
each person in advancing to the chariot of Cybele should 
imitate the dancing motions practised by the Galli them- 
selves ; and this circumstance, as may well be imagined, 
yiras far from being the most acceptable part of the cere- 
mony to some of those who had thus been detained. A 
few of the common sort, both men and women, advanced 
at once boldly into the open ring, and with great appear- 
ance of jay went through all the necessary gesticulations. 
But, at first, none of the more lordly tenants of the cha- 
riots and litters seemed to be able to prevail on themselves 
to follow the example. 

At length, however, the impatience even of these dig- 
nified persons began to overcome their reluctance ; one 
and another red-edged gown was seen to float in lofty 
undulations across the torch-lighted stage, and when a 
handful of coin was heard to ring upon the basin of the 
goddess, you may take for granted the priests half-cracked 
their cheeks in blowing horn and trumpet, and clattered 
upon their great tambarines at least as violently as if they 
had made prize of another Atys. But how did the cen- 
turion chuckle when he observed (for we by this time had 
squeezed very near to the statue), that one of the next 
chariots was no other than that of Rubellia herself, and 
perceived that she and the stoic were now about to pass 
onward like the rest, at the expense both of giving 
money to the lions of Cybele, and of exhibiting their 
agility before the eyes of all that multitude. 

" Jove in heaven !" cried he, "I thought the garden scene 
was all in all ; but this beats it to atoms I Behold how the 
sturdy Thracian tucks up his garment above his sinewy 
knee, and how, nodding to the blows of the tambarine^ he 
already meditates within himself the appropriate convolu- 
tions of the dance. And the pretty widow ! by the girdle 
of Venus, she also is pointing her trim toe, and, look ye I 
better and better, do you not see that she has given her 
veil to the stoic, that so she may perform the more expe* 
ditely?*' 
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^I see it all,'' said I ; ^ but do speak lower, dear Sabinas; 
for, be sure, they would neither of them poise themselves 
half so gracefully, if they thought we were observing 
them." 

** Hush r quoth be, turning his head another way ; *' I 
suspect the stoic's eye has already caught us." 

Hearing this, I should of course have looked, after the 
example of the centurion, in another direction; but I 
know not if you have experienced what I have oftentimes 
done, that, as if under the influence of some serpentine 
fascination, one's eyes are in such situations extremely apt 
to rest themselves just on the object which most of all 
thev should avoid. And so it was with me ; for, instead 
of looking away, I perversely directed my eyes right upon 
the philosopher, who was so near that he could not pos- 
nbly mistake me, or dream of my mistaking him for any 
one but himself. And he also, perhaps fascinated like 
myself in the style of which 1 have been speakings 
although it was too evident that the sight of me was ex- 
tremely unwelcome, appeared, nevertheless, to be con- 
strained to keep his optics fixed upon me, — insomuch that 
I could not refrain from saluting him, to which he replied 
by a very low bow, and an unfortunate attempt towards 
a smile of courtesy. The widow, who could not help 
seeing what passed between us, saluted me also, but with 
an air of considerable confusion, for the blood mounted into 
her face, and suffused, for a moment, with deep crimson 
both her neck and arms ; and altogether, it was manifest 
that our recognition of her in such a situation, and in such 
company, had affected her with much perturbation. The 
centurion, however, who had by this time turned round 

Xin, no sooner saw that the ice was broken, than in he 
^ nged with a volley of dashing compliments — ;betray ing 
in nothing either surprise, or any extraordinary species 
of feeling beyond what is common when acquaintances 
chance to fall in with each other fortuitously. 

" All hail,*' said he, *' fair lady I and all haiU most rev- 
erend friend Xerophrastes ! What a beautiful moonlight 
evening this is I Uome, no shyness, old cock of Hymettus 5 
foot it away, foot it away, man I The lady will never 
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hare courage, if j<m don't give her your hand. Come, 
now, and remember, my good friend, that even although 
you be a stoic, you are an Athenian into the bargam. 
Come, polite sage, hop on, and convince us that philoso- 
phy has not quite washed out your original urbanity and 
elegance.*' 

There was always so much good-nature in the manner 
of the worthy centurion, that it was almost impossible for 
any one to be offended even by his sarcasms. His broad 
ruddy face seemed made for the very habitation of smiles ; 
his lips were ever wreathed with benignity, not to be mis- 
taken ; and the tones of his voice were so rich and easy 
that Thersites himself would not have dared to suspect 
them of malice. Yet Xerophrastes, on this occasion, ap- 
peared to be by no means delighted with the style of his 
salutation. A frown passed very darkly over his fore- 
head, and he turned to the blushing lady with an air of the 
highest impatience. She, on her part, although she was 
probably far from deriving any pleasure from what had 
passed, had the wit to disguise, in some measure, the feel- 
ings of her mind. She cast, therefore, a smile of airy and 
good-humoured rebuke (such at least it was designed to 
be) upon the mirthful centurion, and said, ^^ Come, Sabi- 
nus, methinks it might become you better to offer me your 
hand yourself for this sacred dance, than to play off your 
jokes so upon Xerophrastes, who cannot help himself any 
more than the rest of us. Come, centurion, I insist upon 
having your company." 

" My dear lady," quoth the centurion, advancing close 
to Rubellia, " you well know that my services are always 
at your disposal ; but it seems to me that you are already 
engaged for this dance ; and I am sure you will break 
the heart of Xerophrastes if you disappoint him, now that 
he has tightened his girdle, and plucked up his mantle, and 
made so many preparations. No, no ; the luck is his for 
this time, and don't let him be deprived of it. You see 
how conscientious I am, my dear stoic ; no more words, 
I pray you. Lead forth your fair partner ; and Valerius 
and 1, since we can do no better, shall follow in your 
train." 

Xerophrastes heard all this with a countenance but little 
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mollified. He tarned, however, once more to the lady ; 
and then forcing another smile, and gathering up the folds 
of his upper garment, no longer hesitated. She gave her 
hand therefore to the sage, and both, catching the beat of 
the instruments, forthwith sprung into the open place, and 
advanced with the usual motions towards the statue of the 
goddess. There was a good deal of constraint, it is not 
to be denied, in the manner of the lady; yet, on the 
whole, she acquitted herself in a style that bespoke her 
familiarity with all graceful exercises. But it was far 
otherwise with the stately disciple of the Porch, who, 
although be displayed brawny limbs, and abundance of 
agility after a fashion, yet executed every movement in a 
way so unequivocally rustic, that not a few of the youthful 
bystanders were not to be restrained from tittering, when 
they contemplated his clumsiness. 
** Well done, well done T quoth one. 
" The rhetorician for ever T cried another, clapping his 
hands. 

" Take care, Master Philosopher," quoth a third ; " your 
mantle is sweeping up all the dust.'' 

Xerophrastes, hearing this last ejaculation, could not 
help looking behin4 ^™ ^^ see as to the condition of his 
garments, and then the titter became universal ; for the 
truth is, he had them drawn up very tightly, and indeed 
much higher than was at all necessary, even for the full 
exhibition of his limbs. With less than stoical equanimity 
did he regard the crowd of laughers behind him ; and, of 
a truth, the last part of his dancing was yet more awkward 
than the first. The munificence of Rubellia, however, 
gained to her all the applauses of the sacred functionaries. 
The tiara'd heads were bowed in reverence before her ; 
and she and her companion, after having deposited their 
contributions, were cheered out of the circle with a most 
cordial peal of drum, horn, and trumpet. 

While this peal yet continued in all its vociferation, the 
jolly centurion touched me gayly on the elbow, and saying, 
" Now for it, Valerius ; have you your sesterces ready r 
leaped forth with a most warlike and determined air, hav- 
ing his hands stuck in his sides, and causing the folds of 
his sagum to vibrate in a wonderful manner, by the po- 
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tent exercitation of his well-strung muscles. The contrast 
between the reluctant clumsiness of the sulky philosopher 
and the ready and well-satisfied hilarity of his successor 
was by no means lost upon the multitude of spectators ; 
insomuch that the very first appearance of the new per- 
former was greeted by a universal clapping of hands, and 
every other manifestation of delight Instead of being 
oflfended by their mirth, the Prsetorian distributed his 
smiles on every side ; and observing a buxom young wo- 
man in one comer, who seemed afraid to trust herself be- 
fore so many eyes, he, without interrupting his step, took 
her gallantly by the hand, and so performed the rest of the 
dance in a manner which yet more increased the satis- 
faction of all who were looking on it. The girl had a few 
pence in her band ; but the centurion would not permit her 
to pay any thing, laying down himself a double ransom, and 
saying, perhaps rather too audibly, ^ No, no, pretty maid ; 
you have given enough to the goddess, since she has beheld 
your blushes." 

The maiden's blushes were probably not diminished 
by all this courtesy from a person of such figure ; but* 
however that might be, even the priests of Cybele were 
well pleased with the centurion, and I think that his good- 
humour procured for him a parting salute not much less 
violent than had been purchased by all the munificence 
of the widow. I know not what it was that all this while 
kept me back ; but I could not, at the moment when Sa- 
binus began, gather confidence to begin along with him : 
and then his dancing attracted so much notice, that it 
would have been a sort of intrusion had any one ventured 
to occupy the space till he was done with it. I waited, 
therefore, in hopes of being able to go forth with some or- 
dinary group of performers ; but no such opportunity im- 
mediately occurred. 

One of the next that exhibited himself was a very red- 
nosed senator, whose gestures threw even those of Aero- 
Ehrastes completely into the shade. He appeared to be 
ibouring under the relics of a grievous gout ; for he had 
his feet wrapped round with I know not how many folds 
of linen, and whenever he essayed to spring from the 
ground, one would have thought he had trodden upon 
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some nest of aspics. His hands meanwhile were held 
far out from him, and clenched bitterl^yand at every suc- 
cessive bound I could see him grinding his teeth for 
agony. Whether it had been so that the man was well 
known among them, I cannot say ; but if it were so, his 
character must certainly have been held in little favour by - 
the multitude ; for to every sardonic grin of his, the faces 
round about him replied by showing all their teeth ; and- 
one of the little boys, following close at his heels, was 
not withheld by any respect for the laticlave from imi- 
tating all the gestures both of his infirmity and of his ill* 
nature. I took it for granted that he must needs be some 
greedy and usurious old extortioner; and, indeed, the 
offering he deposited neither sounded very loudly on the 
basin of the goddess, nor received any great marks of 
thankfulness from the music of the priests. 

I was just about to follow this ancient, and rejoin my 
companion, when some one from behind laid hold pf my 
arm, and I heard at the same moment a whisper of, ** Va- 
lerius — stop, Valerius ; whither are you going ?" I looked 
round naturally to see who it was that thus addressed me, 
and I'perceived that, he was an old man, wrapped in a 
very large arid deep mantle, the folds of which, however, 
were so arranged that I could see very little of his features. 
I could not for my life imagine who this could be ; but 
the man, stepping a pace or two backward, beckoned to 
me with his hand, and I, suspecting no evil, immediately 
followed him. Seeing me move towards him, he drew 
back yet farther, and ascended a few steps which con- 
ducted to the portico of the adjoining house. I hesitated 
for a moment ; but his inviting geinure being*'repeated, I 
also entered within the shade of the pillars, and then the 
old man, dropping his mantle on his shoulders, said, ** Va- 
lerius, do you not remember me ? We met last at the 
tomb of the Sempronii.*' 

** At the tomb of the Sempronii !" said I ; and gazing 
earnestly upon him, I recognised, indeed, the features of 
the Christian priest, who had treated me on that eventfiil 
evening with so much courtesy ; but my surprise was 
great, as you may believe, to find him in such a situation ; 
for I myself had seen him conveyed away between armed 
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guards, and I could not imagine by what means he, of all 
others, should have so soon regained his freedom. 

He observed my astonishment, and gently smiling, said» 
in a low voice, ** My dear friend, perhaps I might have as 
much reason to be surprised with seeing you here^ as you 
}ime in seeing me. But follow me into this house, where, 
I assure you, you shall be both safe and welcome, and 
where we may communicate to each other whatever par- 
ticulars have occurred." 

The hope of perhaps hearing something concerning 
Athanasia determined me. I cast a look towards Sabinus, 
and saw him in the front row on the other side, attentively 
engaged in witnessing the performance. In short, I had 
no means of giving him atiy information, and hoping that 
he might continue to amuse himself so for a few minutes 
longer, I permitted the old man to lead me into the vesti- 
bule of the mansion. The slaves who were waiting there 
seemed to receive him with much respect; and he, on his 
part, had the air of being familiar with them. He passed 
them, saying, ** Do not trouble yourselves, I shall rejoin 
your master," walked before me up stairs, and shortly 
ushered me into a chamber situated over the halLof en- 
trance, where a grave and elderly personage was reclin- 
ing close by the open window which looked out upon the 
crowded and noisy street. Our host perceived not our 
approach till we had oome close up to his couch, for he 
was occupied with what was going on without, and the 
clamours of the Didym'sean music might have easily 
drowned a noise much more obtrasive than that of our 
footsteps. 

But when the old man accosted him, and said, '* Pon- 
tius, I have been successful. Here is my friend, young 
Valerius," the stranger rose up, and saluted me with the 
greatest kindness, 

^' I fear Valerius will think he has done but indifferently 
in exchanging a scene of so much gayety for the conver- 
sation of two quiet old men ; however, he will pardon me 
for being desirous of seeing him here, when he learns 
that I was one of his father's oldest friends, an4 served 
with him many campaigns, both in Germany and Britain. 
I should have been ill pleased had I heard that Valerius 
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liad heen in Rome, and had departed without my having 
an opportunity of retracing in hun, as I now do, the image 
of my old comrade." 

There was something so kindly in the manner in which 
these words were uttered, that I could not help being 
much gratified ; as, indeed, who is not gratified when he 
bears ^ectionate commemoration of a departed parent f 
I answered, therefore, in terms correspondent to my feel- 
ings ; but I could not help being all the while exceedingly 
curious to know something of the connection between 
Pontius and the old Christian, and I think my curiosity 
was not so well disguised as to escape the notice of either 
of them. A wine-flask, however, stood upon the table, 
and I was constrained to pledge the old friend of my father 
in a cup of excellent Falernian, and to listen and reply to 
not a few questions concerning the situation of my mother 
and myself, before I could lead the conversation into the 
channel I desired ; and at length, indeed, it was not so 
much any thing I said, as the readiness of the old priest 
himself, which gave to it that direction ; for the very first 
pause that occurred in the discourse between Pontius and 
myself, he filled up, by saying, " And now will Valerius 
pardon me for asking, if he has ever looked again into the 
narrative of Luke, or whether his curiosity, in regard to 
these matters, has been entirely satisfied by the adven- 
tures of one unfortunate night V* 

The manner in which Pontius regarded me when the 

Criest said this left me no doubt that he himself had em- 
raced, or was at least favourably inclined to, the opinions 
of the Christians; so I answered without hesitation, 
** My curiosity, instead of being satisfied with what I saw 
that evening, received new strength ; but you may easily 
believe that the troubles in which I was involved, and 
still more the troubles with which I know some others yet 
to be surrounded, have hitherto taken away from me both 
the means and the power of gratifying my curiosity as I 
would wish. But tell me, I pray you, by what means is 
your imprisonment at an end ?" 

«* My friend," replied the priest, " you speak naturally, 
but rashly. I believe you yourself are the only one of 
those surprised in the tower whose imprisonment has as 
yet terminated. Yet hope, good hope is not absent, — 
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above all, I trust there is no reason to despair concemipg 
that dear child who interfered in your behalf, when a rash, 
a bold, and, I fear me, a false ntan had drawn his weapon 
to your peril. As for me, I have but gained the liberty of 
an hour or two, and long ere morning's dawn I shall 
be restored again to my fetters.'* 

" Your fetters !" said I ; "excuse me, but you speak in 
a manner which entirejy perplexes me. Am I to under- 
stand, that by the connivance of a Roman jailer you are 
this night at liberty to perambulate the streets of Rome T 
Who is the man that has virtue enough to place so much 
reliance on your promise V 

" Young man," answered the priest, " he is a Chris- 
tian." 

" Even for his sake," said I, " the name is honourable." 

The old man smiled when I said this, and then, as if 
correcting himself, looked very gravely upon me, and 
said, '^ Valerius, I pray you speak not things which may 
hereafter give pain to your memory. Already you have 
read something of the life of One for whose sake our 
name is indeed honourable — ^of Him I trust you shall ere 
long both read and think more ; but in the mean time 
speak cautiously, I pray you, and remember, that where 
mercv is most abundant offence is most unworthy." 

" Felix," interrupted Pontius, " you speak too seriously 
concerning an involuntary and unconscious error. Vale- 
rius meant only to express his admiration of the jailer's 
behaviour." 

I nodded assent to this ; and the old man, again smiling 
reverently after his fashion, went on, saying, " You must 
even pardon the jealousy of an old servant (however un- 
worthy) for the honour of his Master. In truth, the man 
hath conducted himself both like a Roman and a Chris- 
tian, and most surely his generosity shall draw no evil on 
his head. But how shall 1 bless God, who threw my lot, 
since captivity it was to be, into a place where such au- 
thority as this was to have the superintendence of me. 
Yet more, how shall I be sufficiently grateful, that shb, in 
all things so delicate, although in nothing fearful, has shared 
the same blessing. In the worst, it is indeed true that 
there is an eye to regard the faithful, and an arm to sus- 

VoL. II.— K 
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tain them; but when I think what might have been — 
when I think that some brutal rufBan, and some gloomy 
dungeon, might have received my beautiful, my innocent 
child—" 

•* Heavens!" said I, " what do I hear ! — Is Athanasia in- 
deed lodged in the same prison with yourself, and is she 
also thus favoured V* 

*• I thank my God and hers," replied the old man, " that 
it is even so. The rest of those that were taken with us 
have been dispersed I know not where ; but ever since 
that time she and I have been under the roof of this our 
brother." 

<* And may she also go abroad thus freely ?" 

** Valerius," he replied, " you are much mistaken if 
you think that I embrace such freedom for my own sake, or 
for any purposes of mine own. What I do for the service 
to which I am bound, think not that Athanasia will ever 
desire to do for herself. She abides her time patiently 
where the lot hath been cast for her ; in due season, if 
such be the will of the Lord, she shall regain that in truth 
of which this is but the shadow." 

** God grant our prayer," said Pontius, ** and not ours 
only, but the prayer of all who know her, and have heard 
of this calamity! I think," he continued, turning to 
me, '' I think my brother mentioned that he had met 
you, along with Athanasia, at the villa of her uncle," 

I bowed assent, and he proceeded. 

" Whatever the exertions of her family and their friends 
can accomplish, most surely shall not be a-wanting. 
Would that those who are linked to her by ties yet more 
sacred had the power, as they have the will, to serve her ! 
Yet hope must never be rejected. The lamp yet burns 
on, and who knows what tne investigations of this very 
night may produce? The true accomplices of Cotilius 
roust of necessity, I think, be discovered ; and then Tra- 

Cn will be satisfied that the Christians stand guiltless, at 
ast of that treason. Let us wait patiently, and hope 
ever the best." 

** Alas !" said I, turning myself round to the priest, 
**what avails it to speak of jSoping? If to follow this 
&ith be a crime, how can any one hope to fellow it with- 
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out being continually liable to accidents at least as unfor- 
tunate ? In Rome, at all events, what madness is it thus 
to tempt the fate which impends over the discovery of 
that which it must be so difficult, so impossible to con- 
ceal ? Why, supposing you to be at liberty once more, 
why do you not abandon the capital, and seek some re- 
treat where privacy might be more attainable — where 
that might be done in safety which here cannot be with- 
out the continual presence, at least without the continual 
dread, of peril?" 

The old man heard me speak all these things (which I 
did hurriedly and vehemently) with a countenance of the 
utmost gravity. When I stopped he said nothing, but 
laid his finger on his lips in token of silence, and pointed 
with his other hand to the open window by which we were 
sitting. I listened, and heard distinctly the shrill voicefi 
of the priests of Cybele, as they broke forth above the 
choral murmurs of the drums and cymbals, and I perceived 
that the bloody legend of Atys was once more the subject 
of their song. The old man held his finger steady on his 
lip, and I could comprehend the words of their strain 
quite as Well as if I had been close to them upon the street 

But, as the dark rites of that Idaean superstition have 
never penetrated into our island, I cannot hope to give 
you any notion of the wild and gloomy impression which 
their mode of chanting such words as these is calculated 
to produce. You will understand, however, that the first 
part was always done slowly and solemnly, and that, in 
the latterj the voices of the priests ran rapidly and vio- 
lently over the notes. 

« Black — ^black and lazy rolls Eurymeclon 
(The great Pampbylian river) to the sea ; 
Full many a dasky shadow rests thereon, 
' Ftom rock and old impending hoaiy tree. 

^Upon the margin of the heavy stream, 

With rustling oak-leaves scattered red and sear, 
Stands the wan Phrygian boy, as in a dream, 
Worn out and wasted with his wild career. 

*« Above him, like a pale and shivering sprite, 
The Mo<m glides in the melancholy sky ; 
IVhile ever and anon the winds of night. 
Amid the bare bleak branche*, groan and sif h. 
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** How long, mad Atyi, wilt thoa stan^ 
With fixed eye and folded hand ; 
Nor hear what terrors are behind 
On the dreary mourning wind T 
Mother, 'tis not the voice of that black rivef, 
RolliBg slow to ocean ever — 
Mother, His not the whisper of the breeze 
To the gray brotherhood of trees. 
On flows the wave, the night-blast swells and dies ; 
But vainly from thy car mad Atys flies !** 

The ancient waited till the voices were drowned again 
in the clamour of the instruments, and then said to me, 
"Young man, do you know to what horrid story these 
words of theirs refer ? Do you know what sounds all 
these are designed to imitate ? Do you know what terror 
— what flight — what blood— what madness are here set 
forth in honour of a cruel demon — or rather, 1 should say, 
for the gain of these miserable and maimed hirelings ? Do 
you know all these things, and yet give counsel of flight and 
of cowardice to me, upon whose head the hand of Christ's 
holy apostle hath been laid ? Truly, it becometh well the 
appointed leaders to turn back and flee, when they per- 
ceive the glittering of the spears of the adversary, and 
hear the proud shouts of those who provoke them to the 
onset. Young man, for all her bonds, it Is not by such 
words as these that Athanasia might be wrought upon ; 
God, be sure, hath granted to her youth, tender though it 
be, such heart, and such confidence, as long, long years 
of trial have with difiiculty conferred on others (less fa- 
voured) of his servants." 

The moon, which fell full on the old man's countenance 
as he spoke so, showed his pale cheek suflused for the mo- 
ment with a more than boyish blush, and his eyes spark- 
ling not the less brightly because a tear hung translucent 
within its lids. He paused for a moment, and then, sink- 
ing his voice almost into a whisper, and fokling his hands 
liefore him, he proceeded* 

" Yes, my friend, it is even so ; but Valerius may be 
exeusable, although he as yet understands little of the 
feelings his words have perhaps too vehemently aroused. 
1 trust it shall not long be so, and that, if indeed we shall 
ever be set free from this captivity, we shall have our 
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return to the fellowship of the faithful hailed by a new son 
and a new brother, not less dear than any from whom 
we have been separated. Read, my dear Valerius, read 
and ponder well: my prayers, and the prayers of one 
who is far purer than me — they are ever with you. But 
now, since I have introduced you to Pontius, why should 
I delay here any longer ? He, both for your father's sake 
and for your own, and for that of the faith (of which you 
have had some glimpses), will abundantly aid you in all 
things. Deal not coldly nor distantly with him. I com- 
mit you into his hands, as a brand to be snatched from the 
burning." 

Pontius, during the address, reached forth his hand and 
grasped mine firmly, as in token of his acquiescence in 
all the old man expressed. He, on his part, havinff 
made an end of what he designed to speak, arose, and, 
looking into the street, said, *' These jugglers have now 
departed to their dens, and the gaping multitudes that 
attended them have dispersed. But 1 still see one per« 
son walking up and down, as if expecting somebody, 
where their dancing took place ; and it seems to me that 
it is the same, Valerius, who was in your company when 
you walked hither.*' I looked, and perceived that it was 
indeed Sabinus ; and I heard him whistling to himself, as 
he walked to and fro on the bright side of the pavement. 
I therefore bade them adieu hastily, saying that I had no 
thought my friend would have detained himself so long 
for me. As I was going out, however, I couki not help 
saying to the old priest, *' Dear father, when shall Isee 
you again, and when shall I hear further of Athanasia ?" 
The old man paused for a moment, and then said, " To* 
nK)rrow, to-morrow at noontide, be in the Roman Forum 
over-a^ainst the statue of Numa. You will there find 
some tidings for you/' 

"Surely," said 1 to myself, " this old man will not dare 
to walk at noonday in the Forum ; but after what I have 
seen, what shall appear impossible V 

I then rejoined Sabinus, who took my arm without in- 
terrupting his whistle, and so we walked briskly towards 
the house of my kinsman. The centurion plainly intimated 
that he took it for granted I had been engaged in some* 
K2 
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tfaiDg which I wished to keep from his knowledge ; buA 
mch affiiin made no great impression on him ; and after 
hoghing oat his hiugn, he bade me farewell for the night, 
ckae by the portico of Licinius. 



CHAPTER X. 

In the morning I found Licinius and his son ex* 
tremely uneasy, in consequence of the absence of Xero- 
pbrastes, who had not returned during the whole of the 
night ; but Sabinus came in while they were talking to 
me, and narrated, without hesitation, all we had seen 
and heard, both in the garden of Trajan and at the pro- 
cession of the Galli.- Young Sextus could scarcely be 
restrained by respect for his father from expressing, 
rather too openly, his satisfaction in the course which 
the affairs of the disappointed lady appeared to be 
taking ; while the orator himself muttered between his 
teeth words which I thought boded not much of good 
to the ambitious rhetorician. The centurion alone re- 
garded all these things as matters of mere amusement, 
or so at least he seemed to regard them ; for, as I have 
already hinted, I was not without my suspicion that he 
was at bottom by no means well pleased with the con- 
templation of the future splendour of the stoic. 

However, after many jests had been exchanged be- 
tween Sextus and the centurion concerning this new- 
discovered and apparently very incongruous amour, 
Licinius said, he was in so far much relieved by what 
he had heard, as it satisfied him that both the widow 
and her lover were now otherwise occupied than in 
prosecuting their designs against the niece of his friend 
Capito. 

"I myself,'^ he continued, "was all yesterday, as well 
as the day before, exerting every means in my power 
for her extrication from this unfortunate confinement. 
Cotilius, without question, has indeed been a traitor; 
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but I believe the prince himself is, by this time, well in- 
dined to absolve, not only the young lady, but by far 
the greater part of those who were taken with her, from 
any participation in his traitorous and unworthy de- 
signs. The charge, however, of which it rests wiA 
themselves alone to exculpate themselves, is one of a 
nature so serious that it is impossible to contemplate, 
without much anxiety, the pain to which so many 
families — above all, the noble and excellent Sempronii 
— ^may still, it is but too probable, be exposed. But this 
day Cotilius will, in all likelihood, pay the last penalty 
of his crimes — and then we shall see what intercession 
may avail. Would to Heaven there were any one could 
obtain access to the deluded lady, and prevail with her 
to do that which would be more effectual than I can 
hope any intercession to prove." 

I shook my head, and Licinius understood well the 
meaning of the gesture. " My dear Valerius," said he, 
^* I am afraid your apprehensions are indeed far from be- 
ing groundless. This infatuation — this dream — ^this 
madness — ^is, indeed, a just source of fear ; and yet, why 
should we suppose its sway to be already so deeply con- 
firmed in a breast so young, so ingenuous, so full, ac- 
cording to every report, of "every thing modest, gentle, 
and submissive ? Surely this amiable, affectionate girl 
cannot be insensible to the affliction of those who love 
her the best. But you still shake your head, Valerius ; 
well, it is in our hands to do what we can ; as for the 
issue, who can hope to divert Trajan from doing that 
which he believes to be just? Our best hope is in his 
justice—" 

" And in his clemency," interrupted the centurion ; 
— "yes, yes, and in liis clemency; you will scarcely 
persuade me that Cesar can meditate any thing serious 
concerning an innocent young girl, who has been guilty 
of nothing but a little superstition and enthusiasm. 
Nobody will confound her case with that of any obstinate 
old fanatic. Great Jove \ it is not to be believed but 
that she shall have many happy days yet, to see the 
nonsense of all these Jewish visions, and to forget them. 
In the mean time, what avails it to distress ourselves 
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more than is necessary? Licinius is able to do some- 
thing, and he will do whatever he can; and as for 
Valerius, it is my humble opinion that the best thing 
he can do is to get on horseback and go with Sextua 
and myself to the river-side, where the emperor is to 
review this morning the two cohorts that have just 
arrived from Calabria. They say they are in fine con- 
dition, and I have several old comrades among them, 
whom I have not seen for these three years." 

Young Sextus, who was on all occasions very fond 
of militsury spectacles, embraced with gladness this pro* 
posal of the ever-active centurion ; and very fain would 
they both have prevailed on me to accede to it likewise. 
I knew, however, that it would be impossible, if I ac« 
companied them, to keep my appointment with the old 
Christian ; and that I was resolved on no account to 
forego. I told them, therefore, that I must needs spend 
the morning in writing to my friends in Britain ; and so 
retired to my chamber, there to await the approach of 
the hour at which 1 had made promise to be in the 
Forum. I spent the time till it drew near in perusing 
once more (which I now did with greater composure 
and reflection, but with no diminution either of interest 
or admiration) the volume which had been given to me 
by Thraso, and restored to me s^ain by Athanasia. 
This volume, and the letter which I have before men- 
tioned, I placed together in my bosom, before I went 
forth into the city. 

I entered the Forum, and found it, as formerly, 
thronged with multitudes of busy litigants and idle 
spectators. A greater concourse, indeed, than was usual, 
crowded, not it only, but all the avenues to it, and all 
th^ neighbouring streets, by reason of a solemn embassy 
from the Parthian, which was to have audience of 
Trajan that day, in presence of the Senate. The 
rumour of this oriental pageant (for it was noised abroad 
that the ambassadors brought many splendid gifts in 
their train) had attracted the loungers of the baths and 
porticoes of t)ie Palatine, and all were waiting for the 
moment wbeai? the prince should return from the Martian 
Field, with the:newly arrived cohorts, and take his place 
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in the temple of Cdncord, where the Parthians were to 
be received. But I, for my part, had no sooner dis- 
covered the statue of Numa Pompilins than I resolved 
to abide close by it, lest, being mingled in the tnmnlt of 
the expecting multitudes, I should, by any mischance, 
escape the notice of the old man, who, I doubted not, 
meant to seek me there in person. The time, however, 
went on — senator after senator entered the portico of 
the temple — and at last the shouts of the people an- 
nounced that Trajan himself had arrived there. And 
immediately after he had gone in, the stately pomp of 
the Parthian embassy appeared in view, and every eye 
was fixed upon the long line of slaves, laden with cloth 
of gold and rich merchandise, and upon the beautiful 
troop of snow-white horses, which pawed the ground, in 
magnificent caparisons, before the gate of the Senate- 
house. But when the trumpets had blown a salute, 
which I understood to signify that the ambassadors 
themselves drew near, and all were yet more earnestly 
intent upon the spectacle, I observed a little fair-haired 
girl standing over-against me, by the base of the statue, 
who, after looking a^ me for some moments, came close 
to me, and said, with great modesty, " Sir, if you be 
Caius Valerius, I pray you follow me, and I shall bring 
you to the friend whom you have expected." 

1 signified that I was the man she sought, and that I 
was prepared to attend her ; and then the little girl cast 
her eyes upward on the left-hand, where the cliff and 
towers of the Capitol overlook the edifices of the Forum. 
My eyes instantly followed the direction of hers, and I 
saw, high up in one of the overhanging towers, a white 
handkerchief waved once and again from a window. 
My companion held up her right hand, I could not help 
thinking as if in answer to this signal ; but she said 
nothing, and I walked by her side in silence. We pro- 
ceeded lietween the arches, and so up the hanging stairs, 
and, in a word, had soon reached the level of the Capitol, 
from whence, looking back, I could perceive the whole 
array of the forensic multitudes far below me, and heaf 
the noise of their shouting, quite softened by the distance. 
The child paused with me for a moment at the summit 
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of the ascent, and then, still saying nothing, conducted 
me across two magnificent squares, and round about the 
great temple of Jupiter, until, at length, she stopped at 
one of the side-doors of an edifice, which, from the 
manner in which it was guarded, 1 already suspected to 
be the great prison, which is also called the Mammertine. 

The girl knocked, and he who kept the gate, saluting 
her cheerfully, allowed us to pass without question into 
the interior of the prison. My companion then took a 
key from her girdle, and herself opening a door on the 
right-hand of the inner court, tripped tefore me along 
many passages, and up many stairs, till we reached at 
length a part of the building which was arranged in 
such a manner that I could with difficulty believe it to 
belong to a place of confinement and punishment. She 
ushered me into a convenient antechamber, and then left 
me, saying, " Sit down, sir, if it please you, and I will 
tell my father that you are come." 

The little damsel had not been gone above a minute 
or two, ere a door, different from that by which I had 
come into the chamber, was opened, and the old priest 
(whose name, if I have not before mentioned it, was 
Aurelius Felix) entered, along with a mild-looking man 
of middle age, whom he desired me to salute as the 
keeper of the prison, saying, " Here, Valerius, is that 
Silo of whom yesterday evening you spake with so 
great admiration. But I hope the benevolence of a 
Christian will ere long cease to be an object of so muQh 
wonder in your eyes." 

" My father," said the jailer, " methinks you yourself 
say too much about such little things. But, in the mean 
time, let us ask Valerius if he has heard any thing of 
what has been determined by Cesar." 

I answered by telling what I had just heard from 
Licinius ; upon which the countenance of the old man 
was not a little lightened ; but Silo fixed his eyes upon 
the ground, and, I thought, seemed to regard the matter 
very seriously. He said, however, after a pause, " So 
far, at least, it is well. Let us hope that the calumnies 
which have been detected may turn more and moro 
of discredit upon those who have gone abroad con- 
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cerning that which is dearer to you, my father, and to 
all your true companions, than any thing of what men 
call their own. But, alas ! these, after all, are but poor 
tidings for us to carry to our dear young lady." 

" Fear not," answered Aurelius ; " have I not told you 
already oftentimes, that strength of heart goes not with 
bone and sinew, and that my gentle child is prepared 
for all things ? She also well knows that the servant 
is not greater than his master." 

So saying, the old man motioned to us to remain 
where we were, and withdrew again by the same door 
at which he had entered. I sat for some minutes by 
the side of Silo, who continued to look downward, and 
who was, indeed, manifestly much troubled by the 
news which I had brought. After a space, he arose 
and walked very dejectedly back and forward in my 
presence, but still said not a word, until at length the 
same modest little damsel opened the door by which 
the old priest had departed, and said, " Father, Aurelius 
is in the lady's chamber, and he desired me to bring 
Valerius." 

The father, smiling mournfully upon his child, pointed 
to me as if to bid me follow her, and I prepared to do so ; 
but he himself continued where he was, still walking 
to and fro, as if lost in meditation. 

The child led me, therefore, into the adjoining chamber, 
and tapped gently at a door on the other side of it. 
The voice of the old priest bade us come in, and Atha- 
nasia, who had been sitting by his side, arose with him 
to receive me. She was dressed in a simple white tunic, 
her hair was braided in dark folds upon her forehead, 
her countenance was calm, and, but for the paleness of 
her lips, and a certain something that was just visible 
in her eyes, I should have said that her gravity scarcely 
partook of sadness. When, however, we had exchanged 
our salutations, it was evident that some effort had been 
necessary for all this appearance of serenity ; for her 
voice trembled when she spoke to me, — ^yes, her voice 
trembled in every tone, and, as she stooped to caress my 
young guide, who had sat down by her feet upon the 
ground, I saw the tear that had been gathering drop 
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heavily^ and lose itself among the bright clusters of the 
little damsel's hair. 

The girl, in the mean time, perceiving nothing of 
Athanasia's trouble, continued to play with a linnet 
which sat upon her finger, and to imitate, after her 
childish fashion, the notes of the bird. From time to 
time she turned round, as if to attract the lady's notice 
to the beauty of her favourite, and hfted upward her 
«niling eyes, the pure azure of which reflected the care- 
less glee of innocence. But at length another and 
another drop fell full upon the cheek of the damsel, and 
then she looked upward more steadily, and seeing 
that, in truth, Athanasia wept, her own eyes be^n im- 
mediately to overflow with the ready tears of childhood. 
Athanasia pressed the girl to her bosom, and made one 
struggle more — but it would not do — ^for her heart was 
running to the brim, and, at last, with one passionate 
sob, all the sluices gave way, and she was dissolved at 
once in a flood of weeping. I took her unresisting hand, 
and imitated as best I could the language of consola- 
tion — which, alas ! I had not to give. But it seemed as 
if my poor whispers only served to increase the misery 
they were meant to still. She stooped, and covered her 
face with her hands, and sobs and tears were mingled 
together, and the blood glowed red in her neck, in the 
deep agony of her lamentation. 

1 looked round, and saw that the old priest was 
moved at first scarcely less than myself by all this sor- 
rowful sight. Yet the calmness of age deserted him 
not long, and after a moment there remained nothing 
on his countenance but the gravity and the tenderness 
of compassion. He arose from his seat, and without 
saying a single word either to Athanasia or to myself, 
walk^ quietly towards the end of the apartment, from 
which when he returned, after a brief space, there was 
an ancient volume held open in his hand. Still, without 
addressing us, the old man resumed his seat, which was 
right over-against the disconsolate maiden, and imme^ 
diately, in a voice touched — and but touched — with tre- 
mour, he began to read aloud, in the Greek tongue, 
words which were then new, and which have ever smce 
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been in a peculiar manner dear to me. Yon, my friends, 
know them well $ and surely none are to be found in all 
the Scriptures more beautiful than those sacred words 
of the royal poet of the Hebrews :— 

" ^ God,' " said the old man, and his voice gained strength 
from every word as he uttered it, — " ' God is our refuge 
and strength : a very present help in trouble. 

" * Therefore will not we fear, though the earth be re- 
moved ; though the mountains be carried into the midst 
of the sea ; 

" ^ Though the waters thereof roar and be troubled ; 

'< < Though the mountains shake with the swelling 
thereof.' » 

Athanasia took her hands from her face, and gradually 
composing herself, looked through her tears upon the 
old man as he proceeded. 

" ^ There is a river, the streams whereof shall make 
glad the city of God ; 

" ^ The holy place of the tabernacles of the Most 
High; 

" < God is in the midst of her. 

'^ ^ She shall not be moved ; 

" < God shall help her, and that riffht early. 

" ' The heathen raged ; the kingdoms were moved ; 

'^ ^ He uttered his voice ; the earth melted. 

" ' The Lord of Hosts is with us ; 

" ^ The God of Jacob is our refuge.' " 

The blood had mounted high in the countenance of 
Aturelius, and his voice had become strong and full, ere 
he reached these last words of triumphant confidence. 
The tears also had been all dried up on the pale cheek 
of Athanasia ; and although her voice was not heard, I 
saw that her lips moved fervently along with those of 
the fervent priest. Even in me, who knew not well 
from whence they proceeded, the words of the royal 
prophet produced I know not what of buoyance and of 
emotion, and perhaps my lips, too, had involuntarily 
essayed to follow them ; for when he paused from his 
reading, the old man turned to nie with a face full of 
benignity, and said, "Yes, Valerius, it is even so; 
Homer, Pindar, iBschylus— these, indeed, can stir the 

Vol. H.— L 
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blood; but it is such poetry as this that alone can sooth 
in sorrow, and strengthen in the hour of tribulation. 
Your vain-glorious Greeks called all men barbarians but 
themselves ; and yet these words, and thousands not 
less precious than these, consoled the afflictions,^ and 
ennobled the triumphs of the chosen people of the race 
of Israel long, long years ere ever the boasted melody 
of Ionian or Doric verses had been heard of. Prom 
this alone, young man, you may judge what measure 
of candour inhabits along with the disdain of our proud 
enemies, — how fairly, without question, or opportunity 
6f defence, the charge of barbarity is heaped upon what 
they are pleased to call our superstition,— how wisely 
the learned and the powerful of the earth have com- 
bined in this league against the truth which they know 
not,— of which they fear or despise the knowledge." 
The old man paused for a moment, and then laying 
his hand upon the volume that was open before him, 
and casting his eyes upward, said, in a deep and earnest 
whisper, " Surely the truth is mighty, and the gates of 
hell shall not prevail against her.* 

" But, alas I my dear father," said Athanasia, " I fear 
me this is not the place, nor the situation, in which 
Valerius might be most likely lo listen to your words* 
It may be that his own narrow escape, to say nothing 
of our present danger, has rel3dered him even more 
cautious than he was before." 

** And who, my dear child," he replied hastily, — "and 
who is he that shall dare to blame caution, or to preach, 
above all in such things as these, the rashness that is 
of folly ? No, no ; Valerius will not believe that we, 
like the miserable creatures whose impious songs we 
heard last night together, are studious only of working 
upon the fears of the ignorant, and harassing, with 
dark and lying dreams, the imaginations of the simple. 
Here" (he laid his hand once more upon the sacred 
volume) — "Acre are no wild stories of blood-thirsty 
deities and self-sacrificing maniacs. Here all is plain 
— clear— perspicuous. Here is that which Socrates 
vainly sought by all the ingenuity of reason. fl«*e is 
that of which some faint and mysterious anticipations 
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would appear to have been shadowed forth in the 
suUime obscurity of the visions of Plato. Here is that 
which, as that mighty martyr who died in this very city 
hath said, innumerable prophets and kings of the old 
tin^ desired to see, and yet saw not. Do nothioff rashly, 
young man ; but it is po^ible, as you yourself well know, 
that this may be the last opportunity I shall ever have 
of speaking with you ; and therefore, before we part, I 
must needs charge you solemnly, that henceforth you 
are not one of those who are altogether ignorant ; and 
that if your knowledge increase not, the sin shall be upon 
your head. I charge you, Valerius" (he rose from his 
seat as he spoke), "I charge you, that when you return 
once moYe to your native island you blot not out firom 
your memory the thin^ that you have seen and heard 
HI this great city of light and darkness. Examine — 
judge — ask aid, and aid shall not be refused you — ^but I 
charge you,^ as your soul is precious, I charge you once 
more, young man, neither to overlook in carelessnessi 
nor to reject in rashness. I take Athanasia to witness 
for me, that I have given you the warning that is 
needful." 

" Ob, sir !" said Athanasia, << I am sure it shall not be 
in vain that you have done so. I am sure Valerius will 
never foi^t this hour — " 

She ^azed in my face as she said so, and a tear was 
again visible, dimming the clear dark crystal of her eye^ 
yet on all her countenance there was no other semblance 
of passion ; all besides was calm, serene, heroic ; one 
lucid drop alone was there to tinge the majesty of resig- 
nation with the human grace of melancholy. The 
venerable Aurelius looked upon her with the pride and 
the pity of a father, and clasping his old thin hands 
together, whispered (for I think he had no power to say 
it more aloud), '* Would to God that I were here alone ! 
Shall, the axe be laid to the root of the fair young tree 
that hath but begun to blossom, when so many old trunks 
stand around withered by the lightnings, and sore broke^;i 
by the winds ! Ihe will of the Lord be done." -* 

" Amen ! amen !" said Athanasia, taking the old man 
by the hand, and smiling, I think, more cheerfully than 
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1 had yet seen her. " My dear father,'* she continued, " I 
fear you yourself, after sJl, are teaching Valerius to take 
^ but a sad farewell of us." 

"Alas ! my child," he relied, " he must have a hard 
heart who could look unmoved on that sweet face in this 
hour of sadness. But cheer up, my child, we must not 
forget that we are in the hands of a greater than Trajan. 
If so it please Him, all may yet go well with us even 
here upon the earth. You may live to see many happy 
years among your kindred ; and I" (the old man smiled 
most serenely) — " and for me, my gray hairs may be laid 
in bloodless dust. Once more, my noble maiden,' the 
will of the Lord be done. God forbid that we should 
be choosers for ourselves ; whatever cup awaits us, 
blessed be the name of the liOrd P 

So sayins^, the old man retired from the chamber, and 
once more I was left alone in the presence of Athanasia. 
I took from my bosom the book and letter which I had 
placed there, and laid them on her knee. She broke the 
seal, and read hastily what Thraso had written, and then 
concealed the scroll within her tunic, saying, " Alas^! 
Valerius, little did the brave old soldier suspect how soon 
his peril was to be mine ; will you permit me like him 
to make you my messenger? will you seek out my 
cousin, my sister, and tell Sempronia in what condition 
you have found me? — no, not in what you found — but 
in what you now see me. Will you go, Valerius, and 
speak comfort to my poor friend? Her pity, at least, I am 
sure is mingled with no angry thoughts ; and yet she 
only has reason to complain, for her secret thougjhts were 
not hid from me, and aJas ! I concealed mine from her.* 

" I have already seen her," said I, " and you do her no 
more than justice. But, indeed, Sempronius himself 
thinks of you even as gently as his daughter." 

" I doubt it not, Valerius ; but alas ! there are many 
others besides these ; and I know not what relic of weak- 
ness it is, but methinks L could have borne the worst 
more easily, had it not been for what I picture to myself 
of their resentment. The priestess— •dread that priest- 
ess — Alas ! I am cut off for ever from the memory of 
my kiodred«" ♦ 
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«* Weep not again," said I, " if you pity me, weep not 
Oh, Athanasia ! why did you save me from the sword 
of that Cotilius ? Miserable day, that I first opened my 
eyes upon Rome ; and, oh ! most miserable hour, that 
first—" 

"Nay, nay," she interrupted me; "lament not that 
which is past, and which never can be recalled." In 
saying so, she walked towards the window of the apart- 
ment, and I followed her footsteps. She threw open 
the lattice, as if that she might inhale the free air, and 
her eyes wandered to and fro over all the magnificent 
prospect that lay stretched out below us — the temples 
and high porticoes of the Forum — ^the gleaming battle* 
ments and long arcades of the Palatine — the baths, and 
theatres, and circuses between — and the river — ^yellow 
Tiber, winding away among the fields and groves, far 
beyond the blue ridges of the silent hills — and the clear 
sky of Italy extending over all things its beaming arch 
of splendour. We were far above the Forum, and when 
the trumpets were Mown by the gate of the Senate- 
house, the sound floated upward to us as gently as if it 
had been borne over the waters. The shouts of the 
multitude were heard echoed and £siintly re-echoed from 
the towers and the rocks. The princely pageant showed 
like a pomp of pigmies ; spear, and helmet, and eagle 
glittered together almost like dews upon the distant 
herbage. Athanasia looked and listened for a nK)menty 
and then rested her eye once more upon the wide range 
of the champaign, where green fields and dark forests 
were spread out in interminable succession, away towards 
the northern region and the visible mountains. She 
raised her h«md, and pointed to the verge of the horizon, 
and said to me, "Valerius, your home lies far away 
yonder. I must give you something which you shall 
promise me to carry with you to Britain — and preserve 
there, in memory— in memory— of Rome." 

Before I had time to make any answer, she had turned 

from me, and taken out of a c^Lsket that stood upon the 

table beside whllh she had been sitting, a scroll ot 

parchntent, bound with a silk riband, which she imzniH 
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diately put into my hands, and, " To-morrow," said she, 
<< Valerius, our fate, they tell us, must at length be deter- 
mined ; if we share the fate of Thraso, the last gift of 
Thraso shall be yours. If, however, any mercy be ex- 
tended to us, I cannot part with that memorial of a 
dying martyr. I must keep to myself the old man's 
favourite volume, for it was for me he had designed it. 
But, in the mean time, you see that I have taken care 
that you shall not be a loser. I have made a copy of 
the same book for yourself. I have written it since I 
came hither, Valerius, and you must not despise it be- 
cause the Mammertine has not furnished the finest of 
materials. Take this, Valerius, and take it with my 
thanks — ^my prayers. I kaow you will not forget my 
message to my dear sister. Sextus and she — ^may many 
happy days be theirs-*-and yours." 

I kissed the sad gift, and placed it in my bosom. 

" Valerius," she said, "dear Valerius, you weep, you 
weep ; now dry up your tears, Caius, for I cannot bear 
to see you weep. You weep for me because I am a 
Christian ; but forget not that the old Roman blood flows 
in my veins, and think not that its current is chilled, be- 
cause I have foresworn the worship of idol and demon, 
and am in peril for the service of The Living God. You 
think I am but an enthusiastic girl, not knowing either 
what I have left or what I have embraced, and you pity 
me as a victim of ignorance—" 

" God forbid," said I ; " I weep for you, Athanasia, 
but not for you alone. Alas ! here is no time for cere- 
mony, and silence breaks my heart — I love you, Athana- 
sia ; you know that I love you, and yet you tear^my 
heart-strings by speaking to me as if I were a stranger. 
Lady," said I, for the first eflfort was every thing, « you ' 
must foreive me — ^you must pardon me. Had the world 
gone fairly, I know not when I should have dared to say 
such things to you ; I know not if I ever should have 
dared. But now — ^nay, look not so calmly upon me, for 
that is worst ofsll—wnp, alas ! what avails it whether I 
keep the ways of the world, or desert dfem utterly, as all 
fair hopes have deserted me ? I ask nothing — ^I hope 
nothing—but I could not bear to part from foil thus, and 
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not to tell you that when I part from you, I bid farewell 
to all things. Pardon me — once more pardon me." 

Athanasia kept her eye upon me quite steadfastly, 
while I poured eut these wild words ; but her hand was 
placed in mine all the while, and I felt it cold and trem- 
bling. A single flush of crimson passed over ^her face, 
and then that too was as pale as marble, and I saw her 
lips move, but the syllables died ere they were uttered. 
She continued for a moment gazing so, and pale and 
trembling ; and then at last she fell upon my bosom and 
wept, not audibly, but I felt her tears. 

My Athanasia was still folded to my bosom, in that 
strange agony of sorrow and of confidence, when Silo 
the jailer entered the apartment, abrupt and breathless. 

" Oh, sir !" said he, "your suflerings are mine ; but it 
is necessary that you should leave us, and on the instant, 
for the prefect is already at the gate, and unquestionably 
he will examine every part of the prison ; and should 
you be recognised as the person who was taken in the 
monument, you see plainly to what suspicions it might 
give rise. Come then, sir, and let me secure your escape : 
we shall take care to warn you of whatever occurs, and 
we shall send for you, if there be opportunity." 

Athanasia recovered herself almost instantly when 
she heard what Silo said. 

" We shall meet again," said I. 

" At least once more," replied she, " at least once more, 
Valerius." 

And I tore myself away from her; and the jailer 
having once again committed me to the guidance of his 
child, I was in a few moments conducted to the same 
postern by which I had been introduced. In a word, I 
found myself in the court of the Capitol at the instant 
when the prefect, with all his attendants, was entering 
by the main gate of the Mammertine. 

The day was by this time considerably advanced, and 
I hastened homeward, in hopes of finding Licinius and 
having some conversation with him in private before 
the hour of supper. When I reached his house, how- 
ever, I wad told that he was still absent; and found at 
the same time a billet upon the table, which informed 
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me that Sabinus had carried Sextus with hitn to his 
quarters, and that both expected I would join thefm there 
immediately upon my return. I knew not how to refuse 
compliance, and yet I could not bear the thought of be- 
ing so far from the Capitol, in case of any message being 
sent to me from the prison. Since I could do no better, 
however, I charged Boto to remain in my apartment till 
sunset, and bring me, without delay, any letter or mes- 
senger that might arrive in my absence. Should none 
such appear within that space, I gave him a note, 
which I desired him to, deliver into the hands of Silo ; 
and having, as I thought, furnished him with sufficient 
directions how to discharge this commission, I myself 
took the path to the Praetorian camp, where I was sure 
at least of kindness, if not of consolation. 

You will wonder, indeed, when I tell you, what is 
nevertheless most true, that I felt less ne^ of consola- 
tion at that moment than I had done at any one time 
daring the several busy and unhappy days that h^d just 
passed over my head. In vain should I seek to explain 
to you from what strange mysterious workings of my 
mind it came to be so. Divine them if you can — think 
of me as you please — but there were moments in which^ 
as I walked along towards the residence of Sabinus, I 
felt — yes, in spite of all the darkness that surrounded 
the fate of my Athanasia — I felt as if some new light 
had streamed upon my path — as if some weight of in- 
tolerable lead had been lifted from my bosom — as if a 
heart dry and parched had been suddenly plunged in 
some current of life and refreshment — as if sorrow had 
faded into a phantom, and my lips had been taught 
some secret irresistible charm, by which the envious 
shade could for ever be chased into darkness. 

No, I speak rashly ; I paint it brighter than it was. 
There was still upon me the sense of something cold, 
black, grasping ; I could not forget for a moment that 
reality lay frowning around me ; fear hung over me like 
an evil bird, with wide, strong, hovering wings ; gulfe 
lay open before me — deep gulfs, from which my eye 
turned like a coward. Yet all was not darkness— *all 
was not heavinesiS. Despair was not. A beam — a 
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healii^ beam had penetrated the thick gloom of the* 
tempest — a rainbow hung glittering in calm brightness 
athwart the blackest places of the heaven— one pure 
azure spot gleamed steadily between the darkness of the 
lowering clouds. I knew that Athanasia loved me — 
utter misery could no longer be mine — I had no right to 
be miserable. Death itself could not dry up the tears 
that had been shed upon my bosom. O the pride and 
the inalienable happiness of youthful love ! No afflic- 
tion, no terror has power to take away its buoyancy of 
blessedness; the memory of it is the inexhaustible 
treasure of the soul ; the vision of young tenderness 
hovers day and night before the dim eye of age ; and 
Hope and Faith sit like two white-robed angels by the 
restoring tomb. 



CHAPTER XL 

Strange as all this may appear to you, it was there* 
fore with (comparatively speaking) something of a light- 
ened heart that I passed along the Mounds of Tarquin, 
beyond which, as I have already told you, the Praetorian 
camp is situated. When I drew near to the camp itself, 
and came within sight of the guard-house where I had 
visited Thraso, and of the old fig-tree beneath which I 
had recognised Athanasia, it is true, the darker picture 
prevailed for a moment over all the light I had been abfe 
to see, or to fancy. Nevertheless, even these sad memo- 
rials could not effectually compete with the natural ele- 
ments of hope that were so strong within me ; and even 
Sabinus, who was by no means the closest of observers, 
said, the moment I entered his apartment, that he was 
quite sure I had heard good news of my lawsuit ; or else, 
he added in a whisper, of some affair almost as interesting 
to me. 

When I told him, in reply to this, where I bad been, 
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' and in what condition I had left Athanasia, the counte- 
nance of the good-natured centurion immediately fell, and 
he said, ^* Well, my dear Caius, I am glad to see that you 
have at- least learned one good thing since you came to 
Rome ; and that is, not to let your face lie open like a 
text-book, for every booby to read your thoughts upon. 
Let us hope, however, my dear boy, that you may not long 
have occasion for putting any such lessons in practice— at 
least not in the way you are now doing. To-night or to- 
morrow we shall certainly know the test or the worst of 
it ; and in the mean time, you must play the soldier among 
soldiers, and remember that Anacreon is your only true 
camp oracle." 

He concluded the sentence with one of his usual whis- 
tles, in which there was perhaps more of hilarity than (^ 
music ; and, beating time with his heel upon the ground, 
chanted the merry lines of the Teian reprobate, — 

^ To-morrow comes ! while here I rit, 
What have I to do with it ?" 

, A gray-haired tribune, with one eye, and a thin yellow 
face, seamed all over with wrinkles, walked, or rather 
halted, into the room at that moment, and took the strain 
out of the mouth of the joUy centurion, — squeaking very 
dolefully,—: 

" Why, oh why, when joy is here — 
When the sky is bright and clear — 
Why be dreaming about sorrow, 
And clouds that come not tiU to-monow 1" 

After having quavered with an air of great self-satis- 
faction upon tte last note of which, the old gentleman 
said, " Come, Sabinus, there is no time to be lost ; there 
is to be such a crowd to-day, that if you wish your friends 
to sit near the master of the feast, you had better adjourn 
to the Julius; I looked into the kitchen as I came 
along." 

'' Of course you did, tribune," interrupted Sabinus, 
laughing. 

" I looked into the kitchen," he proceeded, " and you 
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may laugh, if you please, at the news I have to tell you, but, 
by the genius of Trajan, I never saw such a boar since I ' 
was born. By Jove, what firmness ! what a beautiful 
brown I 'tis a most illui^rious boar !" 

" You speak like a very Antonyj" quoth the centurion ; 
'* but come, boys, since it is so, I know not why we should 
linger. I am glad that the camp is not to be disgraced 
by the supper — and as to the wine — I say nothing — but I 
believe, tribune, we can show them something." 

So saying,.these two commanders led us into the great 
banqueting-room, where several of those high-fed war- 
riors who had more than once disposed of the empire 
were already reclining upon rich couches around the board 
on which this tusked charmer was expected to make his 
appearance. Sextus and I obeyed the directions of our 
host, and took oar places, not without some feelings of 
humility, in the presence of those lordly personages, whose 
effeminate exterior would, perhaps, have made them less 
formidable in my eyes, had I not remembered the youth 
of the great Caesar, the Parthian retreat of Antony, and the 
recent death of Otho.* 

There were present, besides these luxurious soldiers, a 
few casual visiters like ourselves, who seemed quite as 
fond of good eating as any of the rest ; among others, 
a sleek Flamen, who reclined on the right-hand pf the pre- 
siding tribune, and a little bald Greek, who seemed to 
think it incumbent upon himself to fill up every pause in 
the conversation by malicious anecdotes or sarcasms, of 
which last it was easy to see that the Flamen opposite to him 
was frequently the subject. That sacred character, on 
his part, so long as the supper lasted, did not appear to 
give himself much trouble about any thing the Greek chose 
to say ; his eye seldom wandered from bis cover, unless 
when it was in search of some particular sauce or condi- 
ment ; and if he interrupted his eating now and then, it 
was only for the purpose of sipping a little out of a certain 
richly-chased goblet, that stood within easy reach of his 
fingers. The Greek, on the other hand, became every 
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moment more and more free in his remarks, and even 
hazarded a few jokes, which it was impossible not to con- 
sider as extremely irreligious in their tendency. Neither 
wit nor impiety, however, could make any impression 
upon the smooth-faced Flamen, who deemed to think, if 
one might judge from his behaviour, that the mest accept- 
able service he could render to the deities was to do full 
and devout justice to the gifts of their benevolence. 
There was so much of seriousness in the good man's style, 
both of eating and of drinking, that one could scarcely 
suspect him of being actuated by feelings of a less digni- 
fied nature. The scene, nevertheless, appeared to fur- 
nish infinite amusement to the spectators ; above all, to 
that extremely fat and short-necked commander who 
acted as master of the revels, — who laughed so heartily 
every now and then, that his face looked black rather thaa 
purple, and that I could not help thinking there was 
some ground for what I heard whispered more than once 
among some of his juniors. Perhaps I need scarcely add, 
that the word apoplexy was one ot those I overheard. 

A very animated discussion concerning the newly-ar- 
rived cohorts (which, I have told you, had taken place 
that morning by the river-side) relieved for some time the 
patient Flamen from the attacks of this irreverent person, 
and engaged the zealous participation of those who had 
hitherto &en the most silent of the company. Sabinus, 
among the rest, was ready with a world of remarks upon 
the equipments, the manoeuvres, the merits and the demer- 
its of the troops in question ; but something he said was 
quite at variance with the sentiments of one of his brother 
centurions, who disputed with him rather warmly than 
successfully, for a few moments, and at last ended with 
saying, " But why should I take so much trouble to dis- 
cuss the matter with you, who, we all know, were think- 
ing of other matters, and saw not much more of the 
review than if you had been a hundred miles off from it V* 

The centurion coloured a little, and laughed, as it 
seemed to me, with rather less heartiness than usual ; but 
the disputant, pursuing his advantage, said, ** Yes, yes, you 
may laugh if you will ; but do you think we are all bUnd, 
or do you suppose we are not acquainted with certain 
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particulars ? Well, some people dislike the Suburra, but 
for my part, I agree with Sabinus ; I think it is one of the 
genteelest places in Rome, and that there are some of the 
snuggest houses in it too ; and if old men will die — for me, 
1 protest, I don't see why young men should not succeed 
them." 

The centurion laughed again, and natural ruddiness 
of complexion was, 1 thought, scarcely quite sufficient to 
account for the flush on his countenance, as he listened 
to these inuendoes. But the master of the feast cut the 
matter short, by saying that he had a health to propose, 
and that he expected all present should receive it with 
honour. — " Here," said he, " is to the fair Lady Rubellia, 
who is never absent when the Praetorians turn out ; and 
may all things fair and fortunate attend her now and here- 
after." 

I pledged the toast, as in duty bound, and whispered to 
Sabinus, ^* My friend, I think you have really some rea- 
son for blushing. Oh, fy ! to go and make table-talk of 
it so immediately. If you had no pity on Xerophras- 
tes, you might at least have had some pity for the pretty 
widow." 

He made no answer to this, and looked, if possible, 
more confused than ever ; but, just at that moment, a 
soldier came in, and delivered a billet to the presiding 
tribune, who handed it to Sabinus immediately after he 
had read it, and said, loud enough to be heard b}r all those 
who sat near him, " I wish the prince would give some 
of this work to these new comers. But, indeed, I won- 
der what lictors are good for nowadays. I think the 
Praetorians might be spared such jobs as this ; but every 
thing that these Christians are any way concerned in 
seems to be a matter of importance." 

Sabinus, having read the billet, handed it back again to 
the tribune, and said, ** So exit Cotilius I — well, and so 
we must play the chorus to the falling of his curtain." 

The tribune shrugged his shoulders, whispered some- 
thing into the ear of the messenger, and then, dashing 
more wine into his cup, said, "By Jove, it is my most 
humble opinion, that Rome will never be a quiet place, 
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DOT the Pretorian helmet a comfortable bead-piece, till 
these barbarians be extirpated." 

The Flamen tossed off a full mblet, and smitbg with 
his hand upon the table, said, ^ There spake a true Ro- 
man, and a worshipper of the gods. I rejoice to find that 
there is still some religion in the world ; for, what with 
skulking Jews on the one hand, and bold blasphemous 
Cyrenaeans on the other, so help me Jupiter, the general 
prospect is dark enough T 

^' In my opinion," quoth the bald Greek, putting on an 
air of some gravity, and staring the Flamen full in the 
face, " in my humble opinion, the Jews will have the bet- 
ter of the Cyrenseans. Indeed, I should not be much 
surprised to see this Christian superstition supplant every 
other." 

The Flamen half-started from his seat, and opened his 
eyes as if rage had half-strangled him : but his wrath was 
speechless, and he sat down again to devour it. 

" You observe, gentlemen," proceeded the Greek, in a 
tone of the most perfect composure, '^you observe what 
great advantage any new superstition has over any thing 
of the same sort that is old. We all know, for example, 
that Isis and Cybele have for many years past left com- 
paratively few worshippers to Mars, Apollo,— even to 
Jupiter." 

The Flamen, with a face on fire, twisted himself on his 
seat. The Greek perceived that he had at last touched 
him in a tender place, and, conveying additional solemnity 
into his visage, pursued his triumph. 

•«It is, indeed, most melancholy, most lamentable," 
quoth he ; ^' but it is nevertheless most true. I have heand 
that, unless upon some very great day, a gift is now quit^ 
a rarity upon the altar of any of the true ancient deities 
of Rome. Eeypt and Mont Ida have done this ; and^ 
upon my word, I don't see why Palestine should not suc- 
ceed as well as either of them ; for I suppose cant and 
buffoonery are pretty much the same things all the world 
over. In the mean time, the enlightened contemplate 
every different manifestation of the superstitious principle 
with equal indifference ; and, I confess to you, 1 have 
been a little surprised to perceive how far Trajan is fiom 
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imitating their example. But that Chseronsean master of 
his, that Plutarch, was always a perfect old woman ; and 
I fear the prince has not been able to shake off the im- 
pression of his ridiculous stories. They say, the old proser 
has become a priest himself (I forget of what deity) 
since be returned to his village. It were well if he con- 
tented himself with imposing upon those rustics ; but it is 
rather too much to think of such a person having any 
influence with the master of the empire — and such a 
master, too, as Trajan !" 

** Hush, hush !" quoth the master of the day, **you for- 
get in what company you are ; and besides, if it please 
you, you must remember that nothing can be said here 
against either Trajan or his friends ; and as for Plutarch, 
let me tell you, I remember Plutarch very well ; and he 
was — whatever you may say of him — he was one of the 
pleasantest fellows that I ever met with." 

" I doubt it not — I doubt it not," cried trie Greek, per- 
ceiving that he had carried the thing too far. 

" You doubt it not, sir ?** quoth the Flamen at length, 
recovering the use of his tongue : ^' I am glad, I assure 
you, that there is any thing you don't doubt. But answer 
me one thing, Master Believer, do you believe that your 
body and your soul are made of the same clay ? do you 
believe there is any after-state, in which the faults of the 
now shall be corrected V 

*^ My dear Flamen," answered he, relapsing into his old 
tone, " I suppose you don't yourself believe that every 
thing is as well as it might be T" 

<* No, sir," quoth the other, very shortly, " 1 believe no 
such thing ; and I never was less inclined to believe it, I 
promise you." 

** The day may come, then,** resumed the bald man, 
with an air of great sagacity, " the day jnay come when 
Falernian shall sparkle ready for drinking in the rivers— 
when thrushes shall hop about the trees broiled and 
trussed — and when man — perfected being I — shall say to 
the lamprey hissing in the pan, * My friend, I think that 
side of you will do now ; pray turn round, if it please you ; 
and do you, mellow offspring of the olive, take care you 
don't let him stick to the brass.' Gentlemen, the Flamen 
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and I are, after all, you see, quite as one as to these mat- 
ters,^ 

The younger Pra)torians laughed heartily along with 
the satirical Greek ; but the Flamen looked deadly pale 
for rage, and held his lips so firmly together, that I sup- 
pose he wished us to see he would have thought it . profa- 
nation for him to address one worJ more to such a person 
as this scoffer. Sabinus alone appeared desirous of re- 
storing the harmony of the assembly, and called forthwith 
on the same musical brother who had come into his 
apartment before supper, to join him in entertaining the 
company with a song. The old gentleman required much 
solicitation, and said fifty times over that he was a little 
hoarse ; but, nevertheless, he was audibly clearing his 
throat all the while, and he at last announced his consent 
to attempt the singing of the female part in the beautiful 
duet of Horace and Lydia. Sabinus, on his part, was al- 
ways ready with the best he could do ; and accordingly 
began to roar out, without hesitation, in his usual bois- 
terous fashion, the tender words of regret and expostu- 
lation, which the most elegant of poets has ascribed to 
himself. The delicate half-squeaking, half-murmuring re- 
sponse of the wrinkled representative of the inconstant 
Lydia afforded a contrast irresistibly ludicrous to the 
rough guard- house vociferation of the ever jovial Sabinus* 
But to the ill-suppressed mirth of the party my good-na- 
tured friend listened with the most perfect composure. 
He had turned the thoughts of his comrades into a new 
channel, which was all he had wished to do ; and nothing 
could afflict him less than the idea that he had accom- 
plished his benevolent purpose at the expense of being a 
little laughed at. He concluded, however, with propo- 
sing a bumper to the charming Lydia ; and so, it must be 
confessed, continued to leave the best part of the burden 
on the shoulders of his companion. 

All, in short, were once more in perfect good humour, 
when another soldier appeared behind the couch of the 
president, and handed to him what seemed to be another 
billet of the same complexion with the former one. He 
tossed the paper as before to my friend, who changed 
colour, and looked very serious as he read iU He looked 
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to me very earnestly, as he was about to return it, and I 
could not help asking him if it was any thing that con- 
cerned me. 

" My dear Caius," he said in a whisper, " now do not 
alarm yourself — for, after all, it may be nothing ; but an 
additional guard is ordered to the Palatine, and the rea- 
son is said to be, that the rest of the Christian prisoners 
are to be examined by the emperor himself." 

" And when — for the sake of Heaven ! — when, Sabi- 
nusr 

" Now, now — this very evening — an hour hence. For 
Heaven's sake, compose yourself, my dear boy. Would 
you retire to my apartment ?" 

I mastered myself as well as I could, and resolved, if 
possible, not to quit the room so very abruptly. I told 
Sextus, however, what I had heard, and desired him not 
to be astonished if I should ere long make my escape. 
The poor boy shared visibly in all my agitation ; but I had 
scarcely had a moment to compose myself, when one of 
the slaves who were in attendance whispered to me that 
a person wished to speak with me in the ante-chamber. 
Sabinus insisted upon accompanying me — Sextus did the 
same — and we all three, having made our excuses, hast- 
ened to the hall, where my messenger was expecting 
me. 

It was Dromo, and he stood panting for breath. 

" Sir," said he, " I have no time for explanation. Silo 
wishes to see you, and instantly ; I left Boto along with 
him at the Mammertine." 

" Run," said Sextus ; '* let us run, my dear Caius. Sa- 
binus and i will both go along with you." 

" No, no," said Dromo ; " nobody must go along with 
him but myself — no one else can be of any use ; and as 
for the centurion, the guard is already waiting for him in 
the court." 

" Ha !" said Sabinus, " so very speedily do they at- 
tend me ? Run, then, run, my dear Valerius. I shall be 
at the Palatine on the instant ; and be sure I shall come 
to you the moment the watch is out. Run, and remem- 
ber what I said to you. Forget not that you are a man, 
and a Roman." y 
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So saying, the centurion took bis sword and helmet, 
and before Dromo and I were beyond the precincts of 
the camp, we saw him mounted, and at the head of his 
squadron. They passed us a few yards beyond the gate, 
and although we pursued them hastily, the beat of hoofs 
and theiing of armour were soon far beyond our hearing. 



CHAPTER XII. 

Moving at thft^ rapid pace, we had come within sight 
of the towers of the Capitol, ere Dromo declared himself 
no longer able to sustain the same exertion. 

"And after all," said he, looking to the west, froni 
which the last blush of sunset had not yet entirely passed 
away, " after all, we shall be in good time. We shall 
find Silo and Boto still together ; for the hour is not yet 
come at which the prisoners were ordered to the Pala- 
tine." 

I made some inquiry why it was that Boto had not 
come to me himself, and received an explanation which 
I must give to you more briefly than Dromo gave it to me. 

You must know, then, that Boto, mistrusting his own 
recollection of my instructions, had requested Dromo to 
assist him in finding his way to the Mammertine ; and it 
was so that the Cretan had come to be witness of a scene 
which, in spite of all his sarcastic disposition, he could 
not narrate to me without many tokens of sympathy. I 
think I mentioned to you once before, that my faithful slave, 
in coming with me to Rome, had indulged the hope of 
meeting once more with his brother, who, many years be- 
fore our journey took place, had been carried off from 
Britain in the train of a Roman officer of distinction. 1 
smiled when the poor man expressed to me his ignorant 
confidence that his brother would certainly find him out, 
ere he had been many days in the metropolis of the world. 
But now, as it turned out, a fortunate accident had abun- 
dantly recompensed him for many hours of ill-regulated 
search. He had found his brother, and he had found him 
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in the Mamtnertine. In a word, the British bondsmaQ 
bad been one of the luckiest of men ; and the brother of 
my own slave was no other than that humane Silo, to 
whose kindness I, and one dearer to me than myself, had 
already been so deeply indebted. The Cretan, himself a 
slave, and an exile long banished from his kindred, described, 
in a tone of melancholy interest, a scene which, in itself, 
must have exhibited almost as much of sorrow as of joy. 
He had partaken in all the feelings of the long-lost bro- 
thers, and hastened to bring me from the Praetorian camp, 
that Boto might be spared the pain of immediately part- 
ing from him whom he had just found in a manner so un- 
locked for, and in a condition so far above his expecta- 
tions. " And yet," said he, " I had some difficulty in pre- 
vailing on Boto to permit me to do this ; for, after his first 
transports were over, it seemed to be the most fervent 
wish of his heart to be able to tell you of his good fortune, 
and present to you his brother." 

But I have no time at present to tell you more of what 
passed between me and the Cretan. The red tints of 
the western sky were every moment becoming faint and 
more faint, and I hurried along the darkening street, and 
up the ascent of the Capitoline, scarce listening to the 
story, which, at any other moment, I need not tell you 
would have commanded all my attention, and all my 
sympathy. We reached the summit, and found the mag- 
nificent courts and the temple of Jupiter already occu- 
pied by various detachments of mounted soldiers. I hast- 
ened, between their scattered groups, on to the gate of 
the Mammertine, and, at the moment when I had reached 
it, recognised, at some distance, the strong voice of Sa- 
binus calling out, " Stand, Eagle ; comrades, close up !" 
The horn sounded as he spoke, as if in echo to the com- 
mand, and, before the postern opened to admit us, the 
Praetorian squadron had formed themselves into a com- 

fact line, right over-against the great gate of the prison, 
saw Sabinus take his place at the head of the array, and 
ran to speak to him. ** My dear Caius," said he, stooping 
on his horse, '* would to Heaven I had been spared this 
duty I Cotilius comes forth this moment, and then we go 
badk to the Palatine ; and I fear — I fear we are to guard 
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thither your Athanasia. If yoa wish to enter the prisoD, 
hasten yoar steps; and may yoa be stronger than you 
hope. Go, go, my dear boy," he added. ^ By Jove, I 
had rather pursae the Parthian ! — but what must be, must." 
He squeeaed my hand, and I hastened away from him. 
Dromo stood along with the door-keeper at the open pos- 
tern, and we glid^ into the prison, which was now no 
longer silent, as I had found it in the morning, but re- 
sounding in aU its courts and arches with bustle and hurry, 
and the noise of fatal preparation. 

We had scarcely entered the inner court ere Sabinus 
also, and about a score of his Praetorians, rode into it by 
the main approach. Silo and Boto were standingtogether ; 
and both had already hastened towards me ; but the jailer, 
seeing the centurion, was constrained to part from me 
almost before I had time to take him by the band, or to 
lift up my poor Boto, who, not I think without tears, had 
embraced my knees the instant he perceived me. His 
brother, however, who seemed scarcely less affected than 
he, attended not Sabinus till he had whispered a single 
word in my ear, — " Oh ! sir, now, more than ever, how 
does all this torture me ! Pity me, for I also am most 
wretched. But you know the way — here, take this key 
— hasten to the apartment, which you know — and oh ! 
spare yourself at least the needless pain of witnessing 
this scene of blood, which — would to God it were the last 
— Oh ! sir, let me not entreat you in vain ; hasten to my 
dear lady, and tell her, for I have not the heart to do so, 
what comniands have come to us from Trajan." 

Alas I said I to myself, of what tidings am I doomed 
ever to be the messenger I — but Athanasia was alone ; 
and how could I shrink from any pain that might perhaps 
alleviate hers. I took the key the kind jailer offered me 
— I left the court, which was now blazing with the light 
of torches, and ringing with the muster of men and horses 
—I glided hastily along the dim corridors of the Mam- 
mertine, and stood once more at the door of the chamber 
in which I had parted from my Athanasia. No voice an- 
swered to my knock ; 1 repeated it three times, and then, 
agitated with indistinct apprehension, hesitated no longer 
to open it. No lamp was burning within the chamber ; 
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but through one of its two windows, both of which stood 
open to receive the mild air of the evening, there entered 
a wavering glare of deep saffron-coloured light, which 
showed me Athanasia extended on her couch, her head 
pillowed upon her left arm, and her right hand buried in 
the mazes of her dark hair, which lay loose and dishev- 
elled upon her placid bosom. I say placid, for, fierce and 
unnatural as was the inconstant gleam that passed and 
repassed over her features, its ominous and troubled hue 
had no power to mar the image of her sleeping tranquil- 
lity. There lay she, her large serene eyelids closed in 
their calmness upon orbs that were so soon to be awakened 
upon all the fierceness of peril — all the gloom of terror, 
A smile — a sweet composed smile sat on her virgin lips, 
and her tunic scarce betrayed the modest heaving of her 
bosom. I hung over her for a moment, and was about 
— oh I how unwillingly — to disturb that slumber — per- 
haps that last slumber of peace and innocence — when 
the chamber-walls were visited with a broader and a yet 
deeper glare, and my footsteps, I know not by what in- 
stinct, were drawn half-unconsciously to the window by 
which the light had access. 

^ Caius, Caius," she whispered, as I stepped from be- 
side the couch ; " why do you leave me, Valerius? stay, 
stay, my Valerius." 

I looked back, but her eyelids were still closed ; the 
same calm smile was upon her dreaming lips. The light 
streamed redder and more red — all in an instant became 
as quiet without as within. I approached the open win- 
dow, and saw Cotilius standing far below in the midst of 
the prison-court ; the torches all around — the horsemen 
drawn up in silence on either side — and a single soldier 
close behind him, resting upon an unsheathed glittering 
sword, as in expectation of the signal. 

Sabinus, meantime, who sat on horseback immediately 
over-against the prisoner, was stooping down and speaking 
with Silo ; but ere I had looked for another moment he 
dismissed the jailer, and I saw him nod to the trumpeter, 
who immediately lifted his trumpet to his mouth. Co- 
tilius showed, by one rapid gesture, that he understood the 
meaning of the nod, and seemed to plant himself with more 
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firmness upon his feet, his eye all the while being fixed . 
steadfastly upon the centurion. The glare of the torches 
was so strong that I saw every thing as clearly as if the 
flpcene had passed at noonday. I saw Cotilius's keen blue 
eye as fierce as ever — I saw his lips pressed together 
steadily upon his teeth — I saw that the blood was still 
fervid in his cheeks, for the complexion of this man was 
of the same bold and florid brightness, so uncommon in 
Italy, which you have seen represented in the pictures of 
Sylla,and even the blaze of the torches seemed to strive 
in vain to heighten its natural scarlet. The trumpet was, 
as I have said, at the man's lips, and the soldier had lifted 
his sword from the ground, and my eye was fixed, as if 
by fascination, upon the bare throat of the prisoner, when 
suddenly a deep voice was heard amid the deadly silence, 
calling several times, " Cotilius \ Cotilius I — look up, Co- 
tUius!" 

The eye of Cotilius obeyed the summons more slowly 
than that of any other person who was present there — 
but at last it did obey it ; and he and I, and all the rest, be- 
held Aurelius Felix, the Christian priest, standing at an 
open window, not far distant from that at which I myself 
was placed ; and it was evident to all that it was from 
the old man's lips the voice had proceeded. CotiKus re- 

farded him steadfastly for a moment, and then resumed 
is former posture ; but the old man called again mace 
loudly than before — " Cotilius, Cotilius I" said he, and he 
stretched forth his fettered hand as he spake, and the 
SQund of his voice was alike clear, earnest, and solemn — 
" Cotilius ! I charge thee, look upon the hand from which 
the blessed water of baptism was cast upon thy head. I 
charge thee, look upon me, and say truly, ere yet the blow 
be given, upon what hope thy thoughts are fixed 7 Is this 
sword bared against the rebel of Cesar, or a martyr of 
Jesus ? I charge thee, speak ere thy blood flows-; — and 
for thy soul's sake, speak truly." 

Cotilius kept his eye upon the old man while he was 
speaking, but I could not observe the least change in the 
expression of his countenance. When he was done, and 
even the soldiers that stood about appeared to be expect- 
ing his answer, a single bitter motion of derunon passed 
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over hig lips, and he* nodded, as if impatiently, to the 
Praetorian whose lips were upon the end of the trumpet 
The man blew, and while yet the surrounding arches 
were echoing the sound, the sword-bearer had executed 
his office, and the headless trunk fell heavily upon the pave- 
ment Instinctively I turned me on the instant from the 
bloody spectacle, and my eye rested again upon the couch 
of Athanasia-r-but not upon the vision of her tranquillity. 
The clap with which the body of Cotilius fell upon the 
smooth stones of the court had, perhaps, reached the sleep- 
ingear,and we all know with what swiftness thoughts chase 
thoughts in the wilderness of dreams. So it was that 
she started in her sleep, at the very moment when the 
mortal blow was given. The hand that had been slum- 
bering amid her dishevelled ringlets was pressed fervently 
upon" her brow, and she whispered — (for it was still but a 
deep wtusper, although there was in its breath the intense 
earnestness of agony) — ^the dreaming itiaid whispered, in 
a tone that chilled my blood even more than that which 
I had witnessed — " Spare me — spare me, Trajan, Cesar, 
Prince — have pity — have pity on my youth — I conjure 
thee to be merciful !" — Then she paused for a moment, 
and the whisper began again — ** Strengthen, strengthen 
me, good L^rdl — ^Valerius, we must not lie, Vale- 
rius — fy ! fy I we must not lie to save life — ^Thraso I 
Thraso ! I see him, I see him. It is but a blow — =a blow, 
Valerius — ha ! a beast — a tiger — spare — spare, Trajan- 
sharp white teeth — how his eyes glare — Thraso — Felix — 
Valerius, Valerius, come close to me — Caius, come close 
to me — ^'Tis not the sun, Caius — no, no, 'tis not the sun — 
you know 'tis moonlight, and this is brighter than the sun* 
Valerius, kiss nxe, kiss me once more, Valerius — are my 
lips so cold, so very cold? — ^fy! — come, come, let us 
remember we are Romans — ^'tis the trumpet !" 

The Praetorian trumpet sounded the march in the court 
below, and the armed hoofs clanged aloud — and Athana^' 
sia, starting from her troubled sleep, gazed wildly aroond 
the reddened chamber. The long blast of the trumpet 
was indeed in her ear — ^and Vakrius bung over Jier — 
but after a moment the cloud of the brd^en dream paawd 
away, and the maiden smiled as she extended her hand to 
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me from the couch, and began to gather ap the long loose 
ringlets that floated all down upon her shoulders. She 
blushed and smiled mournfully, and asked me hastily 
whence I came, and for what purpose I had come ; but 
before I could answer, the glare that was yet in the 
chamber around her seemed anew to be perplexing her, 
and she gazed from me to the red walls, and from them 
to me again, and then once more the trumpet was blown, 
and the melodious horn replied to it, and Athanasia sprang 
from her couch as if visited with a sudden consciousness 
that she was somehow concerned in the tumult. I know 
not in what terms I was essaying to tell her what was the 
truth, but I know that ere I had said many words, she dis- 
covered what was my meaning. For a moment she 
looked deadly pale, in spite of all the glare of the torch- 
light ; but she recovered herself in a moment, and said, in 
a voice that sounded almost as if it came from a light 
heart, ^* But I must not go thus, Caius, you know I must 
not go to Cesar, without having at least a garland on my 
head. Where is my pretty little Marcia ? Stay there, 
Valerius, and I shall be ready anon — quite ready." 

So saying, Athanasia glided away from me, and passed 
into an adjoining chamber, where I heard her saluted by 
the jailer's daughter, whom she desired (and she said it 

Eyly too) to trim the lamp, and go fetch the flowers that 
d been placed in water in the morning. The little 
maiden sung cheerily, and seemed to be doing as she was 
bid, for I could not but hear distinctly whatever passed 
between them. 

It seemed to me as if Athanasia were less hasty than 
she had promised, yet many minutes elapsed not ere she 
returned to me, and she brought the lamp, too, in her 
hand. " For why," said she, " should I dress myself only 
for little Marcia and this Trajan ? Do you not see that I 
have been at pains with myself? and who, think ye, would 
throw so much trouble away ? for, after all, perhaps Tra- 
jan may disdain to take notice how a poor girl who has 
renounced Venus, and blasphemed against the three 
Graces, may chance to be arrayed when she comes before 
him." She spoke all this, however, in mere mockery ; 
for the truth is, that she had made no alteration whatever 
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in ber dress, excepting only that garland of flowers which 
I had heard her bid the damsel prepare for her. She 
plucked one of the blossoms from her hmr as she drew 
near to me, and said, ** Take it, Valerius ; you must not 
refuse me this one token more ; and you must know this 
also is a sacred gifl> Valerius, for the Christians love this 
flower, and cherish it on account of the symbols with 
which its fair leaves are set forth. Look you, Caius, you 
must learn never to look upon it without kissing these red 
streaks — ^these blessed streaks of the Christian flower.^ 

I took the flower from her hand, and pressed it to my 
lips; and I remembered that the very first day I saw 
Athanasia she had plucked such a one, when apart from 
all the rest, in one of the dark mossy alleys of the gardens 
of Capito. I told her what I remembered ; it seemed as 
if the little circumstance I had mentioned had called up, 
in painful vividness, all the image of peaceful days that 
had passed away, and promised not to be restored again ; 
for she, who had hitherto borne herself so bravely, replied 
not to me now without a faltering voice, and once more 
the visible shade of sorrowfulness gathered like a cloud 
upon her countenance. If the tear was readjs however, 
it was not permitted to drop ; and Athanasia returned 
again to the Christian flower with ail the usual composure 
bdth of her countenance and of her voice. 

*• Do you think there are any of them in Britain ?*• said 
she ; ** or do you think they would grow there ? You 
must try, Caius ; you must not leave Rome without get- 
ting some of the roots. And stay, I should like you to 
get them where you first saw the flower. You niust 
promise me — ^indeed you must — that you will go to-morrow 
— ^yes, to-morrow, Caius, or next day, or some day, at least, 
before you think of your departure. You must go to mv 
dear uncle, and he will not refuse ^ou, when you tell 
him that it is for my sake he is to give vou some of the 
roots of those pretty flowers of his ; for he has hundreds 
of them all down that old dark alley, where I have wan- 
dered so often and plucked them, when no one suspected 
why 1 never put rose-buds, nor violets, nor hyacinths, nor 
any other flower, but only this into my hair. They call it 
the passion-flower, Caius ; 'tis an emblem of an awfiil 
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thing. Look you here, Caius, these purple streaks are 
like trickling dropsr of blood ; and here, look ye, they are 
ail round the flower. Is it not very like a bloody crown 
upon a pale brow? I will take one of them in my hand, 
too, Caius ; and methinks I shall not disgrace myself when 
1 look upon it, even though Trajan should be frowning 
upon me." 

I had not the heart to interrupt her ; but heard silently 
all she said, and 1 thought she said the words quickly and 
eagerly, as if she feared to be interrupted. 

The old priest came into the chamber while she was 
yet speaking so, and said, very composedly, ** Come, my 
dear child, our friend has sent agaiirfor us, and the soldiers 
have been waiting already some space, who are to convey 
us to the Palatine. Come, children, we must part for a 
moment — perhaps it may be but for a monient— and Va- 
lerius may remain here till we return to him. Here, at 
least, dear Caius, you shall have the earliest tidings and 
the surest. Yes, yes, you will stay — all will go weU, and 
we shall be with you again anon." 

In saying these words, the good old man took Athanasia 
"by the hand, and she, smiUngnow at length more serenely 
than ever, said only, " Farewell, then, Caius, farewell for 
a little moment I" And so, drawing her veil over her 
face, she passed away from before me, giving, 1 think, 
more support to the ancient Aurelius than, in her turn, 
she received from him. I besan to follow them, but the 
priest waved his hand as if to forbid me — ^the door closed 
after them, and I was left alone. The thought rushed 
through my mind, *^ I have seen her — perhaps I htive seen 
her for the last time '^ and I felt it pierced my besom like a 
ffword. I stretched myself upon the couch where Atha- 
nasia had reposed — the couch where Athanasia had 
dreamed of me — where her sleeping Ups had murmured 
my name. I 'threw myself upon the place where she had 
lain ; and I would fain have wept, but my throat was dry, 
and no tears would come. 
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CHAPTER XIII. 

I KNOW not, my friends, how to proceed with the nar- 
rative of what followed. Thoughts, passions, fears, hopes, 
succeeding so rapidly, or rather interfused so intensely, 
give to that strange night, when I look back upon it 
through the long vista of threescore years, the likeness of 
some wild, incoherent, fantastic, agonizing dream. Much, 
without doubt, of what passed m my own mind I have 
forgotten ; but it seems to me as if what I saw were stili 
present in all the distinctiveness of reality before my eyes, 
Its if my ears were yet rinsing with the echo of the least 
whisper that I heard. That chamber in the Mammer- 
tine — how impossible is it for me to forget the image of 
that deserted chamber! Its walls are at this moment 
before me blazing with the reflection of torch-light ; and 
then again, as I saw them when a few minutes bad elapsed, 
all dim and shadowy — ^the stars shining feebly upon them 
from the twilight sky-— every thing around lonely and 
silent as a wilderness, except the voice of Silo's little 
maiden, which once and again sent to my half-unconscious 
ear a faint and remote echo of innocent infantine lament- 
ation. Whither she had gone to bewail the departure of 
Athanasia, I knew not ; 1 heard the child singing in a low 
and melancholy strain ; and I arose from the couch, for 
the calmness of grief had suddenly succeeded to its tu- 
mult, and slow softening tears at last bathed my cheeks, 
as I gazed' forth upon the solemn heavens and the wide 
darkening plain. 

" You are calm, sir," said the jailer, who had come into 
the chamber, and stood behind me for a moment or two 
ere I observed him, " you are calm, sir ; lam happy to see 
that you are calm : the prison is now perfectly quiet ; 
will you walk with me towards the Palatine, that we 
may at least be near to know what is reported of their 
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proceedings? My brother wHI stay here, and take care 
of my girl till my return." 

** Oh I yes, Silo,'* said I ; •* for, at least, I shall be better 
anywhere than here, and I would fain be in the open 
air." 

We soon had descended from the Capitoline, passed 
through the silent Forum, and gained the brow of the 
opposite eminence, where, as shortly before around the 
precincts of the Mammertine, all was light and tumult. 
Every court was guarded with mounted and dismounted 
soldiery, and groups of busy men were passing contin- 
ually and repassing about the different gates and porti- 
coes of the imperial edifice. We interchanged no wm'ds, 
but I followed the guidance of Silo, who led me round 
and round the guarded buildings, apparently endeavour- 
ing to discover some traces by which he might conjec- 
ture in what part of them the examination of tfa^ prisoners 
was going on. 

At last he fixed his eyes upon a certain point, where a 
more coiuiderable detachment of the Praetorians were 
stationed, and in the neighbourhood of which there was 
altogether a greater appearance of light and bustle than 
elsewhere. 

" Do you think they are there ?" said L " Are you ac- 
quainted with the palace. Silo ?" 

He shook his head in answer. " Am I acquainted with 
the palace? Ah I sir, little do you know through what 
strange vicissitudes of fortune I have passed. You do 
not know more familiarly the house in which you were 
born and reared, than I do every corner — every dark 
comer within these wide walls. But I have not crossed 
the threshold since the day Cesar died." 

" Which Cesar, Silo ? Do you mean Nerva, or Do- 
mitian, or — " 

** Domitian," he replied, " was my master. I was the 
slave of Domitian, and he gave me my freedom." 

" And you were \?ithin the palace on that day, Silo V* 

^ Yes, sir ; I was indeed within the palace. I would 
have given no little price to be without it. It is not for 
me to speak against the prince who freed me. He 
kind to his household/' 



VALERIUS. 145 

" Then no man, Silo, is altogether wicked. There was 
some redeeming thing even about Domitian." 

" Yes, sir ; and when he first came to be over all, all 
hoped fairly of him. But oh, sir ! it is a terrible thing to 
be tried with the temptation of power. I have often 
thought with myself, that it is like being given up by God 
into the hands of a cruel demon, who, unless you make a 
glorious conquest, must have his own way in all things, 
and will render your human voice nothing but a poor 
mouthpiece for uttering the imaginations of hell. But 
then, to be sure, there is the more honour for him 
who overcomes ; and I thought, till lately, that Trajao 
had been greatly strengthened. Now, however, you see 
that God permits even him, whom all call just, humane, 
and modest, to be blinded also for a time by this devil. I 
trust it shall not be ever so." 

*' Silo," said I, << you speak the truth, and you speak it 
strongly ; I fear, indeed, it is a struggle out of which few 
hearts could come unmarred. It must indeed be a ter« 
rible temptation." 

^ And then again, sir," quoth he, ** I sometimes think it 
may be compared to the influence of strong wine, which 
they say does not so much alter men from themselves as 
make visible what they really are ; though they be at other 
times cunning enough to hide that from the eyes of the 
world. Perhaps it was so with my poor prince ; but it 
is not for me to speak--*no, nor is it for any one to speak 
noio — for he has gone to render his account where alone 
there is just judgment. And speak of these matters how 
we may, there is at least enough to make one think mod- 
estly ; for oh, sir ! the heart of man is a dark thing to look 
into ; and One, to whom I know you will yet cling stead- 
fastly, has said, as perhaps you know already, ' Judge not, 
lest ye \j)e judged.' " 

While we were talking thus. Silo all the time kept his 
eyes fixed, not upon the part of the palace which seemed 
to be most probably the scene of the examination, but upon 
a certain long range of building, in which, unlike the rest 
of the imperial pile, there was no semblance either of light 
or tumult of any kind. " Do you see," said he, observing 
that my eye followed his, — '' do you take notice of the 
N2 
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silence and darkness that preyail all along here 7 WeO, 
it was not always thus, sir. I have seen the time when 
there was light enough here, and when the boldest eye in 
Rome did not look upon these arches without as much 
anxiety as either of us feels now.'^ 

^ It was here," said I, ^ that Domitian Kved. Is that 
your meaning T 

^ Yes, sir, it was indeed here ; and it was here, too, 
that be died ;" and he pointed with his finger to a certain 
point in the midst of this deserted wing of the palace, 
where I saw pillars of more than usual magnificence sup« 

Sorting what seemed to be the roof of an open gallery, 
e paused for a moment, and then said, as if something 
had suddenly occurred to him, '* Will you wait for me 
here, sir? I must run back to the prison. I must go ; 
but I shall be back again on the instant." 

^ If it must be so," said I, *' go, Silo, and I shall wait for 
you patiently. Alas I what avails it where we be ? It is 
not with us, Silo, to contend against the demon of whom 
we were speaking." 

" Nay, sir," he replied, "do not speak so dejectedly so 
long as hope is not extinguished. I shall be with you 
again anon." 

The jailer left me, not without some little wonder that 
he should have done so at such a moment. But the things 
he had been saying had, I know not how, tended in some 
sort to tranquillize me ; or perhaps it might be that, under 
the shade of those massive walls which had witnessed so 
many scenes of guilt and biood, and the luxury and the 
misery of tyrants, a kind of deadening feeling <^the pres^ 
ence of Necessity, and the fruitlessness of Endeavour, and 
of the vanity of all human things, good and evil, had been 
breathed upon me, as it were, by the stem Genius of the 
place. I made no effort to seek for any intelligence — I never 
even thought of seeking out Sabinus, although I knew he 
must be somewhere at no great distance fn>m where I was. 
I sat down, half in despair, half in resigna^on, at the foot 
of one of the brazen statues that were in the midst of the 
palace-court. I read the inscription upon its base, and 
found that I had taken my station beneath the image of 
that proud man who had already transmitted his name to 
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twelve succeeding masters of the world — that great Ju- 
lius, who first drank the full cup of embition, and found 
its dregs bitter. I sat there silent and solitary, beneath 
that memorial of departed grandeur, contemplating by 
turns, and in a mood that almost approached to indifier- 
ence, the deserted scene of the pleasures, and the crimes, 
and the sufferings of Domitian, on the one hand — ^the 
gorgeous chambers of the magnificent Trajan on the other 
— ^the array of the imperial soldiers keeping watch at the 
busy palace-gate — and the shadow of Cesar's statue, 
which lay far out beyond me upon the pavement of the 
court. 

In a word, I had scarcely once reflected upon Silo's 
leaving me ere he returned, having evidently in much 
haste performed his errand (whatever that might have 
been) to the Mammertine. " Valerius,*' said he, *• you 
will at least pardon my absence when you know what 
was my intention. I suspected, when I saw where the 
chief guard was stationed, and I have since ascertained 
from one of the servants of Trajan, that the council is this 
night sitting in a chamber wherein I have witnessed many 
strange scenes, such as neither you, nor perhaps any man 
that is at this moment within the bounds of the Palatine, 
have the least conception of. Behold this key. I had 
preserved it by mere accident ; but, if you h»ve courage 
to follow my guidance, I think you will soon confess that 
the accident was not an unfortunate one." 

I could not, for my life, imagine to what the words of 
Silo tended ; but, as I have said already, I had fallen into 
a mood in which all things seemed almost alike, and I 
mechanically, rather than upon any course of reflection, 
signified my readiness to attend the jailer whithersoever 
it might please him to lead me. He looked cautiously 
around the eourt for a moment or two, and then, wrap- 
ping his gown closely about him, stepped very quietly to- 
wards the termination of the abandoned wing. I moved 
along with him. We entered beneath a small portico, be- 
side the very threshold of which the grass was every- 
where peeping through between the stones of the pave- 
ment ; the key was applied to the gate, and the rusty lock, 
after one or two trials, yielded to its pressure ; a large 
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empty haU received us, the circocnference of which was 
scarcely visible by the dim light of the newly-risen moon, 
streaming down from a cupola, which hung far above, open 
to the sky. The door was hastily closed behind us, and we 
heard our whispers and our footsteps echoed with a 
strange distinctness, from the dark high arches around us, 
as we stepped into the centre of the long-deserted saloon. 
^ Hush, hush !" said Silo, '* I am sure tt^re must be some 
one within hearing f and at that moment a whole brood 
of swallows whirred close past us, and, circling and re- 
circling the lofty walls, the startled tenants of the place 
escaped from the presence of the intruders into the open 
air overhead. 

Silo gazed for a moment after them, and threw open — 
for no key was necessary — ^the folding-doors of the first 
of a long range of chambers which opened upon the sa- 
loon. To this the beams of the moon had more access, 
and their light gleamed broadly here and there upon the 
heavy hangings of cloth of gold, and showed, at the same 
time, the lon^ trailing spiders' webs, which had been wo- 
ven upon their surface, all down from the cornices ; but 
the windows through which the light found admittance 
had been long closed upon the air, and there was a feel- 
ing of weight and oppression about all the atmosphere of 
the room. The carpetings lay thick upon the floor, and 
we glided over them without disturbing the silence. 

Another and another chamber we in like manner tra- 
versed in succession — all of them equally filled with the 
signs of magnificence. But at length we came to one 
much longer than any of these, and fiimished in quite a 
different manner ; for when first its door was opened, 
there was so much light reflected on every side, that I 
started, and could not help thinking we had intruded far- 
ther than Silo had intended. A second glan«e, however, 
seemed to indicate that we were still in the region of deso- 
lation, for a statue lay in the midst of the floor, one of its 
limbs snapped over, as if it had fallen and been permitted 
to remain. A table, however, stood not far irom the 
statue, covered with vessels of silver and of porcelain, 
and it was not till I had come close up to it that I saw the 
dttst lying thick upon these, and observed how much the 
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lustre of them had beeo tarnished. Silo, in the mean 
time, continued, as if riveted to the spot, in the middle of 
the room, close by the fallen statue, the shattered frag- 
ments of which he was, or seemed to be, contemplating. 

" Where are we. Silo ?" I whispered, " what place is 
this ? what means the unnatural light that beams from 
the walls about us ? and what, above all, betoken these 
strange relics, surrounded with so many symptoms of con- 
fusion r 

** Oh, sir !" he replied, "did you never hear men speak 
of the famous Phyngite walls 7 I thought all the world 
had heard of this place." 

" I never heard of it," said I, " nor do I know the 
meaning of what you say.'' 

" Then listen, listert, sir," he whispered, " and I will 
tell you what I thought all men had heard of. This is the 
place in which alone Domitian used to eat and sleep, and 
]^alk about for the last months of his life, when be was 
jealous of all men who came near him ; and he contrived 
these walls, covered all over with the shinins Ethiopian 
stone, that no one might be able to approach him with- 
out being discovered. The time that has passed since 
.those days has somewhat dimmed their brightness ; but 
then, sir, I promise you there was not a bit of all these 
walls of which the finest dame in Rome might not have 
been glad to make her mirror. I swear to you, sir, it was 
a strange sight to see how, even when a slave entered 
with a goblet of wine in his hand, the poor prince would 
start and stare around him, as if every side of the cham- 
ber had been invaded by some host of men ; and yet, 
perhaps, it was all the while nothing more than fifty difier- 
ent reflections of one trembling eunuch. Alas ! sir, as I 
said to you before, it is a fearful thing to be a tyrant. I 
am sure there was never a boy in all the house who would 
have changed pillows any night in all that year with Ce- 
sar ; for it was visible to the least of us, that a whisper 
or a shadow was enough to discompose his countenance 
in the midst of all this grandeur." 

" And where, Sito, did he fall ?" 

The jailer pointed with his finger to the broken statue, 
«-" And look, look here, sir," he said, •* look upon this shat- 
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tered piece of marUe-i— it was behind this that they say 
he ran for safety, when he had feh the first treacherous 
blow ; but I came not into the chamber till all had long 
been over, and I saw nothing but the blood upon the floor, 
and the statue lying here just as it does at present Look, 
yonder in the corner is tKe couch he slept upon, and he 
nad always a dagger under his head ; and he called to 
the little page who was waiting upon him to fetch it from 
the place ; but they had taken away the blade, and the 
scabbard only remained ; and then in came Parthenius 
-%nd Claudtanus, and the gladiator, and all the rest, and 
.. he could make no ^sistance ; and they soon finished what 
the cunning Stephanus had begun. But oh, sir! we 
have seen enough of this terrible chamber ; let us go on, 
for we have not yet reached the place to which I wished 
to bring you ; but it is not far off now." 

With this Silo walked to the end of the melancholy 
chamber, and pressing upon a secret spring, where no 
door was apparent, opened the way into a room darker 
aiKl smaller than any of those through which we had come. 
He then said to me, *' Now, sir, you must not venture upon 
one whisper more — ^you touch on the veiy heart of Domi- 
tian's privacy. It is possible that the place I have been 
leading you to may have been shut up — it may exist no 
longer ; but the state in which all things are found here 

* makes me think it more likely that Trajan has never been 
master of its secret. And in that case, we shall be able 
both to see and to hear, without being either seen or heard, 
exactly as Domitian used to do, when there was any coun- 
cil held either in the Mars or the Apollo." 

I started at the boldness of the project, which now, for 
the first time, I understood ; but we had come a long way, 
and I was in no mood for hesitation. 

Silo laid his finger on his lips again and again as he 

looked to me, — ^very cautiously lifted up a piece of the 

^ dark-red cloth with which this chamber was hung, — and 

* essayed another secret spring, which commanded a very 
small and narrow door in the panelling j^eneath: Total 
darkness aflpeared to be beyond ; but the jailer, molion- 
ing to me to aemain t§jr a moment where 1 was^'and to 
jkoep up the hanging, glided boldly into the recess. I v^S^ 
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dered how he should tread so lightly, that I could not per- 
ceive the least echo of his footsteps ; but this no longer 
surprised rae, when I myself had been permitted to follow 
him, which, after being absent for several moments, he, 
appearing again at the entrance, and silently beckoning 
with his finger, invited me to do. 

I found myself in a very narrow place, the floor of 
which felt beneath my foot as if it were stuffed like a pil- 
low ; and, after we had dropped the hanging of the adjoin- 
ing chamber, every thing was totally dark, as it had at 
first appeared to me, except only at two points at some 
distance above my head, and considerably separated the 
one from the other, where, through divers small aper- 
tures, each about the size, it may be, of a human eye, 
there was a visible ray of light, manifestly artificial. Silo, 
taking hold of me by the hand, conducted me up some 
steps towards the nearest of these places; and, as I 
approached it, I heard distinctly the voices of persons 
talking together in the room from which the light must 
needs be proceeding. Ijdid not draw my breath, yon 
may well believe me, with much boldness at that mo- 
ment ; but my eye was soon fixed at one of the aper- 
tures, and, after the first dazzle was over, I saw clearly, 
for my position was close by one of its angles, the whole 
interior of the illuminated chamber beyond me. Silo^ 
took his station close by my side, and locking his arm in 
min€, gazed as earnestly as I did through another of these 
loop-holes, which, that you may understand every thing 
about it, were evidently quite concealed among the rich 
carved work of the ivory cornice. 

The chamber was lighted up splendidly by three tall 
candelabra of silver, close beside one of which was placed 
a long table covered with an infinity of scrolls and tablets. 
One person, who had his back turned towards us, was 
writing at this table, and two others, in one of whom J 
instantly recognised the emperor himself, were walking 
up and down on the other side, and conversing together 
ae they Walked. 

'•.JJTo, Palma,*'^ said Trajan, for it wa*s that oldfavourite 
whom Re addresse^, " I have quile' mad% up my mind 
as to this matt^. I- shall never, so long as I live, permit 



any curious inquisition to be carried on concerning the 
pnvate opinions of any man. Every man has a right, 
without question, to think — to believe — exactly what 
pleases him ; and I shall concede as much in favour of 
every woman, Palma, if you will have it so. But it is 
totally a different affair, when the fact, no matter how, is 
forced upon my knowledge, that a subject, no matter 
who or what he be — a subject of the Roman empire, 
refuses to comply with the first, the elemental, and the 
most essential of all the laws by which the state is regu- 
lated. The man — ay, or the woman — who confesses in 
my presence contempt for the deities whom the common- 
wealth acknowledges in every step of its procedure — 
that person is a criminal ; and I cannot dismiss him un- 
punished, without injuring the commonwealth by the 
display of weakness in its chief. As for these poor 
fanatics themselves, you do not suppose that I authorize 
their punishment without the same feelings of compassion 
which you yourself express ? but it is the penalty of my 
station that I must control my feelings, and you well 
know it is not on such occasions as this alone that I essay 
to control them." 

" But you are satisfied, my lord," said Palma, " that 
these people are really quite innocent as to Cotilius's 
dlesigns ; and as it was upon that suspicion they were ap- 
prehended, perhaps it may be possible — ^" 

" Possible ! yes, Palma," interrupted the prince, "quite 
possible and quite easy, too, provided they will conde- 
scend to save themselves by the most trivial acknowledg- 
ment of the sort, which, I repeat to you, I do and must 
consider as absolutely necessary. And women, too — 
and girls forsooth — I suppose you would have me wait 
till the very urchins on the street were gathering into 
knots to discuss the nature of the gods ! Do you re- 
member what Plato says ?" 

" No, my lord, I do not know to what you refer." 
" Why, Plato says, that nobody can ever understand 
any thing accurately about the Deity,. and that, if he 
could, he would have no right to communicate his dis- 
coveries to others ; the passage is in the Timaeus, man, 
and Cicero has translated it besides. And is it to be 
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raidured that these modern fanatics are to do every hour 
what the Platoes and the Ciceroes spoke of in such terms 
as these? Why, really, I think you carry your toler- 
ance a little further ihan might have been expected from 
such a devout disciple of the Academy," 

'< I despise them, my lord, as much as yourself; but, 
to tell you the truth, it is this young lady that moves me 
to speak thus, and I crave your pardon if I have spoken 
with too much freedom. Her father was one of the best 
soldiers Titus had." 

" The more is the pity, Palma. Have you ever seen 
the girl yourself ? Did you give orders that she should be 
brought hither 7 I have not the least objection that you 
should have half an hour, ay, or an hour, if you will, 
to talk with her quietly: perhaps your eloquence may 
have all the effect we desire." 

'< I doubt it, niy lord, I greatly doubt it," he replied ; 
" but, indeed, I know not whether she be yet here. — Did 
you not send to the Mammertine ?" 

The man writing at the table, to whom this last interro- 
gation was addressed, said, " I believe, sir, both this lady 
and the old man, who was in the same prison, are now 
in attendance." And upon this Trajan and Palma re- 
tired together towards the farther end of the apartment, 
where they conversed for some minutes in a tone so low 
that 1 could not understand any thing of what was said. 
Trajan at length turned from his favourite with an air, 
as I thought, of some little displeasure, and said aloud, 
coming back into the middle of the room, " I know per- 
fectly well it is so, Palma ; but what is that to the affair 
in hand? I am very sorry for the Sempronii, but I 
doubt if even they would be so unreasonable as you are." 

" Will you not see the poor girl yourself, Cesar ?" said 
the favourite. 

"Cornelius Palma," replied the prince, "you do not 
need to be told, that my seeing her would only make it 
more difficult for me to do that which, seeing or not 
seeing her, I know to be my duty. Do you accept of 
my proposal ? Are you willing to try the effect of your 
own persuasion ? I promise you, if you succeed, I shall 
rejoice even piore heartily than yourself; but it is rather 
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too mnch to imagine that I am persmially to interfem 
about such an affair as this — an affair which, the more 
I think of it, seems to me to be the more perfectly con-^ 
temptible. Nay, cLo not suppose it is this poor girl I am 
talking of— I mean the whole of this Jewish, this Chris- 
tian affair, which does indeed appear to me to be the 
most barefaced absurdity that e^er was permitted to 
disturb the tranquillity of a great empire. Think of it, 
I pray you, but for a single moment. A mean and 
savage nation of barbarians have but just suffered the 
penalty of obstinacy and treachery alike unequalled, and 
from them — from the scattered embers of this extin- 
guished fire, we are to allow a new flame to be kindled, 
ay, and that in the very centre of Rome — here — where 
I speak to you — ^within sight of my palace ! I tell you, 
that if my own hand were to be scorched in the cause, 
I would disperse this combustion to the winds of heaven ; 
I tell you, that I stand here Cesar in the midst of Rome, 
and that I would rather be chained to the oar, Palma, or 
whipped for a slave, than suffer, while the power to 
prevent it is mine, the least, the tiniest speck to be thrown 
upon the face of the Roman majesty. By all the gods, 
Palma, it is enough to make a man sick to think of the 
madness that is in this world, and of the iron arguments 
by which we are compelled to keep those from harming 
us who at first sight of them excite no feeling but our 
pity. I am weary of these very names of P^estine — 
Jew — ^Christian ; and, by Jupiter, I must have my ears 
rid of them. Go to this foolish girl, and try what you 
can make of her ; but I give you fair warning, that 1 
will have Rome troubled with no breeders of young 
Christians." 

Trajan whispered something further into the ear of 
Palma, and then lifting up one of the books that lay 
upon the table, retired with it from the chamber, passing, 
as it seemed, yet farther into the interior of the palace. 

Cornelius Palma, after the prince was gone, sat down 
over-agaiust the person who was by the writing-table, 
and leaning with his hand upon his brow, was apparently 
fbr some space busied with his refiections upon what h» 
had heard. He then talked in a low and whispering 



tnannw with the secretary (for such I supposed him to 
be) of Trajan ; but I could catch only a few words, suf- 
ficient to indicate that the same affair was still the subject 
of discussion. The end of it was, that the secretary 
pointed to a door opposite to that by which his master 
had departed, and that Palma walked towards it as if 
about to enter the adjoining chamber. But the moment 
Silo perceived this, he pulled me by the hand, and, in a 
word, he soon conducted me to the other end of this 
closet, where, as I have told you already, the light af^ 
peared to find admittance in a similar manner. From 
that corner another of the imperial apartments was 
visible in equal distinctness, and the first glance showed 
me Athanasia and her ancient friend, sitting there quietly 
together, as if waiting now at length, in entire con^ 
posure, the moment when they should be summoned 
into the presence of their judge. The door of the room 
was opened almos^at the same time by the soldier who 
guarded it, and Palma entered, with an air which might 
not, perhaps, appear the less alarming because of its 
extreme gravity and calmness. The old man and 
Athanasia both arose to salute him, and he, courteously 
returning their salutation, beckoned to them both that 
they should sit down again. He himself leaned his 
elbow upon the pedestal of one of the busts that were 
ranged about the apartment, and, after pausing so for 
some moments, desired the attendant soldier to withdraw 
for a little, as he had something to say in private to the 
prisoners* 



CHAPTER XIV, 

This soldier had withdrawn himself for some moments 
^e Palma spoke ; and it was evident, from the manner 
in which he, during this interval, regarded Athanasiai 
how much he was affected by seeing one so fair, and so 
young, and so noble, bound with the fetters and expect- 
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ing the fate of guilt. As for Aurelius, the senator 
scarcely once looked upon him, and I thought when he 
did so that there was not only indifference, but some- 
thing very like distrust and displeasure in his glance. 
It was to the old man, nevertheless, that his first words 
were addressed. " From what has just been reported 
to me," he said, ** of your behaviour at the execution of 
the traitor Cotilius, I fear there is nothing to be gained 
by speaking to ytni concerning the only means by which 
your own safety cau yet be secured. You are obstinate, 
old man, in your superstitions. I see by your looks that 
there is no chance of persuading you." 

"Noble Palma," replied the priest, ** contempt is the 
only thing I fear from men. But I thank my God that 
it is the only thing I have it in my power to avoid." 

" I will not argue with you," answered Palma. " It 
was not with any purpose of bending you that I under- 
took this painful office. I pray you to leave us for a 
moment, that I may speak in freedom with one whose 
case is, I trust, less hopeless." 

The old priest rose up, and pointed to the fetters that 
were upon his arms, and said meekly, "I resist in 
nothing — let them guard me whither it pleases you." 

" Sir," said Athanasia, " I pray you let Aurelius re- 
main ; you are much in the wrong, if you imagine that 
I shall either hear or answer less freely because of my 
friend being present." 

" He will, at least, retire to the other end of the cham- 
ber," said Palma ; " and remember, that it is not his 
part to interfere any further," 

The priest retired as he was bidden, and sat down at 
a considerable distance, with his arms folded upon his 
breast, and his eyes fixed upon Athanasia. She, on 
her part, seeing that- Palma hesitated, and seemed at a 
loss how to begin, said to him, in a lone of modest com- 
posure, " Noble sir, believe that I am most sensible to 
the kindness of your meaning ; but if your purpose be 
indeed as kind as I think it is, I pray you spare roe at 
least the pain that is needless — ^and spare yourself what 
I am sure is painful to you. You see my youth and 
my aexj and it is not unnatural for you to thmk 93 you 
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60 *, biit know diat my faith is fixed, and that I hope I 
Aail not be deserted, when I strive even at the last mo* 
ment to do it no dishonour." 

'< This old man/' said Pakna, '^has made you, then, 
thoroughly a Christian ?" 

** I would it were so," she answered — " I would to God 
it were so !" 

" The prince," resumed Palma, '^ has knowledge both 
of your father's character, and of the race from which 
you are sprung, and of the goodness of your own heart, 
young lady ; and I tell you, that if you persist in this 
manner, you will give pain, much pain, to more than 
you have yet thought of — to me, lady — nay, to Trajan 
himself; — and as for your family, have you yet se- 
riously considered into what misery they must be 
plunged ?" 

" Oh, sir," she replied, " you mean kindly ; but this is 
cruel, cruel kindness. I have considered all things. God 
knows I have considered well. I have wept, I have 
prayed ; but, I thank God, I have as yet been sustained, 
and I trust I shall be so yet further." 

" Lady," answered Palma, " the touch of the physi- 
cian's knife is painful, yet his hand must not fiilter ; 
nor nmst I shrink from speaking to you. But I have 
sent for those who, I hope, may speak yet more effisct- 
uaily," So saying, the senator turned from the place 
where he had been leaning himself, manifestly much 
shaken by the behaviour of the maiden. He walked to 
the other end of the chamber, over-against where Aure- 
lius was sitting, and, opening the door, said something 
which I heard not to the soldier who watched there. 
He then went and sat down also in a corner of the room ; 
while Athanasia, having risen up, stood trembling, being 
much agitated, as was evident, with the expectation <» 
an interview, whose nature, without question, she al- 
ready in some measure suspected. 

Her eye was fixed upoajthe open door of the chamber ; 
and after a moment had elapsed, there entered, even as 
I had anticipated, both her uncles, Lucius and Yelius. 
Behind them came, wrapped all over in her consecrated 
veil, the stately priestess of Apollo; and last of all, 
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gazing wildly and distractedly aronnd, her eyes redl 
with weeping, and all her apparel disordered, the friend 
of her youth, and tbe sister of her bosom, — she lo whom, 
in all things save one, her heart had ever been laid open 
— the beautiful and the miseraUe Sempronia. The 
two Sempronii advanced with calm steps, deeply de- 
jected, towards tbe place where Athanasia stood waiting 
their approach, as tf rooted to the ground. The priestess 
walked yet more slowly, and lifted, as she walked, the 
veil from off her face, which was pale, bnt quite un- 
moved, so that I knew not well how to interpret its 
meaning. But as for poor young Sempronia, when she 
at last rested her eye upon her friend, and saw the fet- 
tered hands, that were clasped together, as if in agony, 
upon her bosom, she, poor thing, screamed aloud, dashed 
the blinding tears from her eyelids, rushed past thenai 
all, and was folded at once in the cold embrace of Atha- 
nasia — I say, her cold embrace, for, although I saw that 
she pressed her cousin to her bosom, I saw also that she 
trembled from head to foot, and that her pale face and 
dilated eyes were still turned, as if she had no power to 
take them away, upon those who approached towards 
her, with steps so much more slow, and with seriou8>- 
ness so much more terrible, at such a moment, evea 
than all the passion of young Sempronia's sympathy. 

^ My dear Athanasia," said Lucius, taking her by the 
hand, '^you must not look upon us thus — you cannot 
think that we are come with any thought of giving 
you unnecessary pain. We come to you as to a 
daughter — we think you have done wrong, but we have 
not forgotten the days that are past." 

" My poor girl," said old Yelius, ^< listen to Lucius, 
listen to your best friends. Do you put mere faith in 
the words of strangers than in the blood of kindred — 
the a&ction of your father's brothers — the guardians of 
his dear orphan ?*• 

« Wo is me !" said Athanasia—" O God, strengthen 
me J Why, oh \ why am I forced to wound these 
kind hearts ! Have pity upon me, have pity upon mue 
«— TOU know not what you speak of, else you would all 
be'silenK'* 
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" Weep," said the priestess ; " yes, weep, and weep 
largely. There is yet time for you to repent : abjure 
this madness ; come, come, and let the last of your tears 
be shed upon the altars of your paternal gods, and they 
also will be merciful. Nay, tremble not when you hear 
my voice, Athanasia. I love you as tenderly as the 
rest ; and if you have deceived me also, I pardon you — I 
have long since pardoned you." 

And the priestess stooped where she stood^and im- 
printed a silent kiss upon the forehead of the victim ; 
but she could not stop her tears, which flowed, indeed, 
like waters from a fountain, all down her marble cheeks, 
and upon the naked shoukiers of young Sempronia, 
who also still clung around her vehemently — seeing 
and hearing nothing—inconsolable in anguish. 

Athanasia bowed her head, and wept at length audi- 
bly, for hitherto her grief had been silent. For a mo- 
ment or two she wept so, and no one said any thing to 
interrupt the wholesome relief of nature. But the 
maiden soon recovered herself, and gently removing the 
arms of Sempronia, stood erect once more, and calm in 
the midst of her relations. 

" My friends," said she, " you have seen that I do not 
bear this lightly. But it cannot last for ever. The 
moments you have to be with me are, without doubt, 
numbered, and >y hat avails it that they should be spent 
in speaking and in hearing words that can have no 
effect ? I am a Christian — I have been baptized in the 
Jiame of Christ — ^I .have partaken of the symbols of the 
Christian mystery — and I have no more power to bring 
myself out of this peril than he who stands in the front 
rank — ^without sword or buckler— deprived of all things 
but his honour." 

"Athanasia," said Velius, "alas! my dear girl, what 
madness is this that has taken possession of your bo- 
som? Do you hold yourself wiser than all the wise 
men, and all the good, and all the great men that have 
ever lived in Rome ? Do you deem yourself able t© 
penetrate mysteries from which all the sages of the 
earth have retreated with reverent humility ? Consider 
with yourself once more^ I pray you, and remember the 
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modesty that migfat be beooming in your tetnler yeais 
— and, I must speak the truth, your ignorance." 

<< Oh, sir i" she answ««d, ^ little, little do you know 
my hearty if you think that I have been brought into 
this place because of my being puffed up with any 
emptiness of conceit. 1 know well that I am a poor, 
young, unlearned creature : but God giyes not accord- 
ing to our deserts ; and because I am poor and ignorant, 
must I therefore reject the promise of his riches, and 
the great light that has been manifested to me, which, 
would to God it had also been to you, despite the perils 
which a dark world has thrown around it." 

" O, Athanasia !" said young Sempronia, now for the 
first time opening her lips, '* I know the secrets of your 
heart, although you have kept from me some of them. 
Oh think, my dear sister, of all the love that we bear to 
3rou — and, oh ! think of Valerius — for I know he is dear 
to your thoughts — ^I know you love him." 

<< The more is the sacrifice," said Athanasia. ^ I do 
love Valerius ; but he also is a Christian — at least I 
hope in God he will soon be so." 

'^ Amen ! amen !" said the old man, who had hitherto 
been silent. 

The priestess turned round when she heard him 
speaking, and observing that he also was fettered, and 
the great steadfastness which was upon his countenance, 
her sorrow seemed instantly to give place to anger, and 
she began to reproach the old man bitterly, even as if he 
alone were to blame for all the danger of Athanasia, 
and for all the affliction of her kindred. 

"Behold," said she, "old man — ^behold the end of 
your work. Look here, and see to what you have con- 
ducted the disciple of your phrensy. Your hairs are 
gray, your eyes are dim, and your feeble clay is already 
yearning, it may be, to be sprinkled into ashes. But 
look here, cruel, bloody, ruthless apostate! look here, 
and behold what a victim you have bound along with 
you to the altar of your madness. Oh ! may the gods 
that see all things look into your wicked heart, and 
have pity and mercy upon the errors.of youth— of de- 
ceived, ensnared, abused, slaughtered, murdered youth. 
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Oh ! yes, old and feeble though yon be, may strength be 
given to you in anger, that you may taste the full 
struggle and the true agony. May you be stron? to 
wrestle, that you may fall slowly, and feel your fall ! 
Would to the gods, just and merciful, that you might 
stni&rgle and fall alone V* 

The old man arose from his seat when he heard 
himself thus addressed, and answered calmly, although 
the fire was kindled in his eye, and his cheek was no 
longer coloured with the paleness of extenuated age. 
" Amen ! lady," he said ; " most surely your last wish 
is mine. But why is it that you have come hither with 
cruel words, to imbitter equally the last moments of a 
life that is dear to you, and a life that you despise? 
Go, leave us where we are ; we ask not for your pity, 
and you have no right to come hither to wound us with 
your contempt. You speak of ignorance and of deceit. 
O, little do you know who it is that is ignorant, and 
who it is that is deceived. We are the servants of the 
living God, whose light, in spite of all the powers of 
earth and of hell, wilfsoon shine abroad among the na- 
tions, and quench in utter oblivion the feeble, false, 
glimmering tapers, fashioned with the handle of men, 
with which hitherto ye have sat contented amid the 
darkness, and blessed yourselves as the favoured of the 
earth. Yes, man may bind with chains, and slay with 
the sword — but think ye that the spirit is his to do with 
it what he will ? or think ye, in your vanity, that the 
chain, and the dungeon, and the sword of man can alter 
the course of things that are to be, or shake from its 
purpose the will of Him in whom, blind and ignorant, 
ye refuse to behold the image of the Maker of all things 
—shutting eyes, and ears, and your proud hearts, and 
blaspheming against the God of heaven, whose glory 
ye ascribe to stocks and stones, and to the ghosts of 
wicked and bloody tyrants, long since mouldered into 
dust ; and to the sun, and the moon, and the beautiful 
stars of the sky, which God set there to rule the day 
and the night, even as he lets loose the wind, to scatter 
the leaves of the forest, and to lift up the waves of the 
great deep, and send ^them roaring upon the landt 
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Leare us, I charge you. The young and the old are 
alike steadfast, for God is our strength, and he bestows 
it on them that ask for it in the name of the Redeemer." 

^' Peace, blasphemer !" said the priestess ; ^' I serve the 
altar, and came not hither to hear the gods of heaven 
and earth insulted by the lips of old and hardened im- 
t^iety; Once more, Athanasia, will you speak the word 
and go with us, or will you stay here and partake the 
fiite of this madman ?" 

"Oh, God!" said the maiden, "how shall T speak 
that they may at length hear me ! My dear friends— 
my dear, dear friends — ^if you have any love, any com- 
passion, I pray you kiss me once, and bid me farewell 
kindly, and lay my ashes — when I am no more — ^in the 
sepulchre of my father — ^beside the urn of my dear 
mother. I. tell you truly, you need not fear that I will 
disturb the repose of the place — I tell you most truly 
that I die not in anger against any one, and that I shall 
have rest at length when I am relieved from this 
struggle. Oh ! pardon me, if in any thing besides this 
I ever gave you pain — remember none of my offences 
but this — think of me kindly. And go now, my dear 
friends, kiss me once each of you ; kiss my lips in love, 
and leave me to bear that which must be borne, since 
there is no escape from it but in lying, and in basenesSi 
and in utter perdition here and hereafter. May the 
Lord strengthen his day soon, and may ye all bless the 
full daylight, although now ye are startled by the 
troubled redness of the dawn ! Farewell — ^kiss me, 
Velius — kiss me, Lucius — ^my aunt also will kiss me, 
for she loves me too, in spite of all things." 

They did kiss her, and tears were mingled with their 
embraces, and they said no more, but parted from her 
where she was ; and Pal ma, the senator, lifted the deso- 
late Sempronia from the ground, on which she had 
&llen, and he and her father carried her away, apparently 
quite senseless, with all her black tresses sweeping the 
pavement as they moved. And so Athanasia and Aure- 
lius were once more left alone in the chamber. 

They were alone — and they were close together, for 
the old man hastened to Athanasia the moment the 
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others had left her. " The moment is come," said Silo ; 
" now, now, at last, sir, prepare yourself to risk every 
thing where every thing may be gained." 

He did not whiter this, but spake the words boldly 
and aloud ; and ere I could either answer any thing, or 
form any guess as to his meaning, he had leaped <K>wn 
from my side, and thrown open, by touching another 
secret spring, a door which formed a communication (of 
course entirely unsuspected) between our lurking-place 
and the chamber in which our friends were standing. 
Silo rushed in, and I followed him. It was all done so 
rapidly that I scarce remember how it was done. I 
cannot, indeed, forget the wild and vacant stare of 
Athanasia, the cry which escaped from her lips, nor the 
fervour with which she sunk into my embrace. But all 
the rest is hke a dream to me. The door closed swiftly 
behind us ; swiftly — swiftly I ran, bearing the maiden 
in my arms, through all the long course of those deserted 
chambers. Door after door flew open before us. All 
alike breathless and speechless, we ran on. We reached 
the last of the chambers, the wide and echoing saloon, 
ere my heart had recovered from the first palpitation of 
surprise ; and a moment after we breathed once more 
the free air of heaven, beneath the pillars of the 
portico. 

" Stop not," said I ; '< for the sake of God, stc^ not* 
Hasten, Silo ; it is you that must guide us." 

**Ha!" said he, ** already have they perceived it! 
Great God ! after all, is it in vain !" He paused as he 
said so, and we heard distinctly voice echoing voice, and 
the clapping of doors. " Treachery, treachery ! Escape, 
escape r they shouted at the gates; and horn and 
trumpet mingled in the clamour of surprise, wrath, ter« 
ror. 

" Ride, ride," screamed a voice high over aH the tu- 
RHilt — ^*'ride, ride this instant, and guard every ave* 
nue." - 

** Search every comer — ^search the wing of Domitian,^* 
cried another. 

The horsemen gall(^ed furiously hither and thither 
across the courts ; trumpet, and horn, and cymbal re* 
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aooDded above the riKMitiiig of men, and the neigbiDg of the* 
Hurtled cfaaigers. 

<< We are kwt — ^we are lost T said Silo, clasping hia 
hands upon his brow. ^ We shall never reach the gate, 
and they must discover every thing on the instant" 

''Let us run to the temple of Apollo/' said I — 
strange to tell» I felt comparatively cool at that moment ; 
^ the priestess will at least give shelter to Athanasia — we 
at least must try her." 

** Thank God," whispered Silo, ** there is one chance 
more." And so we b^gan again to run as swiftly as be- 
fore, and keeping close beneath the shaded wall of the 
edifice, and then threading, under the guidance of the 
jailer, many narrow passages of the hanging-gardens of 
Adonis, we reached, indeed, the adjoining court of the 
Palatine, and stood, where all was as yet silent and undis- 
turbed, within the broad shadow of the sacred portico. 
The greatgate we tried to open, but it was barred. Atha- 
nasia, however, who by this time had recovered herself 
astonishingly, pointed out a postern at the corner of the 
portico, and by that we, without further difficulty, gained 
the interior of the temple. 

It was all filled as before (for here the alternations of 
the day and night made no difierence), with the. soft and 
beautiful radiance proceeding from the tree of lamps. But 
the fire on the altar of the god burned high and clear, as 
if very recentljr trimmed, and behind its blaze stood one 
of the ministering damsels, whom I had formerly seen 
embroidering in company with Athanasia. Her hand 
held the chmn of the censer, and she was swinging it 
slowly from side to side, while the clouds of fragrant 
smoke rolled high up above the piercing flames ; — ^and 
the near li^ht, and the intervening smoke, and the occu- 
pation with which she was busied, prevented her from at 
first perceiving what intrusion had been made on the soli- 
tude of the sacred place. Athanasia ran up to her, and 
clasping the knees of the astonished girl with her fettered 
hands, began to implore her by the memory of old af- 
fection and companionship, and for the sake of all that 
was deartoher,to give escape, if escape were possible^ — 
at least to give concealment. The girl dropped the cen- 
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ser from her hand — ^she gazed wildly, and stammered in- 
coherently, and seemed to be utterly confused, and unable 
to guess what was the meaning of what she saw end 
heard. 

** Lady I" said Silo, rushing forward, and falling down 
before her by the side of Athanasia ; " oh, lady 1 stand 
not here considering, for this is the very moment of ut- 
most peril for her — for us— for all of us. For the sake 
#f all that is dear and holy, if you have access to any se- 
cret place, lay it open speedily, and the prayers of all that 
you behold shall for ever be calling down blessings on 
your head. Behold these fetters — they tell you from what 
her flight hath been." 

The girl grasped the hands of Athanasia, and gazed upon 
the manacles, but still seemed quite amazed and stupified ; 
and while she was yet standing so, and Silo was renewing 
his entreaties, we heard suddenly some one trying to open 
the door by which we had entered, and which the jailer 
had fastened behind us, as soon as we had all crossed the 
threshold. Once and again a violent hand essayed to 
undo the bolt, and then all was quiet again. And in a mo- 
ment after, the great gate of the temple was itself thrown 
open, and the priestess of Apollo entered the fane, fol- 
lowed by her two brothers, who supported between them 
the yet faint an<i weeping: young Sempronia, In a mo- 
ment Athanasia had rushed across the temple, and, strong 
in the mingled energy of hope and fear, knelt down with 
her forehead to the ground, 'her hands clasped together, 
and her long hair kissing the marble close by where the 
feet of her haughty kinswoman were planted. 

Surprise held every one dumb for an instant ; but it 
was the priestess who first broke the silence. 

** Athanasia !" said she ; " rash, unhappy girl, speak, by 
what magic do I behold you here ? How have you es- 
caped ? and why, having done so, do you choose this 
place for your retreat? Think ye, that here, in the 
temple of Apollo, the priestess of an insulted god can give 
shelter to blasphemy flying from the arms of justice? 
Ha 1 and he, too, is here ! Old man, what brought thee 
hither ? I think our acquaintance scarce warranted this 
intrusion. Speak — speak, unhappy girl, and let roe un- 
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derstand what all this means ; for at present every thing 
is darky and I see only that you have brought hither — ** 

** Friends, friends — oh ! blame them not," interrupted 
the maiden, " oh ! blame them not for doing much — for 
venturing all to save me. Oh ! help us, and help speedily ; 
for they search everywhere, and they will come hither, 
too, anon." 

" Come hither I" cried the priestess ; " who, I pray yoa, 
will come hither ? Ha ! run, fly, bolt the door. If Cesar 
speaks, I will answer ; but at no lower bidding shall I un-> 
fold the temple-gate. Ha ! methinks you imagine every 
one may be as venturous and as successful as your- 
self." 

Tlie gate, meantime, had been made fast, and it was 
well that it had been so ; for scarcely had the priestess 
made an end of speaking, ere the sound of horses' feet, 
and the ringing of arms, and the voices of angry men, 
were heard distinctly approaching towards us. In a mo- 
ment more we could hear them talking together beneath 
the very portico, and trying, in their turn, to thrust open 
the massive valves of the temple. 

" Who calls there V* cried the priestess, in a stern tone — 
" Who calls and knocks there ? If a suppliant approaches, 
I think he might approach more modestly." 

" Castor ! — We are no suppliants," answered a rough 
voice from without ; " but you had betteropen your door, 
old dame, and let us see whether the rats have not got to 
their holes here. It is no use speaking ; if you have had 
them baked into a pie, we must see them. Dead or alive, 
you must give up our pretty Christians. Come, come, 
my blv masters ; yield, yield, there is no flying from 
Cesar." 

"Peace, insolents P quoth the priestess ; "peace, and 
begone on the instant 1 This is the temple of Apollo, 
and ye shall find no Christians here, I warrant you." 

The man still thundered at the door, however, and she 
resumed more sternly than ever, — " Wretch, profane out- 
cast, I charge thee once more, be still 1 Has impiety 
crept even to the camp ? Turn, rude man, and dread the 
arm that guarded Delphos I" — and saying so, she at length 
lifted up the fearful Athanasia, and walked, all present 
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following at some little distance, towards the other ex* 
tremity of the fane, where, as I had occasion once to tell 
you before, the private chamber of the priestess was sit- 
uated on the right-hand beyond the statue of Apollo. In 
passing, she stopped for an instant, and, kissing the feet of 
the statue, seemed to murmur some secret invocation for 
help — perhaps it might be for pardon. She kept hold of 
Athanasia's hand all the while, but said not one word 
either to her or to any of us ; while the two uncles and the 
young Sempronia appeared to be still kept silent by the 
surprise with which all these unforeseen things had af- 
fected them. 

She led us across the chamber in which, on a former 
day, 1 had heard Athanasia sing ; and in like manner, hav- 
ing taken a lamp in her hand, on through the long pas- 
sages which conduct towards the receptacle wherein the 
Sibylline prophecies are said to be preserved. She 
opened the door, which she had, on that former day, told 
me led into the repository of those mysterious scrolls. 
Two inner doors appeared before us ; that to the left she 
opened likewise, and we perceived, descending from its 
threshold, a long dark flight of steps, as if going down into 
tl)e centre of the rock. " Here,*' said she, as she paused, 
and held the lamp over the gloomy perspective, " here, 
at last, I leave you, having already done too much, whe- 
ther I think of the god I serve, or of Trajan, or of my- 
self. But for the blood of kindred not little may be 
dared. Gk> with her, since you have come with her — 
more I cannot do — here, take this lamp — the door at the 
bottom is fastened only from within ; let it fall behind you, 
and make what speed you may." 

" One thing," said Silo, " had better be done ere you 
depart ;" and so, very adroitly, he, by means of his jailer's 
key, relieved both of them from their fetters. He then 
turned to me, and said, " Go no farther, Valerius ; you 
may rest assured that no one suspects us." 

I saw that he designed to return into the courts of the 
Palatine, and so proceed homeward, as if ignorant of 
every thing that had occurred : I saw this ; and it was 
evident that Silo had no other course to pursue, either in 
duty to himself or to his family. But for me, all my cares 
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were here. I squeezed by the hand both Lucius and Ve- 
]ias, and both warmly relumed my pressure. The 
priestess gave the lamp into my hand, and the door was 
shut upon us ; and we began, with hearts full of thankful- 
ness — but not yet composed enough to taste of lightness — 
with thankfulness uppermost, I think, in our confused 
thoughts, and with no steady footsteps, to descend into 
the unknown abyss, that yawned black and deep be- 
fore us. 



CHAPTER XT. 

Tub steps were abrupt and narrow, but in a few min- 
utes our feet became accustomed to them, and .we de- 
scended rapidly. After we had done so for some time, 
we found ourselves in a low chamber of oblong form, in 
the midst of which an iron slake was fixed into the floor, 
having chains of ponderous workmanship attached to its 
centre, and over-against it, on the one side, a narrow 
chair of the same metal, and it also immoveable. 1 asked 
Athanasiato repose herself here for a moment; for it was 
evident that the tumultuous evening had much worn out 
her strength. But she said, shuddering, " No, no, not here, 
Valerius ; I never saw this place before, but the aspect of it 
recalls to me many fearful stories, and explains the meaning 
of many dark hints, that at the lime when I heard them I 
could not understand. Here, without question, many a 
poor wretch has expiated his offences against the dignity of 
the shrine and the servants of Apollo. 1 have heard the 
priestess allude to this dreary place — I cannot bear to stay 
in it. Aurelius knows, I doubt not, some humble Christian 
roof beneath which we may be safe until the fi^rst search be 
over. Let us breathe at least the open air, and God, who 
has hitherto helped, will not desert us." 

" There you speak rightly," said Aurelius ; ^Jet ps not 
linger here amid the scenes of darkness and blood. 
Christian roofs, indeed, are known to me both humble and 
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lofty, which would gladly shelter us ; but how are we to 
know how far suspicion may already have extended, or 
why should we run any needless risk of bringing others 
into peril, having, by God's grace, escaped ourselves from 
the most immanent peril,at the very moment when all hope, 
as to this life, had been utterly taken from us ? Let us 
quit these mysterious precincts — let us quit them speedily 
— but let us not rashly be seen in the busy city. There 
i3 a place known to me (and Athanasia also has, with far 
different purposes, visited it heretofore), where safety, I 
think, may be expected, and where, if danger do come, it 
can find no unnecessary victim. Let us hasten this night 
to the catacombs,* which are beyond the Esquiline^ 
There, but a few nights ago, we committed to the dust the 
mortal relics of Thraso. I thought this evening to have 
approached the companionship of his^etter part. Beside 
the tomb of the blessed martyr we will offer up thanki 
for our deliverance, and await in patience the hour that is 
to make us altogether free— or to undo what has been 
done." 

'' Yes, dear father, let us go together," said the maiden ; 
'< there is no one will seek us ; there, best of all, shall our 
thank sgivings and our prayers be offered. We will sit by 
the sepulchre of the holy man ; and Valerius will go into 
the city, and procure what things are needful." 

She leaned upon me as she said so, and we began the 
descent of another flight of steps, beyond the dark cham- 
ber ; this terminated at length in a door, the bolts of which 
being withdrawn, we found ourselves beneath the open 
sky of night, at the extremity of one of the wooded walks 
that skirt the southern base of the Palatine — the remains 
of the more than Assyrian splendour of groves and gar- 
dens, which bad once connected the golden house of Nero 
with the more modest structures of tus predecessors. I 
wrapped Athanasia in my cloak, and walked beside her 
in my tunic ; and the old priest conducted us by many 
vrindines — avoiding, as far as was possible, aH the glare of 
the S«£urra— round about the edge of the city, towards 
the place of which he bad spoken. 

P2 
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To my astonishment, it was not in any wild and desert 
place, but in the midst of the gardens which hang over 
the city walU by the great Esquiline gate, that Aurelius 
at last desired us to slacken our pace, for that we bad 
reached very nearly the end of our journey. 

^ Is it here," said I, ** is it here, in the centre of all tbia 
splendour, that you hope to find a place of more safety 
than any private dwelling could afford you ? The dead, 
indeed, are safe everywhere ; but surely you have not 
chosen wisely such a retreat as this for the living P 

** Have patience,'' replied the old man ; " you are but a 
stranger in Rome — and yet, after all, you speak what I 
should have heard without surprise from many who have 
spent all their days in it. For few ever think of entering 
a region which is almost as extensive as Rome itself, and 
none, I think, are acquainted with all the labyrinthine 
windings of that strange region." 

So saying, the priest led the way into the centre of 
one of the thickest of the groves. The trees were tall 
and strong, and their branches formed a canopy over* 
head through which scarcely here and there the twinkling 
beams of a single star could penetrate. The under- 
growth, however, was, if possible, still more luxuriant ; 
insomuch, that not without great difficulty could we force 
for ourselves any passage among the close creeping shrubs 
and widcospvead bushes of alder. Perseverance, never- 
theless, at length accomplished what seemed to me at 
first almost impracticable. We reached the centre of 
the wide thicket, and there, within the circuit of the woody 
^ screen, we found a small space of soil, comparatively 

^ bare. The light of mo<Sn and star plunged down there 
among the surrounding blackness of boughs and thick 
leaves as into some deep well, and shawed the entrance 
of a natural grotto, which had, indeed, all the appearance 
of neglect, oblivion, and utter desertedness. 

V Confess, Valerius," said the old man, '^that I did not 
deceive you^ when I promised a safe and a lonely shelter 
But there is no^ huiry now $ sit you down here by the 
mouth of the cavern, and let me taste once more the 
water of this hidden fountain, for my lips are parcbe<i^ 
«^d dry,, and no one will disturb ^ls^" 
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I had not observed, until the old man said this, a small 
fountain hard-by the mouth of the grotto, which, in for- 
mer days, had evidently been much cared for, although 
now almost all its surface was covered with water-lilies^ 
and other tender flowers, that spread their leaves abroad 
over it. The marble, also, with which the sides of the 
fountain were coated, now showed dim and green, by rea- 
son of the undisturbed moisture, and the creeping moss ; 
nor bad a statue, that reposed just within the entrance of 
the grot, escaped the general desolation, for the damp 
grass had grown up so as half to cover the recumbent 
limbs, and the beautiful Parian stone had tost all its bright- 
ness. 

"You can scarcely see where the inscription was," 
said Aurelius, ** for the letters are filled up or effaced j 
but I remember when many admirsd it, and I think I 
can still repeat the lines — ^yes, it was thus they ran : — 

< Nymph of the grot, these sacred springs I keep,. 
And to the murmur of these waters sleep ; 
Ah ! spare my slumbers, gently tread the cave,. 
And drink in silence, or in silence lave.'* 

Little did they who graved this command conjecture 
bow well it was to be obeyed. But there should be an- 
other inscription here, and one of a very different tenour. 
Ay, here it is," said he, stepping on a long flat piece of 
marble, almost buried among the weeds, " here is it also ; 
but it would be a more diflScult matter for me to remem- 
ber all the words that I have seen legible upon this fatal 
monument.'^ * ' * ' 

I was advancing to examine the CT^ne, but the old. man 
stopped me, and said, " No, no ; what avails it to spell 
out the record of an old forgotten] murder ? Do you re- 
Dsember the story of Asinius ? it is told somewhere by 
Cicero. It was within this very cavern that the man 

* So Pope has rendered the beautiful lines of the celebrated inscrip*^ 
tion :-- 

Hujus Nympha Loci, sacri custodia fontis,. 
Bormio, dum blands sentio murmur aquie ; 
Parce meum, quisquis tangis cava marmofa, 
Rumpere ; nve bihas,. sive laiwre„ tace^ 
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Vfn» butchered ; and now, you see, both he and his monn- 
ment are alike sinking into forgetfulness. I believe, how- 
ever, the monument itself must bear the blame of part 
of this ; for I have heard my father say, that he had often 
been told this was one of the most favourite fountains 
about all this quarter until that slaughter took place, and 
then people became more shy of coming hither. It is all 
owing to that stone, that the precept of the Sleeping 
Nymph has been so well complied with.* But for that 
the underwood round about us would never have been 
permitted to thrive so wildly." 

Athanasia* in the mean time, had sat down by the mar- 
gin of the grotto, and was laving her forehead with the 
water of the solitary fountain. Old Aurelius, too, dipped 
his hands in the well and tasted of the water, and then 
turning to me he say, with a grave smile, '* Valerius, me- 
thinks you are religious in your regard for the slumbers 
of the nymph." He whispered something into the ear of 
Athanasia, and received an answer from her in the same 
tone, ere he proceeded. " Draw near — fear not that I 
shall do any thing rashly — ^we owe all things to your love 
— we know we do ; but speak plainly, — Do you indeed 
desire to be admitted into the fellowship of the true Faith ? 
Let not the symbol of regeneration be applied hastily. 
Without doubt, great were my joy might my hands be 
honoured so as to shed the blessed water of baptism upcxk 
the brow of my dear Valerius." 

"Ah, Valerius!*' said Athanasia, '<I know God has 
touched your heart; why should this be delayed any 
longer ? You have shared the perils of the faithful. Par- 
take with them in good, as well as in evil. Hesitate no 
longer ; God will perfect what has been so nobly begun," 

" My father," said I, " and my dear Athanasia, dearer 
to me than all things, I hesitate only because I doubt if I 
am yet worthy. Surely I believe that this is the right 
faith, and that there is no God but the Jehovah whom you 
worship." 

'' Beautiful is humility in the sight of Heaven/' said the 

* AtiniiM aufteni bieTi iUo tempore quasi in hoftitlofl iret, in arendrioM 
quasdam juzta portam Ezquiliniun perducftua, occiditcurw— ^Pr9 Clueni. 
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old man ; and with that he rose up from the place where 
he had been sitting, and began, standing by the margin 
of the well, to pour out words of thanksgiving and suppli- 
catioii, such as 1 have never heard equalled from any 
human lips but his. The deep calm voice of the holy 
man sounded both sweet and awful in the breathless air 
of midnight. The tall black trees stood all around, like a 
wall, cutting us off from the world, and from the thoughts 
of the world ; and the moon, steady overhead in the 
serene blue sky, seemed to shower down light and beauty 
upon nothing in all the wide world but that little guarded 
space of our seclusion. I stepped into the cool water of 
the fountain. The old man stooped over me, and sprin- 
kled the drops upon my forehead, and the appointed words 
were repeated. Aurelius kissed my brow, as 1 came 
forth from the water, and Athanasia also drew slowly 
near, and then hastily she pressed my forehead with her 
trembling lips. 

We all sat down together by the lonely well ; and we 
sat in silence, for I could not be without many thoughts, 
partaken by none but myself, at the moment when 1 had 
thus, in the face of God and man, abjured the faith of all 
my fathers, and passed into the communion of the feeble^ 
and despised, and persecuted few ; nor did either the 
priest or Athanasia essay to disturb my meditations. 
There were moments (for I must not conceal from you 
my weakness) in which I could scarcely help suspecting 
that I had done something that was wrong. I thought of 
my far distant mother ; and I could not reflect without 
pain upon the feelings with which I had every reason to 
suppose she, kind as she was, and merciful in all things, 
would have contemplated the scene which had passed. 
I thought of my dead parent too ; but that was with 
thoughts yet more serious and awful. The conviction of 
my own mind, in obedience to which I had acted, relieved 
me, however, from any feelings of self-reproach — "My fa- 
ther is dead, said I to myself— He died in ignorance, and 
he has not been judged according to the light which never 
shone upon him. But now — oh yes, it must be so — the 
darkness has passed from before his eyes ; and if the 
spirits of the departed ever visit, in the dim hours of silence, 
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those who were dear to them upon the earth, surely his 
Yeoerahle sliade stood by smiling while the forehead of 
his son was laved with these biased waters." Nor were 
these all that I thought of. Meantime, minutes — hours 
glided away, while troubled, and solemn, and tender 
thoughts thus occupied by turns my bosom. The old 
priest sat by me, his arms folded on his breast, gazing up- 
ward upon the spangled glories of the firmament. Atha- 
nasia was on the other side, close by the statue of the 
sleeping Naiad. From time to time, she leaned her cheek 
upon my shoulder ; then she, too, would fix her eyes for 
a moment upon the untroubled beauty of the moon ; and 
then the maiden would turn away from me, stooping over 
the brink of the fountain, and once and again 1 saw its 
calm dark waters rippled beneath her by the dropping of 
a tear. 

" My dear children,'' said the good old Aurelius, after 
this silence had lasted for I know not how long, " me- 
thinks more sadness is among us than might suit the re- 
membrance of what Providence has done for us, since 
the sun that went down upon much sorrow is about to 
rise upon so many fair hopes. 1 am old, but you are 
young ; the world lies behind me, save a remnant 1 know 
not how brief. It lays all before you, and you have a 
light whereby to look upon it which my early day wanted. 
I trust that soon, very soon, ye shall both be far from 
this city — I say both, for I know well, go where ye may, 
ye will both go together. As for me, my lot is cast here, 
and here I will remain. Valerius, you must leave us be- 
times — you must return into the city, and consult with your 
friends and hers, how best Athanasia may be conveyed 
safely beyond the bounds of Italy. Cesar, indeed, rules 
everywhere; but at a distance from Rome suspicion is, 
at least, less watchful ; and there is no precept given by 
which ye are bound to seek unnecessary perils." 

" Aurelius," said I, " my dear father Aurelius, think 
not but that I have already been considering all these 
things anxiously. As soon as I have seen you safely 
placed within the retreat of which you have spibken to 
me, I shall hasten to Licinjus my kinsman, who already, 
indeed, must be feeling no small anxiety from my absence. 
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I shall -speak with him, and with both the Sempromi. 
My own errand to the capital I value as nothing, and I 
shall be ready on the instant, if Athanasia herself will 
cons^t to partake my voyage." 

" She will," answered the good priest : " in her hour 
of most imminent peril, she confessed that she loved you. 
Athanasia will be your wife, and ye will both serve the 
Lord many days, amid the quiet valleys of your far off 
island. Nay, Athanasia, my dear child, do not weep, for 
these are not common days, and you must follow without 
fear the path which God's providence points out for your 
safety. Before ye f^o, my children, I myself shall join 
your hands in the name of our God." 

Athanasia heard his words, and saw me gaze upon his 
face, but she made no reply, except by the tears which 
Aurelius rebuked, and a timid yet grave and serious pres- 
sure, with which she, whop he had made an end of speak* 
ing, returned the fervid pressure of my hand upon hers. 

" Children," said the old man, " there is no need of 
words when hearts are open: the tears that ye have 
shed together are the best earnest of the vows that ye 
shall ere long, I trust, pronounce. Yet, let no rashness 
attend your steps. The dawn must now be near, and 
Athanasia and I had better retire into our protecting co- 
vert. Valerius will leave us, and return at eventide. 
Till then, fasting and praying, we shall give thanks for 
our deliverance, and ask the aid that alone is precious for 
the time that yet remains." 

I had fortunately brought all the way with me the lamp 
which lighted ojr steps down the mysterious staircase 
from the shrine of Apollo. Some little oil still remained 
within it, and Aurelius soon struck a light, and taking it 
in his hand, began to enter before us the dark cavern, by 
the mouth of which we had all this while been sitting. 
You, perhaps, have never heard of those strange excava- 
tions, the whole extent of which has probably never been 
known to any one person, but which appear, indeed, even 
as the priest had asserted, to be almost co-extensive with 
the great city beneath whose foundations they are placed. 
For what purpose they were at first dug is a subject which 
has long exercised the conjectures of those fond of pene- 
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trating into the origin of things* and the customs of anti- 
quity. By some it is supposed, that in such caverns, 
winding far away into unseen recesses, the first rude in- 
habitants of Italy, like the Troglodytes of Upper f^gypt 
and Ethiopia, had fixed their miserable abodes. Others 
assert that they owe their origin merely to the elder bdild' 
ers of the visible Rome, who, to avoid marring the surface 
of the earth, were contented to bring their materials of 
sand, clay, and stone from these subterraneous labyrinths, 
which so grew with the progress of diligence, and with 
the extension of the city itself. Perhaps both conjectures 
may have some foundation in truth ; but be that as it may, 
there is no question that, in later times, these great cata- 
combs have been widened and extended, to serve as 
places of burial for the mortal remains of the poor citi- 
zens ; and this more particularly since the period when 
the Esquiline Hill was given by Augustus to his favourite 
Mecsenas, and so purified from the pollutions to which allu- 
sion is frequent in the writings of Horace, and all the 
poets of the Republic. And now is it to be wondered at 
that here, in regions so obscure and dismal, the perse- 
cuted adherents of the new faith should have frequently 
sought, not only resting-places for the bodies of their dead, 
but even shelter for themselves, amid the darkness and 
cruelty of those relentless days ? Hither, more than once, 
the old priest said, he had fled to escape the pursuit of his 
enemies — here once more he hoped the shield of safety 
would lie over his peril — here, at last, by whatever death 
he should die, his surviving brethren had promised to lay 
his bones in the earth, beside Thraso of Antioch, and 
many more that, in the bloody times of Nero and Domi- 
tian, had already, in the sight of all that heartless city, 
merited the crown, and the spotless robe, and the palm- 
branch of martyrdom, by patient endurance of the last 
insolence of man. 

The old priest, therefore, held the lamp before us, and 
we entered those gloomy regions, wherein alone the ser- 
vants of the Son of (jod could, at that troubled era, es- 
teem themselves in safety from the hot pursuit of con- 
temptuous power. We passed along beneath the dark 
arches of the rock-hewn roof, and between the long wind- 
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ing walls, on either side of which appeared many humble 
inscriptions, recording the virtues of the departed and the 
regrets of the surviving poor ; — of these last, however, as 
it appeared, all must long since have been gathered to the 
ashes of those whom they had lamented, for there was no 
semblance of any new monument among all that we ob- 
served ; and most of them, to judge from the shape of the 
letters upon them, must have been set up at least as long 
ago as the period of the death of Asinius. After travers- 
ing many of these long subterraneous galleries, we came 
at last to one narrower and more low-roofed than the 
rest, into which Aurelius struck aside, saying, ''Here 
Thraso lies — ^but no inscription marks the place where a 
Christian finds repose— r-here is the spot ; with my own 
bands I lent feeble help in digging the grave ; Athanasia, 
too, knows it well, for she also did not fear to assist in 
rendering the last honours to that soldier of Christ/' 

A fiat thin stone, without mark or epitaph, indicated 
the spot. 

*' Let us sit here," said Athanasin, '' let us sit here pa- 
tiently till Valerius returns ; but how, when he is once 
gone from us, sball he ever be able to find us again among 
all the windings of this dark region r 

" He never could,'' said the priest, " neither he nor any 
one, I think ; and therein is our safety. But that matters 
not ; and yet, had I thought of it sooner, we might have 
spared him the trouble of entering our retreat along with 
us. The day, however, has not yet begun to dawn, and 
no time is lost ; for at this hour he might excite suspicion 
by being seen walking in the streets. We shall con- 
duct him back again to the gate of the cavern, and then 
wait here till the darkness of evening makes it safe for 
him to seek us out again. But, first of all, he must assist 
me in lifting up this stone." 

I was a little surprised with this last proposition ; but 
seeing that the old man was in earnest, I, nevertheless, 
complied with his request. The stone yielded to our 
elSforts, and I saw, when it was removed, a sword, a spear, 
and a brazen buckler, lying together upon the surface of 
the recently stirred earth. I took the sword in my hand, 
and offered it to Aurelius ; but he bid me lay that down, 
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for of such weapons he had no need. He then stooped 
himself, and lifted a small lamp of iron, which, with a 
cruise of oil, lay beside the weapons of the buried soldier. 
The lamp which we had brought with us could not have 
lasted much longer, so I waa extremely relieved when I 
observed this new supply. 

When I replaced the stone, however, I took care not 
to hide, for the present, the sword and the spear of Thraso. 
I laid them both at the feet of Athanasia ; and then leav- 
ing her by the funeral-stone, Aurelius and I retraced our 
steps to the mouth of the catacomb. 

•* Already," said he, as we came forth to the open air, 
" already the sky is red eastward — walk cautiously through 
the gardens, and regain with all speed the house of your 
kinsman. I need not preach diligence to you ; for you 
well know, that without your diligence, what has been 
done has all been done in vain. 60, my son ; may all 
blessings attend your steps. Come back at the rising of 
the moon, and cast a stone into the fountain, and I shall 
be within hearing. Go, and fear not." 



CHAPTER XVI. 

I PASSED without disturbance through the wide gardens 
of the Esquiline, and the streets of the city, in which no 
one was as yet moving, except a few rustics here and 
there, driving mules and asses laden with herbs to the 
market-place. When I reached the house of my kins- 
man, however, it was evident that sleep did not prevail 
within its gates ; for lights^ were visible in the vestibule, 
the gates of which, as could be by no means usual at such 
an hour, stood half-open to the way. I entered, and 
found Dromo, and several more of the domestic slaves, 
sitting in conversation with the porter ; while, apart from 
* them, appeared Boto walking up and down, and vig^ly 
occupied with something quite different from wjiat foriTled 
the' subject of their discourses. 
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He could not conceal the extravagance of his satisfac- 
tion on seeing me enter among them in safety ; so that I 
had no doubt his brother had informed him, in so far at 
least, of the strange scenes that had passed after our leav- 
ing him in the Mamnnertine at the beginning of the even- 
ing. Nor was Dromo the Cretan much behind him in 
many marks of satisfaction. The two alSectionate slaves 
received me, in short, with the warmest demonstrations of 
joy, and conducted me together to the chamber of Ijcin- 
ius, in which I found a company assembled, the whole of 
whom, it was sufficiently manifest, had been waiting all 
the night in expectation of seeing or hearing from me. 
The orator himself was there — and young Sextus, pab 
with watching — and Sabinus, still habited in his full mili- 
tary attire, with a goblet of wine before him on the table — 
and, last of all, Lucius Sempronius, who was reclining in 
the corner of the room» at some little distance from the 
rest. It was he who eagerly and aloud began to question 
me the moment I came in ; and I knew from the style 
in which he spake, that all my friends who were present 
had already been made aware of the singular manner in 
which Athanasia and the old priest had been withdrawn 
from the council-chamber of the Palatine. A few words 
informed them of what had followed after we quitted the 
temple of Apollo, and of the obscure retreat in which I 
had just parted from the fugitives. 

'* 1 thank the gods," said Sempronius, — ** so far at least 
it goes well ; but if this strictness, of which the centu- 
rion speaks, shall be adhered to, there still must be no 
small difficulty about conveying the girl beyond the city." 

" In truth," quoth Sabinus, after a little pause, ** I am 
afraid this is scarcely a matter in regard to which I should 
be consulted. I know not but ' already I have done 
several things that could not be quite reconciled with my 
duty. I shall, in all probability, be set on the watch ni)r- 
self ; and if so — much as I must regret the necessity — it 
certainly will be most necessary for me to discharge what 
is committed to my trust. Is there no possibility, think 
you, of inventing some impenetrable disguise ? Depend 
oh it, it is q^ite impossible the young lady should remain 
anywhere, in Rome, without being ere long discovered. 
The ^t thing is to have her safe beyond the city- walls.'' 



180 VALBBIUS. 

••I myself,'* said I, ** shall embark instantly for Britain. 
Sempronius, Athanasia miist go with me : surely it may 
be possible to have her carried unobserved to the shore.** 

'* You P quoth Licinius — ** you embark instantly for 
Britain I You know not what you say, my dear boy ; 
your lawsuit has been determined this very afternoon, 
and you must not think of leaving Rome at the moment 
of such magnificent success. The great Valerian vilb, 
and every thing that Cneiiis left, is your own.** 

" By Jove !" cried Sabinus, •* did ever any mortal re- 
ceive such a piece of news with such a face as this ! But 
come, here is health to the lord of the great Valerian 
tilla, and may this Massic choke me, if I don't love him 
the better for all his gravity." 

" Would to heaven !** said Sempronius, ** our young 
friend had loved as truly as he does under happier aus- 
pices I I am the last man in Rome who would wish to see 
him sacrificing the prospects that have but just opened 
themselves upon him. No, no, Valerius must stay and 
take possession of the palace of his ancestors, destined, as 
I hope he is, to equal, under the favour of the gods, the 
noblest name among all their line. My dear niece — let 
us trust she may be concealed somewhere in safety from 
the pursuit. Separated from this Aurelius, and the rest 
of this fanatic crew, she will ere long, without question, 
abandon the dreams they have filled her mind withal ; and 
then, on some future happier day, our dear friend may 
perhaps have no reason either to fear or to blush for lift- 
ing her over the threshold of the Valerii. Their loves 
have been already well proved in trouble ; let us hope that 
the merciful gods may yet reward them in prosperity." 

I drew near to the old man when he had said this, and 
receiving his embrace, whispered into his ear, " Sempro- 
nius, you speak generously ; but know that this very 
evening I also have become a Christian.*' 

•* Heavens !" cried he, " what Kmits shall ever be affixed 
to this contagion I — every day the madness seizes upon 
some noble victim. Rash, rash boy \ have you not seen 
already to what consequences this must lead 7" 

" What is it ? what is it ?** says Licinius ; ^ what new 
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calamity i$ this ? Have my ears deceived me, or did I 
hear aright what afflicts me more than any thing of all 
that has yet happened ? Speak, dear Caius, speak, and, 
for the sake of ail the Ivoman blood that is in your veins, 
_ undo this suspicion ! S wear that I heard not your whisper 
well I swear to me, that you have not embraced this 
phrensyl" 

'* My friends,'^ said I,. " why should Ijipeak to one, 
when all of you are, I ^»vc i know, ahke interested in every 
thing that concerns me ? Neither rashly, nor hastily, nor 
in phrensy, nor in any madness, but calmly and deliberately, 
after many struggles and much reflection, I have at 
length been satisfied that this faith, of which you think so 
contemptuously, is the only true faith ; and that in it alone, 
now that it has been proclaimed to the world, the immor- 
tal hopes of mankind are reposed. Seek not to argue 
with me, for, ignorant as ye are as to this matter, it is im- 
possible that you should speak wisely or well concerning 
it. In all things else I bow to the opinion of age and 
understanding so much above my own ; but here I have 
thought for myself, and my faith is fixed." 

Licinius looked upon me, while I spake so, with a 
countenance full of painful and anxious emotion. In the 
eye of young Sextus I saw a tear ready to start, and his 
whole aspect was that of one sad and bewildered. Sem- 
pronius leaned his brow upon his hand, and turned himself 
away from me. But as for the centurion, he preserved 
his usual air, without much alteration either in one way 
or another ; and after a moment, all the rest continuing 
silent, he whispered to me across the table, " By Jove, 
Valerius, I have been in love myself ere now, and per- 
haps am not out of the scrape just at present ; but, I must 
confess to you, you have thrown quite a new light upon the 
matter* Why, man, do but consider with yourself for a 
moment ; how do you suppose the whole world has been 
going on for Heaven knows how many thousand years? 
What do you fancy to be the great merits of the present 
age, that it should be treated with more favour than all 
that have gone before it ? And if you come to speak of 
the Jews— by Castor ! I never was in their country, but. 
everybody knows they are the most pitifiil, black-hearted, 

Q 3 
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absurd, mean, knavish set of creatures that ever the world 
was disgraced with. They were always by the ears 
among themselves ; but I think it is rather too much that 
the^ should have the credit of bringing their betters (by 
which I mean all the wdrld besides) into confusion. You 
may think as you please, but, depend upon it, I understand 
much more of their character than you do ; and rely upon 
me, my dear fellow, there is neither honour nor wisdom 
of an^ kind to be got by consorting with them. In fact, 
grantmg all the present disturbance were over, and these 
people allowed to follow their own devices without any 
one's interfering with them, I have my doubts whether 
your best friends could continue to keep company with 
you if you persisted in being one of them. I am sure 
nobody will be more sorry than I ; but really, to speak 
honestly, I think I am sure you will quite ruin your 
character if you don't instantly dismiss all this nonsense 
from your mmd. And as fdr the young lady — I have 
seen many of them extremely superstitious (though not, to 
be sure, after this Christian fashion), and I never yet knew 
one of them who did not become wonderfully less so 
after she was fairly settled in life, and got a husband to be 
kind to her, look ye, children to be whipped, and a house- 
hold to be scolded. Come, come, remember you are but 
green in the ways of the world yet ; and all this will blow 
over anon, and you will laugh more heartily than any one 
else when you think of your weakness ; but any folly is 
excusable after all in a young lover ; that is to say, man, 
provided it don't last too long. Come, come, a Christian, 
quotha I By Jove ! I would almost as soon have sus- 
pected myself of this as you. But look up, my good 
friend ; I don't think you are listening to me.'^ 

" My dear Sabinus," said I, " I do listen, but I think it 
is rather to the gay Prsetorian than to the patient friend I 
expected to have found in you." 

" Poh I poh !" said he, again ; ** you take every thing so 
seriously. If you are resolved to be a Christian, I am 
very sorry for it ; but neither that, nor any thing of the 
sort, shall ever stand between me and a true friend. I 
hope vou will soon see the thing as I do — I know you 
will ; but in the mean time, Valerius, you may count upoa 
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me — ^I assure you, you may." And in so saying, the kind 
man squeezed my hand with all his customary teryour« 

He then turned round to the rest of our friends, who 
were still as silent as ever, and began, with the warmest 
zeal, to propose for their consideration a dozen different 
schemes of escape that had already suggested themsdlves 
to his imaginatibn. 

" One thing, however/' said he, "is, in the first place, 
absolutely indispensable ; and that is, that we should have 
a bark in readiness at Ostium, or somewhere else ; but 
there I think it would be least likely to attract any par- 
ticular observation. We must have the ship quite ready, — 
manned, and victualled, and all ; and she could set sail per- 
haps by night, and be off the coast before any one thinks 
of inquiring after her. And if you once get to Corsica, or 
Sicily, or any place beyond Italy, your way to Britain 
will lie quite smooth before you, and no one will think of 
offering the smallest interruption. But what do you think 
the youns lady would be most likely to fancy during the 
voyage— I mean in the way of eating? We must take 
particular care as to that : you must on no account allow 

J ourselves to be run so short as we were the last time. 
ly Jove ! the taste of that old biscuit is scarcely out of 
my mouth yet." 

Even Sempronius could not help smiling, when he per- 
ceived into what channel the thoughts of the provident 
centurion had turned themselves; and Licinius also smiled : 
but he soon recalled our attention to matters of more se- 
rious moment. He expressed himself, first of all, in terms 
of the deepest regret concerning the state into which my 
mind had been brought ; but he had too much delicacy to 
hint— what, nevertheless, I have no doubt he would have 
done had I been absent — that he considered my love for 
Athanasia as having been the chief instrument of what he 
called my most unfortunate perversion. He passed then, 
at great length, into an account of the speech he had de- 
livered on the preceding afternoon before the court of the 
Centemviri, of the arguments by which he had satisfied 
the judges as to the justice of my claims, of the applauses 
with which he had been listened to, and of the unhesi- 
tating manner, so gratifying to his feelings, in which the 
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fiivourable judgment of the court had been pronounced. 
For some moments, in his earnest detail of ail these judi- 
cial proceedings, be seemed almost to have lost sight of 
the present situation and views of the person most inter- 
ested in their termination. But then, when in the pro* 
gress of his story he came to describe and enlarge upon 
the magnificence of my new possessions — the wide do- 
mains in Africa— the rich farms in Sicily — the thousands 
of slaves that were engaged in their cultivation — the 
Spanish silver mine — and, last of all, the splendours of 
the great villa upon the banks of Tiber, its ^rdens, its 
baths, its porticoes, its rich furniture, its paintings, its 
statues, its libraries, and I know not how many particulars 
besides — it was not difficult to perceive that he could 
scarcely think, without absolute indignation, of the person 
who, having but just become the master of all these things, 
could consent to abandon them for the sake of a pretty 

S'rl and a fantastic delusion. Had Sempronius not been 
ere among his friends, I suspect he might have expressed 
himself rather more bitterly ; but as it stood, it was quite 
impossible not to be aware of the thoi^hts that were up- 
permost in his mind. He concluded with saying, in a tone 
that bordered very nearly upon derision, " And such are 
the realities which our young friend quits for the reasons 
he has mentioned ! Well, every man must judge for 
himself. If it must be so, let it be so." 

I heard him patiently to the end, and then said, ^ You 
, have well summed up the whole matter, my dear Licinius. 
It must indeed be so, therefore let it be so : and if you 
love me, as how should I doubt you do, let it be without 
any further discussion of this kind, which I have already 
told you can be productive of no good effect : that is to 
say, of no effect which you, in your present state of opinion, . 
could consider as good. I go immediately to Britain, and 
I trust she — for whom I would leave all these things, 
were they millions of times greater than they are— shall, 
by the aid of your kindness, go with me in safety. There 
is one request only which 1 nave, in addition to all this, to 
lay before you ; and that you may hear it the more pa- 
tiently, it does not concern myself. 

" In a word, then," I continued, « should happier days 
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arrive, I hope once more to be among yoa here in Rome. 
The wealth which, thanks to your zeal, Licinius, is this 
day mine, can be of little use to me in the Britrsh valley 
to which, for the present, I retire. Above all, this beau- 
tiful villa of which, you speak— why, because for a time I 
am unable to occupy it, should the mansion of my fathers 
stand empty, when there are others among their descend- 
ants who lie not under the same necessity of exile ? Till 
I am enabled to breathe in freedom the air of Rome, I 
trust Licinius will consent to let 8extus represent me in 
my villa. There, too, I hope Sempronius will permit his 
daughter to be. It will give pleasure to Athanasia and 
myself to think, when we are far away in our solitary 
valley, that those magnificent halls contain the dearest of 
our friends. When we come back, if ever we do so, they 
will not grudge to make room for us beneath the same 
roof with themselves. Lucius — Sempronius, what say 
you?'' 

They were both silent for a moment ; but Sabinus was 
at hand to answer for them. 

" By all Olympw ! I shall knock down any man hence- 
forth who in my presence abuses Christianity as a destruc- 
tion of men's hearts. Let it be, my good friends, as our 
dear Caius says. Let it be so. I know, Sextus, I have 
at least your voice upon my side. Let it be so ; and for 
heaven's sake, let it be immediately. In my humble 
opinion, they ought to be married this very evening. It 
will go very hard if we can't contrive it so that Valerius, 
and Athanasia may have a peep of the procession ere they 
embark. But I have been forgetting what I think is 
almost of equal importance. Our friends won't think of 
setting off without some ceremony of the same sort for 
themselves; will they?" 

Our conversation was interrupted by Dromo, who told 
me that Silo the jailer had come to see me, and was below 
in the hall. There I found the humane man with his little 
daughter in his hand, and walked aside with him into the 
inner portico of the house. I told him how the escape, 
for whidh his zeal alone was to be thanked, had been ter- 
minated, and where Athanasia and AureKos were waiting 
an opportunity of being conveyed beyond the city ; ana 
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then iDquired whether no suspicion had been attached to 
himself in consequence of his absence from the Capitoline. 
He assured me that he had no reason to think any such 
suspicion had been excited ; but added, that after having 
been engaged in such an affair, he could by no means 
consider it proper for himself to continue any longer in 
the situation which he held. 

" The oath which I had taken to Trajan," said he, " pre- 
vented me from adopting the easier and simpler course 
of setting open for our dear friends the gates of the Mam- 
mertine ; and 1 trust that I did not offend against that oath 
by acting as I did, after they had been taken away for the 
time from my keeping. But both they and you must be 
alike aware of the pain which I suffered during their con- 
finement, and of the dangers which 1 have encountered 
by giving my aid to their escape. I am resolved no more 
to be subject to such struggles. I cannot preserve my 
faith as a Christian and my honour as a servant of Trajan, 
liable, as you too well see I am, to be made an instrument 
in the hand of oppression for the persecution of tho^e 
whose only crime is adherence to tl^e same faith into 
which I myself have been baptized. This very day I re- 
sign my charge in the Mammertine ; this very night, if it 
so please you, I am ready to accompany you and my dear 
young lady, in your flight to Britain. There I shall, at 
least, be able to console the old age of my parents — there 
I shall sit by the same fireside with my brother — ^there I 
shall bring up my child in peace, and teach her young lips 
to repeat the name of her Saviour. Do not refuse my 
request, Valerius. I thirst for the repose of my native 
valley. I am weary of prisons and palaces, and blood 
and danger. I pray you, let me go with you — and lay 
my bones, when I die, beside the quiet waters of Anton, 
in which I bathed when I was a stripling." 

I need not say with what gladness I heard this proposal 
from Silo. Indeed, the thought immediately occurred to 
me, that, so far from being any impediment, he might be 
of the most essential use to us in forwarding our scheme of 
evasion. I lefl him, therefore, for a moment, and return- 
ing to my friends, informed them of what 1 had just heard, 
»nd of \he hopes which I was iqc)ined to eqtertaio. The 
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whole of them, perceiving now at last, from the way in 
which I had spoken, that there was no chance of divert- 
ing me from my project, entered, hke true friends, into se- 
rious consultation respecting the best method of carrying 
my project into execution. The aid of Silo, who had al- 
ready given such proofs both of his presence of mind, and 
of his prudence, and ''of his courage, was regarded by 
them as affording promise of the highest importance. 
He was shortly summoned to take part in our consulta- 
tion, and after much being said and considered, it was at 
last resolved that he, the jailer, after resigning in a formal 
manner the office he held, and transferring his property 
for the present into the custody of Licinius, should forth- 
with repair to Ostium, and there hire and put in readiness, 
for immediate use, a small vessel, the lightest he could 
find, in which the whole of the fugitive party might trans- 
port themselves at least as far as Corsica. To this pro- 
posal the zealous Silo without hesitation assented. It 
was agreed that he should have the mariners on their 
benches by the coming on of night, and that he himself 
should be waiting for us by a certain ruined tower, which 
stands conspicuously on a projecting rock by the river- 
side, about a mile and a half above Ostium. There he 
should be hailed by me, and from thence he should him- 
self conduct us to the bark, which, the moment we 
reached it, should be put in motion to pass out from the 
harbour. We left it to Silo himself to stock the bark 
with any merchandise which he might deem best adapted 
to deceive both the mariners themselves and the superin- 
tendents of the haven. 

All these things being so arranged, nothing more re- 
mained for me but to provide suitable disguises for Atha- 
nasia and the priest, and some plausible pretext, by means 
of which the vigilance of the nightly guardians of the 
city-gates miglit be overcome. I had still some difficulty 
to encounter before I could prevail on Sempronius and 
Licinius to give their consent for celebrating so hastily the 
nuptials of Sextus. But this also was in the end accom- 
plished ; and it was determined that the bride should be 
carried home, not to Licinius's house in the city, but to my 
villa on Tiber — where, after having passed the barriers, 
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Athanasia and I might hope to pause for some brief 
space, in our descent of the river — and so bid adieu, under 
circumstances of happier omen, to all the friends for 
whose sake either of us could be likely to regret our de- 
parture from Rome. 



CHAPTER XVII. 

I HAD been then but a few days in the capital of the 
world, and every hope of my bosom depended upon my 
succeeding in an attempt to quit its walls this evening ; 
yet you do not imagine that my hours were spent in con^ 
templation of the city, the magnificence of which, never- 
theless, might be said to be stilfnew and unfamiliar to my 
provincial eyes. The truth is, that, to say nothing of the 
interests which alone had power to occupy my secret 
mind, I had many engagements, in which, as I was at that 
moment situated, it was absolutely necessary I should 
consume a very considerable part of the day. Perhaps it 
might be well for me that it was so, for to return to the 
Esquiline before the fall of night was entirely out of the 
question ; and had no external occupations been forced 
upon me, I should have done nothing, without doubt, 
but walk up and down the long porticoes of my kinsman's 
mansion, tormenting myself with unprofitable dreams^ 
and perhaps disturbing for Sextus the happiness of a 
day, which it was the second wish of my heart he should 
never cease to regard as among the happiest of his life. 
I say, therefore, it was perhaps well, in every point of 
view, that, partly from the necessity of making provision 
of various kinds for my expected voyage, but still more 
in consequence of the lawsuit, with the termination of 
which you ha-ve just been made acquainted, I had no 
leisure that day, from which to work out unnecessary 
pain either for myself or for others. 

First of all, I had to assist Licinius in looking over 
an infinity of deeds connected with the large possessions 
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my right to whicti had now beea ascertained ; and to 
superintend the drawing out of others, by which I con- 
stituted him for the present my representative over all 
my Italian estates, and conveyed to his son the right of 
commanding, as might please him, every thing about my 
great villa in the neighbourhood of the city, and the 
numerous slaves, both ruraland domestic, attached to its 
precincts. In the next place, I had to go to the Forum 
for the purpose of manumitting some slaves (such a 
largess being naturally expected on my accession) ; and 
while I was occupied with this, need I tell you that my 
own poor Briton was not forgotten ? Licinius having, 
at the joint request of Sextus and myself, accorded that 
morning to the Cretan also the well-merited gift of his 
liberty, Boto and .Dromo were seen strutting about the 
Forum together for some moments, each of them arrayed 
in that worshipful cap which had for so many years 
formed, without doubt, the most prominent object in all 
their day-dreams of felicity. I shall not trouble you 
with needless particulars. Let it suffice, that the greater 
part of the day was thus spent by me in unavoidable 
business ; that towards supper-time I found the house^ 
hold of Licinius in mighty confusion, in consequence of 
the preparations for the approaching nuptials of youo^ 
Sextus ; and that, chiefly to avoid occasioning any addi* 
tional trouble at my kinsman's home,'! once more ac- 
cepted the invitation of the centurion, and became hie 
guest at the Praetorian camp. ; but not in the Jidiu»^ the 
noisy revels of which woi\ld have in nowise accorded 
with the spirits of one already fatigued as I was with 
much bodily watching, and still more grievously worn 
out by the pressure of mental anxieties. 

I supped with the kind Praetorian, therefore, in- his 
own private chamber, where, excepting only that be 
could not entirely refrain from touching now and then 
upon what he called my Jewish dream, hisconversatioil 
was the kindest of all balsams that could have been 
applied to my feverish bosom. What he dwelt upon 
most fervently, however, was the probability— 7|be cer- 
tainty he seemed to esteem it — that a persecution of tlus 
nature could not be long persisted in by such a prinee 
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at Trajan ; and tbe pleaaare with wliidii Aat being alt 
at an end, be should see me oome back to Home, and 
take dne poeaession of the inheritance of my &then. 
After ezpfl^ating most fluently for some minutes on the 
expected delights of that day, he paused suddenly, and 
then added, in a tone of some little hesitation, ** And as 
for me, 1 wonder in what state you sbail find me. Rich 
or poor — married or single — centurion or tribune — one 
thing is certain, that 1 shall, in all circumstances, be not 
a little rejoiced to see you." 

^ You had better marry, my good captain," said L 

^ Marry ! me to marry ! ] have not the least thought 
of such a thing. You did not put any fidth, did you, in 
the raillery of those waggish fellows of yesterday ?" 

** A little— a very little, Sabinus." 

•* Poh ! poh ! now you are jesting." 

<< And much, very much, Sabinus, in the conscious 
looks of a certain blushing centurion, yesterday." 

" Come,come," quoth he, ^' there is more cunning in 
these British eyes of yours, after all, than I ever should 
have dreamed of. Fill your cup to the brim, boy ; and 
since you are to leave us so speedily, I shall e'en have 
no secrets for you." 

" I did as Fwas bid, and nodded in signal that I was in 
readinesflPto listen. * 

**You smil*,"said he^ "by Jove, the boy laughs! 
What would you have me do ? Look you, Valerius, I 
don't pretend to think I am much fallen from my prime 
yet. ' I have seen service ;— i|rue, but what of that? I 
nav« kept a light heart in alt my campaigns, my boy, 
and I think I can still dance an old step,'^ing an old ditty, 
and drink a cup of old Falernian, when it suits my 
fanc^^ with Che best of them. But my day, it must be con- 
fessed, begins to wear a little, a very little towards the even* 
ing^ and, Castor ! if you allow supper-time to slip over, 
I wn't know but you npiust go to bed with a light stomach. 
New or never wps the word, my boy ; and the widow is 
mine own. I shall wed her in less than a month ; for I 
was resolved poor old Leberinus (my dear friend !V-aI 
was determined he should have fair playytmy bana&-^ 
I wm resolved nothing should encroach upon his tweha- 
^onths — ^ 
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- ^ And Xerophrastes ?" said I. 

" And ae for tbe most sa/eracious and venerable Xero- 
phrastes, why, to tell you the truth, I see nothing £»r 
him but that he should allow his beard to curl as it 
pleases, drop his long cloak ov^er his ambitious pair of 
shanks, forswear moonlight, purchase for himself a dark 
lantern instead, and see whether he can't find, within the 
four walls of Rome, an honest Greek, and a constant 
widow, to make one blessed wedding withal. That is 
my advice to the stoic — stoic no longer ; but, if there be 
hoops upon a tub, the most cynical of all cynics. Me- 
thinks I already hear him snarling. Diogenes was but 
the Philip that went before this Alexander." 

"Poor Xerophrastes P said I; "I confess I, for my 
share, can scarcely help pitying him. The conceit of 
the moonlight scene was certainly quite too much ; but, 
to speak honestly, did it not appear to you, at one time, 
as if the widow were very much disposed to listen ?" 

" My dear boy," quoth the centurion, "did you ever 
chance, having no profounder occupation, to sp^id a 
forenoon, saving your dignity, ia looking over the parapet 
of a bridge?" 

" Perhaps I may, Sabinus ; but, if I did, I am sure I 
never saw either Xerophrastes or tHe pretty widow in 
the water, believe me." 

" Well, I like that, I confesf," quoth he again ; " but 
tell me this, Valerius, did you ever see a pretty bunch of 
yellow straw, or a beautiful peacock's feather, oc any 
other light gewgaw of terrestrial nature, wafted gently 
from beneath the arch, and about to plunge away intD 
the more rapid course of the river ? You nod ; well, 
did you ever chance, being a bit of a philosopher after 
your fashion, as we all see you are, to take notits of a 
certain little, balancing, hesitating, charming indebision, 
which such a gewgaw takes a pleasure in exhibiting at 
such a moment ? How the sweet toy will slumber K>r a 
qainute on the smooth glassy surface of the water. Im- 
mediately under the shadow of the bridge, as if not able 
at once to make up its mind into which of the three or 
four diverging streams, that all part just from about that 
point, it may be most becomingi or most prudent, or most 
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agreeable to commit itself? I have seen a blue and red 
feather keep half a dozen streams rippling away, like so 
many rivals, for as much time as would suffice to roast 
an oyster in the shell ; — and, pray now, when the 
coquetry was at last*over, and the pretty bauble had 
plunged into its fate, to which of the competing currents 
do you think it paid the best compliment ?" 

"You flow so fast, my dear Sabinus," said I, "that I 
can scarce follow the stream of your discourse. You 
'rush so immense,' as Horace has it, that you lose not a 
little of your clearness. You are the most Pindaric of~ 
Praetorians." 

" You are dull, Valerius — no offence to you — ^I mean 
you provincials are always a little dull ; but, to level the 
whole matter to your comprehension, in case you had 
been so lucky as to be one of the half-dozen lovers 
among whom the beauty (I crave pardon, I mean the 
heiress of Leberinus) distributed the smiles of her 
widowhood — I ask you a very simple question — ^Whether 
would you have liked better to be one of those she had 
some thoughts of, or the one she did wed ? I assure 
you, I am quite satisfied with the result of the affair; 
that is to say, provided she .don't change her mind be- 
' fore the moon, that old type of widows, has trimmed 
her horns again, and set forth her broad smiling face, to 
light up once more the heavens that have so often wit- 
nessed her distress and her consolation." 

« You talk of the moon," said I, "my dear Sabinus ; 
I pray you look out and s^ how the evening wears. 
Think you not I might venture to walk towards the 
Esquiline?" 

The centurion went out into the portico, and came 
back Svitb the intelligence that there were clouds about 
the sky, but that he thought the moon could not fail to 
be up ere lonff. 

" You shall go, therefore, my dear boy," said he, "you 
shall go forthwith to the Esquiline ; and what is more, 
I will go with you." 

" I will on no account suffer you," I replied ; " what 
would Trajan say, if he ever came to discover it ?" 

" Why, to tell you the truth, I believe Trajan would 
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say very little ; that is, provided the storm were once 
blown over a little. I had somis talk with himself last 
night, after that ingenious rescue of yours, and at first 
he spoke very bitterly ; but when once he understood 
how the thing had been managed, he said there could 
be no doubt it was done by some of their Christian 
friends ; and added, that, after all, the fellows, whoever 
they were, might have killed both himself and old 
Palma into the bargain, if they had had a mind. This 
idea seemed in some measure to soften him, and he told 
me something— I am sure you will stare when I repeat 
it to you — he told me that he had heard several stories 
very much to the credit of Athanasia, and among the 
rest, what think you he particularized, but the very story 
which you yourself told me you had heard from that 
goldsmith fellow in the barber's shop, the night we slept 
at my father's ! Do you remember a certain swarthy 
man, who sat apart in the corner and asked questions 
about the Christians? I did not see him, but Yirro 
spoke about him after I rejoined you." 

'^ I do — I do ; and I remember that he spoke in private 
some words to the goldsmith, and that the goldsmith 
looked very confused when the interview was at an 
end." 

" No wonder — ^no wonder — the stranger, I will lay a 
year's pay on't, was no other than Trajan himself. And 
that story, and one or two things besides, had rendered 
him, I have ^ strong notion, extremely well disposed to 
d^al lightly with Athanasia, could she have been pre- 
vailed upon to make but the least appearance of con- 
cession. And even now, I dare say, he is not in secret 
so very sorry about her escape ; but that is little to the 
purpose, at least for the present. You know the prefect 
has set a price both upon her and the old man^ and I 
promise you it is such a temptation as no virtue, that 
keeps watch beneath any common Praetorian breastplate, 
could well be trusted to wrestle withal. But let us hope 
the best. Let us hope that they have lain snug and 
unsuspected— as why should we doubt they have donel 
And here, do you once more take this helmet and doak, 
and remember that the password of to-night is TUu9r^ 
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for there is no sa3rin^ but one or more of these things 
may prove of some little use to you. Take the sword 
with you too, man — and here I am ready to attend you 
myself. And look ye — ^you, lover, as you are, would 
never once have thought of what is the most essential 
of all — here is a skinful of good wine, my boy. I 
promise you they must stand in much need of it, after 
spending a whole day, and a whole night to boot, in 
that murderous funereal region. 1 protest to you 1 never 
was there ; but I take these catacombs, from your descrip- 
tion of them, to be not much better than a second 
Tartarus." 



CHAPTER XVIII. 

Thus provided with all things that seemed to be 
necessary for our purpose, we were just abput to quit 
the camp of the Praetorians, when a soldier of the guard 
presented to my friend a billet ; which he had no sooner 
tead than I saw plainly it contained some intelligence 
extremely disagreeable, if not alarming to him. He seized 
jbastily his sword, and clasping his helniet upon his head» 
uaii in a voice of much agitation, " Come, Valerius, we 
have been dallying here too long. I know not what 
troubles you may yet have to encounter." 

The tone of his voice, and the distraction of his ges- 
tures, inspired me with I know not what of obscure dread. 
I felt as if 1 could not muster courage to interrogate him 
as to what he had heard, but followed him silently with 
.rapid steps, as he moved across the Praetorian court/and 
so onward by the city-wall towards the southern side of 
the Esquiline. 

The streets of the city were all alive with the blaze of 
lights, and the sounds of merriment. Here crowdsof idle 
people stood laughing around the stage of an Etrurian 
mountebank ; there a fire was kindled by the wayside. 
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and dust-covered labourers were forgetting the toils of 
the day, as they sat around frying their fish among its 
embers ; on one side was an old cripple, around whom 
knots of women and children were gathered, while he 
sung with a gay voice, leaning upon his crutch, the glories 
of some great day on which the Dacians were humbled 
and the Danube ran red with blood ; on the other hand, 
drum and clarion invited all who could command three 
sesterces to witness the wonderful feats of the most 
sagacious elephant that had ever been disabled at the 
amphitheatre of Vespasian. Here sleek men were visible 
within booths of canvass, knocking down *' slaves — strong 
slaves from the north," to the highest bidders ; there a 
squeaking hag was giving out a full and particular account 
of the mule that foaled, and the calf that had been brought 
forth with the head of a serpent, and the three fiery 
meteors that had descended into the court of the Mam- 
mertine ; and of all the other rueful signs and portents 
that had appeared at the moment when* Cotilius, theT 
Christian traitor, lost his head ; also how the earth had 
yawned and swallowed up suddenly another hardened 
Christian, and a young enchantress that was his mistress, 
although he called her his daughter. AH, in short, were 
busy, and most seemed to be light of heart ; and no one 
regarded us, as we rushed along those crowded ways, on 
towards the dark pine-groves and deserted alleys of the 
Esquiline gardens. 

We approached the clump of thick trees, in the centre 
of which the cavern is situated, and forced our way again 
through its entangled underwood. But now the space, 
within was not illuminated as before by a brilliant moon, 
for, as I have already mentioned, the sky this evening was 
cloudy ; there was light enough, nevertheless, to show, 
not only the poplar bushes that hung over the mouth of 
the grotto, but what I saw, alike with astonishment and , 
alarm, two human figures, neither of them evidently such 
as I had^ expected to find in that region — one laid recum- 
bent b}{*the side of the fountain, the other pacing back- 
ward and" forward, immediately in front of the entrance 
of the cavern. 

At the first glance, as I havo said, I perceived too 
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plairfy that these were not the Christian priest and A4ha- 
ntfsia; but who or what they were, it required more 
ezniDioatioD boibre I could form aoy conjecture. I stood 
with the centurion just within tijp edge of the woody 
screen, that on every side surrounded 'the open space, — 
and I stood for a moment in the breathless silence of 
Qonsternation. 

" Ha !" whispered he — ** ha 1 Rubellia ; too just has 
been your information. Perdition seize that infernal 
witch r 

** Pona !" said I ; " alas ! Sabinus, is that Pona who lies 
crouching there among the grass ?" 

'* It is she — it is no other than she — and, confusion 
gape upon her cunning I there is a Praetorian soldier by 
her side. Alas, my dear Caius, what is to be done ? 
Without question, a party is within searching the cata- 
combs." 

" Ha !" I whispered, unsheathing my sword, " let us run^ 
Sabinus— let us rush after them into the cavern." 

"Hush!" he replied; "put up your blade, rash boy.. 
Do you forget who I am ? Do you think it is for me to 
stand by and see you draw your sword upon the soldier 
of the prince V 

" Stand still, dear Sabinus," said I ; " stand where you 
are. Let me at least seek to bribe the soldier. You will 
not refuse to keep watch here, and prevent the witch 
from making her escape ?" 

" Valerius," said he, " I am your friend, but I cannot 
be witness of any of these things ; I will wait beyond the 
thicket. Heaven grant I see you soon." 

The centurion, so saying, retreated; and I waited 
where I was till he had gained the exterior of the thicket 
I then returned my blade into the scabbard, leaped forth 
boldly, and immediately accosted the soldier. He took 
me, of course, for one of his own order, and answered me 
witliout hesitation. 

" Have they found them ?" said I ; " have they not yet 
discovered them, comrade ?" . T 

" They have been gone for some minutes," he i^plied^ 
" but I have heard nothing. But as for you, I hope yoa 
don't mean to claim any share in the reward ? Cooieik 
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brother, fair play — fair play in all things. The chance is 
ours for this once, I pray you, walk away, like an 
honest fellow, and I promise you, for my part, as good a ^ 
supper, and as jolly a skinful, as heart can desire." 

" I wish none of yoiw reward/' said I ; " but permit 
me to enter the cavern." 

** Do, at your peril,** quoth the witch, lifting herself sud- 
denly from the ground — " give him entrance at your peril ; 
and, first of all, look at his face, and isee if ever you be- 
held it before beneath the shadow of a helmet." 

ITie man drew near to me, and gazing upon my coun- 
tenance, said, very sourly, " By my faith ! brother, I 
think the old woman is in the right. Pray, when did you 
first wear that garb, brother ? Yes, and, by Jupiter, 1 
think the headpiece should belong of right to nothing 
' lower than a centurion. Of what band, an it please you, 
may you be captain ?" 

•* Soldier," said I, " there is no use in attempting to de- 
ceive you. I am neither soldier nor captain ; bat here is 
a purse of ten gold Neroes, which you may thrust under 
your girdle, if you will but give me permission to follow 
your comrades into that cavern." 

" Agreed," quoth the soldier, dropping the point of his 
spear upon the ground, *' agreed, my good friend ; you 
speak as reasonably, I think, as any centurion among them 
all." 

I reached him the purse, and he, after balancing it in 
his hand for a moment, placed it underneath his cincture. 
I was then stepping forward to the mouth of the grotto ; 
but the man instantly lifted up his spear, and, bursting 
into a loud laugh of scorn, said, "No, no, my good friend, 
that would be carrying the joke a little — just a very little 
too far. In the mean time, let it content you to sit down 
here quietly ; for may Jove devote me, but I believe you 
will turn out to be not much less than a Christian your- 
self ; in which case, good brother of mine, these are 
not all the pieces for which I shall have to thank you." 

" Thief, robber, traitor, base traitor !" I cried, and drew 
my sword. He stepped a pace backward, and stood in 
front of the fountain, his spear stretched forth towards me 
in his hand. '^Foul robber," I cried, ** guardjj or die !* 
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aad^fore bis thrust could reach my bosom, Iliad cloven 
asuoder the shaft of his weapon, and the steel point fell at 
my feet anrioi^ tbe^rass, and my -blade was close to his 
throat He dapped his hand np&a the hilt of bis sword, 
aad I struck. 

He stumbled, and the well was immediately behind 
him, and he feH headlong backward. I leaped upon his 
breast — bis helmet ^unk beneath the water — I stamped 
upon his writhing breast ; — strongly, fiercely, the dying 
caitiff struggled ; but the struggle was brief. 1 stamped — 
I stamped with terrible strength — and the water ceased 
to ripple about my feel, for I stood but on a piece of clay. 
A dagger, at that moment, struck from behind upon me ; 
but the armour was true, and I only staggered from the 
blow* Pona flung her poniard at me with the eoei^ 
of a roaoiac, and darted from me — howling, shrieking, 
screaming cur^s — into the dark mouth of the cavern. 

I rushed after her, my bloody sword in my hand, — I 
rushed as if on the wings of a tempest, into the dark cave 
that yawned before me — I rushed blindly, but I heard the 
footsteps of the flying witch, and I followed them like a 
bloodhound. 

I gained apace upon the hag — the air brushed cool 
upon me, from the flapping of her garments. I touched — 
once and again I touched the skirts of her mantle. My 
band grasped her throat — ^she screamed as if death had 
been m the touch. I arrested her flight, and relaxing for 
a moment my stron^r grasp, said to her, passing my wet 
blade at the same moment across her cheek, <' One breath 
more, and you die. Lead me truly, and I give you your 
life — lead me truly, Pona, and I swear to you you shall 
live.'' 

The witch trembled in my gripe, and answering no- 
thing, began in silence to move onward. The place was 
dark, dai% as midnight, but she seemed, even in her mor- 
tal terror^ to have possession of some instinct that made 
her tread as surely as if she had been walking under the 
open light m{ noonday. She walked on ; she turned ; 
she walked again forward. At last a ray of light gleamed 
upon me from the distant recesses of the gloom. " Tread 
gently," I whispered, letting her feel again the bloody 
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more swiftly. ' 

We reached the low-browed areh wbieh leads to tKe 
sepdchre of Thraso.* I looked ; a soldier stood with his 
back turned towal^ds me, supporting himself upon his 
sword. On the ground before him lay oM Aurefios, pale, 
fainting, propped upon his hand ; beside him stood Atha- 
nasia, erect, holding aloft in her hand a sword — the sword 
of dead Thraso^scarlet to the hilt ; her face deadly pale, 
but her eyes gleaming like the eyes of a young lioness 
guarding her young ; her long hair streaming wildly be- 
hind her from off her high marble brow. 

I dashed the groaning witch upon the ground before 
me, and seized, at the same moment,, from behind, the 
arm with which the Praetorian was leaning upon his 
weapon. The man resisted not, but dropped feebly upon 
bis Knees, his support being thus hastily withdrawn. 
Athanasia lifted her sword yet higher oyer her head, and 
said, ** More I yet more I" and thep looking again, she 
recognised me on the instant, and dropping her bloody 
blade upon the ground, she rushed into my embrace. 

^ O Athanasia !*' said I, ^ what have you done 1 What an 
hour is thisT 

•* God will judge me !" she replied ; " surely he o^ly 
strengthened me when I saw Aurelius struck to tfaie 
ground by the blow of the soldier. O Valerius, I am faint 
to death ! Oh I let us leave this dark place, if yet there 
be any hope before us. Let us leave this place of blood 
and darkness:" 

" Go, go, my children," said Aurelius, lifting himself 
half-up irem the tombstone on which he was lying ; ** go, 
go, my dear children, and the Lord lighten your steps T' 

^ My father, my dear father T' said the maiden ; ** oh I 
I fear your wound is deep ; let us bear you to the open 
air. Valerius, haste ; haste, Caius, letus lift him to the 
fountain, for, both with long fasting and this sad blow, our 
father is feint." 

** No» no " said the old man, '* it is all in vah, it is all 
over; leai^e me, leave me here with Thraso-^here will I 
lie best jbut now I thirsted for the sweet air of heaven ; 
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and now— I thirst no more ! I am feeble^ feebte, my chil* 
drcn : the old blood flows slowly, but the wt>und is deep. 
Tou said well the wound is deep ; blessed be the name 
of the Lord T The old man, with these words, sunk down 
again quite prostrate. 

" Lift him, lift him, Caius ; let us lift him together," 
said Athanasia. I did lift the pale old man, and he re- 
garded me while I was doing so with a dim unconscious 
eye. Athanasia took the lamp, and leaving the wounded 
soldier and the witch together, we essayed, with what 
speed we could muster, to gain once more the entrance 
of the grotto. The marks of my feet, wet from the foun- 
tain, conducted us better than we could have had any rea- 
son to expect ; and at length the penetrating breath of the 
night air indicated tliat we drew near to the object of our 
desire. 

Athanasia started, and uttered a scream of terror, when 
she beheld over-against the mouth of the grotto another 
person in the military^garb, standing distinct in the moon- 
light ; and I also started. ** But fear not,'' said I, looking 
steadfastly; *'now you have no cause to fear; 'tis my 
friend, the kind centurion Sabinus." 

The anxious centurion met us, as we came forth, with a 
most troubled air, but asked not one question concerning 
what had passed in his absence. Perceiving only that, by 
whatever means, we had escaped from the dangers of the 
cavarn, he hesitated not to offer every, assistance in his 
power for the completion of our projected scheme ; but 
Athanasia thought of nothing at that moment but the 
wounded priest. 

We laid him gently down upon the long grass, by the 
margin of the fountain, and Sabinus poured wine into his 
mouth, and water upon his (ace ; and after a moment the 
old man revived, and opened his eyes in such a manner 
that we all began to entertain some hope his wound might 
not prove fatal. 

It was, however, but for a moment ; it was but the 

S* »am in the socket— the last faint flutter of the expiring 
me. Yet who can tell how much may be compressed 
into the. farewell moments of life T Oh, who can tell 
how much of fear may be mingled with how much of 
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hope in the brief shallow draught of the unresisted cup T 
In dreams, years seem at times to pass on the wings of a 
moment. Who shall tell whether, when the body hangs 
already loose upon the parting soul, the same enei^ may 
not be exerted for sorrow, for jpy, for memory, for fore- 
sight? 

The old man propped himself upon his left hand, and 
Athanasia, leaning close to him, supported his hoary head 
upon her bosom. " Look up," said she, " my dear father I 
my dear Aurelius, look up once more, and bless your 
children P' 

" My children!" said the old man, gazing round with 
his dim eye from side to side — *^ my children ! where are 
you, my boys T Aulus 1 Titus I Marcus ! my dear gallant 
boys, where are you ? Come close to my bedside, brave 
lads ; let me feel your hands — ^touch me — touch me. Kiss 
me, my dear children, ere I go." He gazed a mo- 
ment, and stretched forth his hand over the fountain* 
'* Not one of you here, my children ? not one T — ^no, ndt 
one ! Quite alone. Why do you leave me thus to die 
quite alone ? Jupiter — Jupiter, father of gods and men, 
what seest thou here? Is it seemly that an old man 
should be thus utterly deserted ?" He paused again for 
some space, and then dropping his head, said, in a feeble 
whisper, — '* Foolish, foolish old man, dost thou call upon 
the dead ? Can the dead hear thee ? They will hear 
and see thee both ere long.** 

" My dear Aurelius," said Athanasia, "di^am not so— 
look upon us, on us ; we also are your children. €rod has 
made you our father ; we love you as our father." 

"God! ha!— what God?" said the old man; «*what 
God do you speak of? I charge you not to speak to 
me of Jupiter; Jupiter is but a vision. Would you go 
worship stocks and stones, children, that ye have seen 
hewn by the hands of sinful men like yourselves ? Will 
you fall down to the altar of a demon f Speak, childr^A 
—I charge you renounce Jupiter. Jupiter, ay, Jupiter, 
with his thunderbolt, and Apollo too, and Mars, bloody 
'Mars ; they are all dreams — ^visions. What have I to do 
with your dreams ?" , 

"We do, we do renounce them" said Athanasia; 

Vol. U.— S 
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** your own hands have baptized us in the name of the 
Saviour. We are all Christians, dear father ; we have 
no hope but in this faith." * 

*' Faith I children — what is faith 1" said the dying man ; 
'' I beseech you to tell me what is faith ? Dark ! dark. 
Oh, children, every thing is dark : to-day we crawl ; to- 
morrow we die. Tell me, children, do you see any light 
before me ? Poh ! poh ! 'tis but the moon. What is 
darkness ? We know but the day and the night, and therer 
may be other eyes than ours. My children ! — I am faint 
— ^very faint ; and yet all is dark — Alas ! oh God ! why 
thus utterly am I deserted V* 

The old man dropped back heavily in the arms of Atha- 
nasia, and we hung over him for a moment, not doubting 
that the spirit had at length been released from its bond- 
age. '*He iq dead T said Sabinus; *^he is dead utterly 
— why linger you here ? let us fly — let us fly !" The old 
man opened his eyes, however, yet once again ; and lifting 
4iimself up, displayed a countenance so calmly, so beauti- 
fully radiant, that he needed not to open his lips in order 
to satisfy us that peace, and hope, and faith had at last 
been vouchsafed to his bosom. '* My dear children,^' said 
he, ** the cloud hath passed away— I see — I see the bright- 
ness. My God deserts me not ; my children, let me bless 
you ere I die — Where are your hands, my children? 
Give me your hand, Valerius ; and yours— give me yours 
also, my sweet daughter — I place them together — Let no 
man part them ; — whom God hath joined let not man 
put asunder. The blessing of God rest on you, my chil- 
dren — ^Close my old eye8_ere you go — ere you go — ** 

He said so, and, with a gentle sigh, he breathed out his 
life in our arms. We closed the lids upon his eyes. We 
wrapped him all decently in his mantle ; and Sabinus said 
nothing to restrain us, when we said we could not depart 
from the place without having laid the mortal relics of our 
friend in 4he tonri? which he had prayed for in our hearing, 
jithanasia once again held the lamp, and I followed her, 
bearing the body in my arms, our feet guided by darker 
drops than had been aiding to us before, for all the way to 
the sepulchre of Thraso the ground was spotted with the 
blood of Aiu*elius. 
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The wounded soldier was lying in the grasp of death, 
and over-agaiRst him sat the enchantress Pona^ singing to 
herself one of her old charmed songs, which she inter- 
rupted not even when we reached the place where she 
was sitting. We lifted the flat stone from off the ^rave 
of the martyr, and throwing up the loose sand with 
my sword, 1 committed the corpse of the holy man to the 
embrace of earth. I replaced the stone, and led away 
the weeping Athanasia. ' 

We retraced once more our steps, hearing, for a long 
while after we had left the sepulchre, the song of the hide- 
ous witch singing alone amid the darkness. Once again 
we breathed the air of heaven ; I dipped my hands into the 
fountain, lest Sabinus should observe unnecessarily the 
bloody stains ; I returned my sword into its scabbard, 
and prepared to obey at length the earnest entreaties of 
the centurion. 

As we came forth from the thicket, within whose circuit 
all these things had occurred, we heard the neighing of it 
horse, and I was at first inclined to hasten the more ihe 
steps of our flight. But Sabinus insisted on our waiting 
for a moment, and walked aside towards the point from 
which the sound proceeded. When he came back, he 
was leading in his hand two horses fully caparisoned ; 
" We must not stand upon trifles," said he ; •* we must 
make free to' mount/' I placed Athanasia on one of 
them, and vaulted on behind her. Sabinus mounted 
the other, and dashing into a rapid pace, we soon drew 
near, without having met with any interruption, to the 
Ostian'Gate ; for by that, the centurion said, we should 
most easily strike into the right path to the Valerian villa, 
where all our friends were expecting us. 

The soldiers who were on guard at the gate challenged 
us cheerily as we came up to them. 

" The word, comrades 1^ 

** TUusT quoth the centuriop. . . ^ 

" Pass on — whom bear you with you, comrades ?** 
' "A Christian — a Christian prisoner,'* said I. 

«* By Jove, that's worth gold to you, brother," quoth the 
guard. — " Open the gate there ; — pass on, friends, — and 
may a ourse go vnih your burden, — ^I hope I shall have' 
luck one day myself." 
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The Oitkn Gate doeed bdiiod at. md we p roc e eded 
•I a fieiy |Mce westward, tOl an the EglHof the nburfaa 
left ID our rear. 



CHAPTER XIX. 

Wb rode in silence thus swiftly till we had ad- 
Tanced, it may be, four or-five miles on the road towards 
Ostiom; 

It was then that, on gaining the brow of an eminence 
more oonsideraUe than any we had yet come to, we 
halted for a moment, as if instinctively. On looking 
backward we could still discover, by the now dear and 
perfect moonligtit, the mighty masses of the Eternal 
City rising Uack against the horizon, high above all the 
inlsrvening expanse of gardens and groves. I paused, 
lo regard for the last time the gigantic outline, and 
heard, borne soft and sweet through the serene air, the 
fiur off melancholy voice of the horn, announcing to the 
PrsBtorians the changing of the watch. The martial 
music of the villages around responded in succession to 
the note sounded from the Capitol. And then again all 
was silence, save the night-breeze sighing among the 
poplars with which our path was skirted. 

« Farewell to Rome !" whispered Athanasia ; " my 
heart tells me, Caius, that we have had our last look of 
the city.'' 

I pressed the nuuden to my bosom, and we continued 
our course down the hill, and were soon buried among 
the darkness of my paternal woods. 

** Perhaps you are not aware," said the centurion, 
who by this time had quite recovered himself, *< that 
wS are now riding through your own domain. Many a 
time, Valerius, have I hunted for birds' nests, when I was 
a boy, among these fine oak woods ; little did I think 
then that I should ever visit their shades under such 
circumstanoes as these. But, upon my wor<^ there 



VALBRIUS. 3US 

seems to be a great deal of very valuable timber here : 
I think you ought to eive orders about thinning the 
clumps, and they would have plenty of time to grow 
again before your return." 

" Indeed I think they would," said I ; " but, in the 
mean tiipe, I shall spare tbem — I would not have the 
old groves lament over my succession." 

" What a British notion !" quoth Sabinus ; " by Jove, 
I think you have still some tincture of your maternal 
druidisjoi about you ; but stop — ^Ha ! yonder is really 
a sight of splendour !" 

He pointed through an opening among the thick trees 
on the right-hand, and we perceived, indeed, at- some 
distance telow us by the river-side, innumerable symp- 
toms of magnificent festivity*. The great arcades of the 
villa were blazing from end to end with lamps and 
torches, displaying in distinctness that almost rivalled 
that of noonday every gilded cupola and sculptured 
porch, and alt the long lines of marble columns iha^ 
sustained the proud fabric of the Valerian mansion. 

In front of the main portico, and all along the broad 
steps of its ascent, stood crowds of people, as if in ex- 
pectation. Before them, girls and boys, all dad in white 
raiment, were dancing on the lawn to the sound of a 
joyful tabour. A confused hum of gladness ascended 
from every part of the illuminated pile. *^Come, my 
boy, push on cheerily," quoth the centurion ; " if you 
don't, you may chance after all to be too late for the 
great moment. The procession, it is evident, can be 
but a little way before us — and I, Valerius," he added 
in a whisper, <<n^st not lose the benefit of the re- 
hearsal." 

At the gateway, which opened a little farther on into 
the gardenS) we found the two. faithful freedmen Boto 
^d Dromo, waiting for us with horses richly capari- 
soned (for they knew not how we might travel from the 
^ty), and with change of dress for the whole of us. We 
fjiassed under the porch of a small rural chapel that 
stood near the gate, and there Sabinus and I ezchan^d 
our military attire for the peaceful gown, iin which 
alone we could with propriety appear in. the nuptial 



edebtatioiL Athanasia, for her part, threw over all h^^ 
dress a lonf veil of white, for she alooe durst not show 
Imit fiu» in the precincts, where of right she was mi»» 
tress. We then mounted the new steeds that bad been 
prepared for us, and dashing through the ^ove that 
edged the lawn, joined the bridal procession just at the 
moment when it had come in front of the villa — and all 
the merry clamour of shouting, and all the bursting 
melody of lutes and cymbals, saluted the first appear- 
ance of the curtained litter in which the young Sem- 
Sronia was borne in the midst of her attendant pomp of 
orsemen and chariots. 
Conspicuous in front of all rode, in bis lofty car, the 
Flamen of Jupiter, arrayed in his long purple robe, and 
wearing on his head the' consecrat^ diadem. The 

Eriestess of Apollo, too, was there, surrounded with all 
er damsels, ruling, or seeminfir to rule, with her own 
hand, the milk-white horses of the sun that pawed the 
ground before her burnished wheels. Gay horsemen 
checked their steeds amid the blaze of torches and the 
peals of music. White-robed damsels and youths, ad- 
vancing from the portal, chanted the HymeuaBan. Far 
and wide, nuts and rose-buds were scattered among the 
torch-bearing throng. Young Sextus leaped from his 
horse, and the litter touched the ground ; and the bride, 
wrapped all over in her saffiron-coloured veil, was lifted, 
gently struggling, over the anointed threshold. Sabinus 
swelled the hymeneal chorus with his ever-cheerful 
voice ; while poor Athanasia — ^my own unsaluted bride 
— she stood apart from all the clahiour, gazing through 
her veil — ^it may be through her teaxs — ^upon the festal 
pageant 

We ventured not into the blazing hall till all the rest 
had entered it. The symbolic fleece had already bea:i 
shorn from the spotless lamb^ and all were preparing to 
pass into the chambers beyond, where the tables ap- 
peared already covered with the wedding-feast Every 
one was glad, and every one was busy ; and no ofte re- 
garded us as we stood beneath the pillars of the hall, 
contemplating the venerable images ^ my ancestors, that 
were arrangra all around us — fropi the mouldered bust 
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of the great Publicola, down to the last of the lineage^ 
the princely Cneius, whose inheritance was and was 
not mine. There were moments, I cannot conceal it, 
m which some feelings of regret were mingled with the 
admiration^ which I could not refuse to the spectacle of 
all the ancient grandeur that for the first, and for the 
last time, I was gazing on. But Athanasia leaned upoB 
me as r stood there, and all things seemed well, when I 
felt the pressure of her bosom. 

Ere long, Dromo approached us, and led us aside from 
the scene of all the noisy merriment into an upper cham- 
ber, where, divested of her veil, the lovely bride of 
Sextus stood waiting to fold Athanasia in one parting 
embrace to her bosom. I turned aside, and witnessed 
not their farewell tears. 

Licinius, Lucius, Velius, and the priestess came into 
the bridal-chamber, with the wreathed cup. It was then 
that, in their presence, I proclaimed Athanasia for my 
bride. They kissed her pale cheek-— once and again 
she returned the salute — and with slow steps we took 
our departure. Sabinus, the good Sabinus, walked along 
with us down the dark alley that led to the river-side. 
The two freedmen were already sitting at their oars — 
we bade adieu to the centurion — tenderly the kind man 
bade us both adieu — and I lifted my Athanasia, weeping 
natural tears, devoid of bitterness, into the little boat 
which had been prepared for us. 

Boto began, as we pushed off from the shore, to chant 
an old British boat-song of his, which I had heard a thou- 
sand times without thinking any thing about it, but which 
now, I know not how, seemed to me to breathe the very 
spirit of pensiveness and repose. Athanasia, wrapped 
in her long cloak, leaned herself like a bride upon my 
bosom, and I looked back upon the illuminated mansion, 
and thought almost that there was something of distaste- 
flilness in the mirthful strains that still echoed from its 
dome. Slowly the measured oars divided the dark 
waters ; and gladder hearts have been floated upon the 
calm breast of Tiber*-4)ut none calmer, none happier 
than ours. 

" Dear Boto," said I, <' methinks thatis a fine old song 
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of yours ; yet you know that I have brought a twicfe 
with me to-night, and surely you choose a very melan- 
choly strain." 

'< Hy dear master," he replied, ^ I thought not my deai 
lady would take any notice of my song ; but 'tis one 
that the Salurian boatmen sing whenever they are on 
the water at the midnight. It was made, they say, by 
one of their old chiefs, as they rowed him away one 
night over the sea to Mona, after all his kindred had 
been slain, and his village burned in the woods by the 
Romans ; and it seemed to me, my dear master, that we, 
too, were now rowing away from them, for they are as 
cruel now as they were in the old time. Pardon me for 
what I say, but you were always with us, my dear mas- 
ter, from your childhood ; and your mother is one of our 
own race, and I cannot help thinking of you as one of 
ourselves." 

" My dear Boto," said I, " sing on, if it please yon, 
and 1 will tell your lady what I can of the meaning of 
your song." 

He obeyed, and resumed his mouirnful strain — ^the 
same which, I dare say, you have heard him sing wheQ 
he was old. 

** The night ii daik above the watery 

The hiUs are all behind us far ;• -* 

We cannot see the hill of slaughter, 
Where in their tents the steel-clad Romans are.. 

Row gently through the gentle sea — 

Row gently, for my wound is deep — 
Soon, soon in safety shall ye be — 

And I, too, brothers, — for I fain would sleep^ 

Our own old oaks stand scathed by fires,, 

Around the. roofs for which we bled ; 
The bones of our unconq^aered sires 

Stir in their cairns — for sonow moTes the dead; 

Row gently, for my wound is.deepi 

And sadness fills my weaiy eyes — 
Row eently, for I fain would sleep — 

I fam would sleep, and never more arise.** 

So glided we down the deep calm stream of Tiber*. 



i 
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At the place upon which we had fixed in the morning 
we were hailed from the shore by Silo, and, having taken 
him in, received the welcome intelligence that he had 
secured for our use a very light and convenient bark, 
the master of which had intended sailing in the course 
of the day that was just over for New Carthage, but had 
willingly delayed for a few hours, in grder that he might 
not lose the gain of carrying us along with him. " From 
that part of Spain," said Silo, << there can be no difficulty 
in procuring some vessel bound for our native island. 
My little daughter is already on board, under the keepine 
of the master. All at Ostium is sleep and silence, and 
the tide flows fair over the sand ; so we shall be, ere day- 
break, far out upon our course." 

We found the vessel, such as he had described her, 
lying somewhat apart from the multitude of galleys that 
throng at all periods the great seaport of the capital. 
The zealous Dromo, not without much emotion, there 
parted firom us, and, laden with gifts, not of form, but 
of thankfulness, began to row himself alone up the river, 
back to the villa, at which I understood his habitation 
was now to be fixed. 

" Farewell, my kind master," he said, as he was about 
to push off his shallop from under the side of the vessel ; 
^ farewell, my kind Master Valerius, may all the gods, 
wherever and whatever they be, grant you smooth water 
and &ir wind ; and may both you and my fair lady — ^not 
forgetting my good friend Boto, whose education I can 
scarcely be said to have begun — soon, very soon come 
back to us, in times when ye shall have no need to look 
upon your own house lighted up for the feasts of others, 
nor to be rowed away down Tiber by midnight, and 
carried back to that island, which, for all that you say 
of it, is, I suspect, a cold miserable place, saving your 
presence, in comparison of my native Crete. Fare- 
well ! sweet winds blow upon you. Have you no last 
mesKsaee for any of your friends that you are leaving 
behind you?" 

« Give my love to them all," I replied, — "your master 
Sextns—" 
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" My patron Sextus !" quoth the new freedman, cor- 
recting me. 

" Your pardon, Dromo — ^your patron Sextus, and your 
old patron bis father, and your young Jady, for I am sure 
yoii will allow me to call her so ; and last of all^ the 
next time you see him, to your good friend and mine 
the centurion." 

^ I will, I will," quoth the Cretan ; " and since you 
have said it, sir, I believe he has as much reason to think 
me his friend as any man in Rome, slave though I was, 
and poor freedman as I am ever like to be. I will tell 

Jrou when we meet next some pretty stories ; and long, 
on^ before that day comes, Sabinus, let me tell you, 
will be lord, as he well deserves to be, of one of the 
prettiest ladies, and one of the prettiest houses, too, that 
can be found this night within the four walls of the city 
you have quitted. But I dare say he told you all — 
did he tell you before you parted about his wedding? 
Heaven bless me ! first and last, what a job that pretty 
widow has been to me ! But no matter, 'tis all well now 
— Sextus has in his arms all that he desired to have ; 
and Sabinus, I think, is at least good enough for the lady 
he is to have in a day or two. Although, after all, to 
speak truth, I don't know why she should be ill-spoken 
of for any thing that has passed. She followed her 
fancy, and who can blame her for doing so ? But as for 
Xerophrastes, I confess 1 am glad Master Longbeard has 
taken to the Tub at last. Oh ! how it will tickle my 
bones to stand by when I fall in with him, and hear 
him declaiming after his new fashion. I shall buy a 
bunch of green grapes that day, were I to pay their 
weight in brass for them, just that I may have the plea- 
sufe of sticking them up on the wall, right before the 
face of the old fox." 

" Good-by, Dromo ; you are still the same man, I 
perceive. Good-by — commend me to all — and commend 
me, in all reverence, to Xerophrastes, too, when you en- 
counter him." 

" Grood-by, once more, master," cried the gay Cretan, 
and pushed off with all his vigour. We loosed oui 
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ha\(rsers a moment after, and stretched our sails before 
a breeze as favourable as he had been wishing us. 

An awning had been erected on the stem by the provi- 
dence of the jailer. Thither Athanasia and I now 
retired, while the mariners plied their strength, and Silo 
and Boto went to sleep upon the deck. But gladly did 
we hail the open sea, when our bark emerged upon its 
surface ; gladly did we peep forth to see the clear deep 
shining below us like a second dark blue firmament, so 
truly was it giving back the reflection of the innumer- 
able stars that shone in the serene sky overhead. The 
bark skimmed the calm surface of the waters like a sea- 
bird. The sailors whistled joyously to the prospering 
gale. 

The sun was riding high in the heavens when we 
looked forth on the morrow ; air and sea were ^leepins^ 
all around beneath the fervid glow of the day-star, and 
far, far eastward, the blue shores of Italy lay behind us 
like the shadows of a dream. 



APPENDIX. 



[Although the two following Letters are well known both to claMieal 
scholars and to the readers of works on Church History, yet it has been 
thought that they might be added in this place without impropriety. The 
preceding pages may happeir to be perused by persons who have never 
seen any of the collections in which these letters are to be found ; and they 
ajSbrd by far the best and most authentic illustration, both of the manner 
in which the subject of Christianity was regarded by the polite Romans 
of the day of Trajan, and of the principles upon which that prince regu- 
lated his conduct in regard to the adherent#to the new faith.] 



PLINY TO TRAJAN.* 

It is a rule, sir, which I inviolably observe, to refer my- 
self to you in all my doubts ; for who is more capable of 
removing my scruple, or informing my ignorance > Hav- 
ing never been present at any trials concerning those who^ 
profess Christianity, I am unacquainted, not only with the 
nature of their crimes^ or the measure of their punish- 
ment, but how far it is proper to enter intd ui^xalninatioB 
concerning them. Whether, therefore, any difierenceNs 
usually made with respect to the ages of the guilty, or no 
distinction is to be observed between the young and the 
adult ; whether repentance entitles them to a pardon, or, 
if a mao has been once a Christian, it avails nothing to de- 
sist from his error ; vcthether the very profession of Chria- 

* Book X. Letter 97. 

YoL.IL— T 



214 APPfSNDn:. 

tianity, unattended with any criminal act, or only the 
crimes themselves inherent in the profession, are punish- 
able ; in all these points I am greatly doubtful. In the 
mean while^ the method I have observed towards those 
who have been brought before me as Christians is this : 
— I interrogated them whether they were Christian^h— if 
they confessed, I repeated the question twice, adding 
threap lit the same time ; and if they still persevered, I 
ordered them to be immediately punished : for I was 
persuaded,' whatever the nature of their opinions might be, 
a contumacious ^d inflexible obstinacy certaioly deserved 
correction. There were others also brought before me 
possessed with the same infatuation ; but, being citizens 
of Rome, I directed that they should be carried thither. 
But this crime spreading (as is usually the case) while 
it was actually under prosecution, several instances of the 
same nature occurred. An information was presented 
to me, without an^ name subscribe, containing a charge 
Ugainst several persons ; these, upon examinatioi), dejoied 
they were, or-ever had been, Chrisiians. They repeated, 
«fter me, an invocation to the gods, and offered religious 
rites, with wine ancf frankincense, before your lvalue 
(which, for thaj purpose, I had ordered to be brought,. 
togetherVith those of the gods), and even reviled the 
nape of Chvist ; wheveas there is no forcing, it is said, 
those who are really Christians into any of these compli- 
ances. I thought it proper, therefore, to discharge them« 
Some> among those who were accused by a witness in 
person, at first confessed themselves Christians, but im« 
medialiiy after dei>ied it ; the rest owned, indeed, they 
, bad been of that number formerly, but had now (some 
above three, others more, and a few above twenty years 
ago) renounced that error. They all worshipped your 
ft&tue, and ttie hnages of the gods, uttering imprecations 
aithe saine tio^ against the name of Christ. They af-^ 
firmed the. whole of their guilt, er their error, was, that 
they met on a certain stated day before it was light, and 
addressed themselves in a form of prayer to Christ, as ta 
some god, bindkig themselves by a solemn oath, not for 
the purposes of any wicked design but never to commii 
any fraud, thefl, or adultery ; never to falsify their wurd,^ 



nor deny a trust when they shoulcl be call^ upon to de- 
liver it up. After which, it was their custom to separate^ 
and then re-assemble, to eat in common a harmless meal. 
From this custom, however, they desisted, after the pub- 
lication of my edict, by which, according to your com« 
mands, (.forbade the meeting of any assemblies. In con- 
sequence of this their- declaration, I judged it the more 
necessary to ent^avourto extort the real truth, by putting 
two female slaves to the torture, who were saM to ofl^iate 
in their religious functions ; but all I could discover was, 
that these people were actuated by an absurd and exces- 
sive superstition. I deemed it expedient, therefore, to ad- 
journ all further proceedings, in order to consult you. For 
It appears to be a matter highly deserving your considera- 
tion ; more especially as great numbers must be involved 
in the danger of these prosecutions, which have already 
extended, and are still likely to extend, to persons of all 
ranks and ages, and ev^ of both sexes. In fact, this con- 
tagtous ^erstition is not confined to the cities only,i 
bufhas spread its infection among the neighbouring vil- 
lages and country^ Nevertheless, it still seems possible 
to restrain its progress. The temples, at least, which were 
oqce almost deserted, begin now to be frequented ; and 
the sacred solemnities^ after a long intermission, are re- 
vived ; to which I must add, there'^s again also a geneCal 
demand for the victims, which for some time past had 
met with but few purchasers. From the circumstances 
I have mentioned, it is easy to conjeoture what niimbers 
might be reclaimed, if a general pardon were granted to 
those who shall repent of their error. 



TRAJAN TO PLINY.^ • • 

The method you have pursued, my dear Pliny, in the 
proceedings against |ho8e Christians which were breught 
before you, is extremely proper ; as it is not possible ta 
lay down any fixed rule by which to act in all cases of this 
nature. But I would not have you cfficumsly enter into 

• Book X. Letter Wk 
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any iDcpiiries. concerning them. If, indeed, they should 
be'bFOught before you, and the crime should be proTed, 
they must be punished ; with this restriction, however, that 
where th^ party denies he is a Christian, and shall make 
it evident that he is not, by invoking our gods, let him 
(notwithstanding any former suspicion) be pardqped upon 
his repentance. Informations without the accuser's name 
subscribed ought not to be received ii| prosecuti5ns of 
any sort ; etB it is introducing a very dangerous precedent, 
and by no means agreeable to the equity of my govern- 
ment. 
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